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If  thou  indeed  derire  thy  light  from  HeaTen, 

Then,  to  the  measure  of  that  hearen-born  light, 

Shine,  Poet !  in  thj  place,  and  be  content : — 

The  stars  pre-eminent  in  magnitude. 

And  thej  that  from  the  zenith  dart  their  beams, 

(Visible  though  they  be  to  half  the  earth. 

Though  half  a  sphere  be  conscious  of  their  brightneta) 

Are  yet  of  no  diriner  origin, 

No  purer  essence,  than  the  one  that  bums, 

Like  an  untended  watch-fire,  on  the  ridge 

Of  some  dark  mountain  ;  or  than  those  which  seem 

Humbly  to  hang,  like  twinkling  winter  lamp». 

Among  the  branches  of  the  leafless  trees  ; 

All  are  the  undying  offspring  of  one  Sire : 

Then,  to  the  measure  of  the  light  vouchsafed , 

Shine,  Poet !  in  thy  place,  and  be  content. 
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POEMS   WRITTEN    IN   YOUTH. 


or  Om  Poems  in  thli  class,  «  Thb  Etbkiito  Walk  *'  and  *'  DRScAipnvit  Skbtchks  **  wore  first  published  in  1793L  They 
Mnfrinted  with  some  alterations  that  were  chiefly  made  very  soon  after  their  publication. 

This  notice^  which  was  written  some  time  ago,  scarcely  applies  to  the  Poem,  '*  Descriptive  Sketches,'*  as  it  now  stands. 
'Hm  eorrectlons,  though  numerous,  are  not,  however,  such  as  to  prevent  its  retaining  with  propriety  a  place  in  the 
dwoC  Juvenile  Pieces. 

1838. 


I. 
EXTRACT 

iMi  nU  OOSCLUSfOK  OF  A  I>0KM,  COUPOSBD  Df  AlfTI- 
CfPATIOir  OF  LKAVINO  SCHOOL. 

Dear  natiTe  regions,  I  foretell, 
From  what  I  feel  at  this  farewell. 
That,  wheresoe'er  my  steps  may  tend. 
And  whensoe'er  my  course  shall  end, 
If  in  that  hour  a  single  tie 
Sorrire  of  local  sympathy. 
My  soul  will  cast  the  hackward  view. 
The  loDgiiig  look  alone  on  you. 

Thus,  while  the  Sun  sinks  down  to  rest 
Far  in  the  regions  of  the  west, 
Though  to  the  vale  no  parting  heam 
Be  given,  not  one  memorial  gleam, 
A  lingering  light  he  fondly  throws 
On  the  dear  hills  where  first  he  rose. 

I786w 


II. 


WJUITM  IN  TKRV  EARLY  YOinU 

Calm  is  all  nature  as  a  resting  wheel. 

The  kine  are  couched  upon  the  dewy  grass  ; 

The  horse  alone,  seen  dimly  as  I  pass. 

Is  cropping  audibly  his  later  meal  : 

Dark  is  the  ground  ;  a  slumber  seems  to  steal 

O'er  vale,  and  mountain,  and  the  starless  sky. 

Now,  in  this  blank  of  tilings,  a  harmony, 

Home-felt,  and  home-created,  comes  to  heal 

That  grief  for  which  tlie  senses  still  supply 

Fresh  food  ;  for  only  tlien,  when  memory 

Is  hushed,  am  I  at  rest.     My  Friends  !  resti^ain 

Those  busy  cares  that  would  allay  my  pain  ; 

Oh  I  leave  me  to  myself,  nor  let  me  feel 

The  officious  touch  that  makes  me  droop  again. 
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III. 
AN  EVENING  WALK. 

ADDRB8SBD  TO  A  TOUNO  LADY. 

General  Sketch  of  the  Lakce— Author's  regret  of  his  yoath 
which  was  passed  amongst  them— Short  description  of 
Noon  —  Cascade  —  Noon-tide  Retreat  —  Precipice  and 
•loping  Lights— Face  of  Nature  as  the  Sun  declines— 
Mountain-farm,  and  the  Cock— Slate-quarry— Sunset- 
Superstition  of  the  Country  connected  with  that  moment 
—Swans — Female  Beggar  —  Twilight-sounds— Western 
Lights  —  Spirito  —  Night  —  Moonlight— Hope  —  Night- 
sounds— Conclusion  . 

Far  from  my  dearest  Friend,  'tis  mine  to  rovo 
Through  bare  grey  dell,  high  wood,  and  pastoral  cove ; 
Where  Derwent  rests,  and  listens  to  the  roar 
That  stuns  the  tremulous  cliffs  of  high  Lodore  ; 
Where  peace  to  Grasmere's  lonely  island  leads. 
To  willowy  hedge-rows,  and  to  emerald  meads  ; 
Leads  to  her  bridge,  rude  church,  and  cottaged 

grounds. 
Her  rocky  shcepwalks,  and  her  woodland  bounds  ; 
Where,  undisturbed  by  winds,  Winander*  sleeps 
'Mid  clustering  isles,  and  holly-sprinkled  steeps  ; 
Where  twilight  glens  endear  my  Estliwaite*s  shore, 
And  memory  of  departed  pleasures,  more. 

Fair  scenes,  erewhilc,  I  taught,  a  happy  child, 
The  echoes  of  your  rocks  my  carols  wild  : 
The  spirit  sought  not  then,  in  cherished  sadness, 
A  cloudy  substitute  for  failing  gladness. 
In  youth's  keen  eye  the  livelong  day  was  bright, 
The  sun  at  morning,  and  tlio  stars  at  night, 
Alike,  when  first  the  bittern's  hollow  bill 
Was  heard,  or  woodcocks  f  roamed  the  moonh'ght 
hill. 

In  thoughtless  g^cty  I  coursed  tlie  pliun. 
And  hope  itself  was  all  I  knew  of  pain  ; 
For  then,  the  inexperienced  heart  would  beat 
At  times,  while  young  Content  forsook  her  scat, 
And  wild  Impatience,  pointing  upward,  showed. 
Through  passes  yet  unreached,  a  brighter  road. 
Alas  !  tlie  idle  tale  of  man  is  found 
Depicted  in  the  dial's  moral  roiuid  ; 
Hope  mith  reflection  blends  her  social  rays 
To  gild  the  total  tablet  of  his  days  ; 
Yet  still,  the  sport  of  some  malignant  power. 
He  knows  but  from  its  shade  the  present  hour. 


*  These  lines  are  only  applicable  to  the  middle  part  of 
that  1^0. 

f  In  the  beginning  of  winter,  these  mountains  are  fre- 
quented by  woodcocks,  which  in  dark  niglit«  retire  into 
the  woods. 


But  why,  ungrateful,  dwdl  on  idle  pain  I 
To  show  what  pleasures  yet  to  me  remain. 
Say,  will  my  Friend,  with  unreluctant  ear. 
The  history  of  a  poet's  evening  hmt  I 

When,  in  the  south,  the  wan  noon,  brooding  stiD, 
Breathed  a  pale  steam  around  the  glaring  hiD, 
And  shades  of  deep-embattled  douds  were  seen. 
Spotting  the  northern  diflb  with  lights  betwoeo  ; 
When  crowding  cattle,  checked  by  rails  thai  maks 
A  fence  far  stretched  into  the  shallow  lake^ 
Lashed  the  cool  water  with  their  restless  tails^ 
Or  from  high  points  of  rock  looked  oat  for  £aimi«g 

gales; 
When  school-boys  stretched  their  length  upon  the 

green  ; 
And  round  the  broad-spread  oak,  a  gfimmsring 

scene. 
In  the  rough  fern-clad  park,  the  herded  dear 
Shook  the  still-twinkling  tail  and  glancing  ear ; 
When  horses  in  the  sunburnt  intake*  stood, 
And  vainly  eyed  below  the  tempting  flood. 
Or  tracked  the  passenger,  in  mute  distress, 
With  forward  neck  the  closing  gate  to  prcnw 
Then,  while  I  wandered  where  the  huddling  rill 
Brightens  with  water-breaks  the  hollow  g^yll  f 
As  by  enchantment,  an  obscure  retreat 
Opened  at  once,  and  stayed  my  devious  feet. 
While  thick  above  the  rill  the  branches  doss^ 
In  rocky  basin  its  wild  waves  repose. 
Inverted  slirubs,  and  moss  of  gloomy  green. 
Cling  from  tlie  rocks,  with  pale  wood-weeds  be- 
tween ; 
And  its  own  twilight  softens  the  whole  scen^ 
Save  where  aloft  the  subtle  sunbeams  shine 
On  wiUicrcd  briars  that  o'er  the  crags  recline ; 
Save  where,  with  sparkling  foam,  a  small  rssradn 
Illumines,  from  w^itliin,  the  leafy  shade  ; 
Beyond,  along  tlie  vista  of  the  brook. 
Where  antique  roots  its  bustling  course  o'eriook. 
The  eye  rei)ose8  on  a  secret  bridge  it 
Half  grey,  luUf  shagged  with  ivy  to  its  ridge  ; 
There,  bending  o'er  the  stream,  the  listless  swain 
Linn^crs  behind  his  disappearing  wiun. 
— Did  Sabine  grace  adorn  my  living  line, 
Blandusia's  praise,  wild  stream,  should  yidd  to 
thine  ! 


*  Tlie  word  intake  is  local,  and  signifies  a  mooatalB- 
inclosure. 

t  Ghyll  is  also,  I  believe,  a  term  confined  to  this  eoim- 
try :  gliyll,  nnd  dingle,  have  the  same  meaning. 

X  The  reader  who  has  made  tlie  tour  of  this  country*  will 
recognise,  in  this  description,  the  features  which  chamc- 
teriso  the  lower  waterfall  in  the  grounds  of  RydaL 
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H^^  iwhl—  mlnUtcr  at  dtnlh 
I  i)  all  (It—  the  gUuiring  bU«]  muiiealli ; 
*  llu«\  Le  rruwDiil  itilli  floiFBi'B, 
y  tbnil  Ihy  liiircrB  ; 
it  liy  tliy  maipn  rove 
In  kaapaas  men&ea  tppnitr — 
hi  ia^  li  ■  «ita  up^c  nxgud 
Ly  airiaM,  BBdinaDg  good, 
pvrfd  Inn  h0  bi^  powcn  n^irad, 
H*M*'>>m1i  ilcrifn"^X"lninn!  JnJrciI, — 
h^^  llwii^ti.  «  »oul  by  trulh  rcfluiH], 

IB  Wntk,  fa««Wl  1  TiMiwrmw'*  noon  wain 
tlHl— .     Ill^  tun  "l.   oiMwiKKl  Btnim  i 
li*iK«MllM^lwdliia  wcetmi  roui. 
Mh  ^1  koor  taTitca  mjr  •C«[H  aliruBd. 

li^W  Am  mU«»]r  <M0,  the  aOnnvd  kilo 


I  dag  dw  prM4|iWi  b*«c  i 

bl|  te  aik«l  vMte  of  Hsiicnd  itons. 


A*  lDx||l<>*a  p**^  or  lliUllr'ii  beard ', 
tU  d>;  Ion);,  la  bard. 


■  ttiMUpi  lu  Tumi  uid  liuo  '. 
t,  iKfun  k  HihhI 
r,  hill,  Ikim,  uid  irood  ; 
a,  W  ibii  ■■  unfiling  bnun*  livtrsycd, 
u>f  bnw  ntin  in  puqilc  duute  ; 

■  of  Unrh,  lbs  cviti^  wldtc, 

«  (In  nwUow  tiglii ; 
ir  who*  aith  umlinkgB  wiilc 
K  iMir  lb*  Uuknl  bou-hnuK  hide, 
■*iii  «»«,llal  bn  th*  Mil 


Tip  Uieir  nnoatli  riJgee  with  R  BoCler  lay ; 
Aiid  now  tlie  whole  wide  hike  in  deuii  ivposo 
r»  huBhpd,  And  like  a  bumiafaed  mirror  glows, 
Save  where,  along  die  Bliady  we»teni  margp, 
Coaita,  with  industnous  our,  the  uliarcoal  bu^. 

Thdr  panniercd  tnun  a  group  or  potters  good. 
Winding  tnna  mde  to  ade  up  the  steep  road  ; 
Tba  peasant,  from  yon  utifT  of  fearful  edge  * 

Shot,  down  the  headlong  patli  darts  with  his  sluilgc ; 
Drigbt  bnuDS  the  lonely  mounlnin-horBo  illume 
Feeding  "mid  purple  heath,  "  green  rings  •,"  and 

While  the  sharp  slope  Ihe  aUckenti!  t«iui  confuiinda. 
Downward  tlic  ponderoiu  tinihtT-wain  resounda  i 
In  founy  breaks  the  rill,  with  taerrj  aong, 
Uanhed  o'er  tlie  rough  roek,  lightly  Icapa  along  i 
From  lonesome  cha[<el  at  the  mountain's  feet. 
Three  humble  bclla  tlwir  rustic  cliime  repent ; 
Sounds  IWim  the  waici^nde  the  bunmei'ed  boat ; 
And  blcuttd  i^uart^  Ibuuiieiti,  heard  remote  ! 

Even  bore,  amid  the  sweep  at  endless  woods, 
Dine  pomp  of  lakes,  high  cMlh,  and  falling  floods. 
Not  undelightfiil  are  the  amplest  i^horms. 
Pound  by  the  gmssy  door  of  mountaiu-faTma. 

Sweetly  fetodoust,  round  his  native  walks. 
Pride  of  bia  aiaCer-wiTefi,  the  monarch  atslki ; 
Spur-clad  hia  nervoua  feet,  and  firm  Ilia  iread  ; 
A  urtKt  of  purple  tops  the  warrior*B  hewl. 
Itn'ghl  sparka  his  black  and  rolling  eje-luLlI  bulla 
,Vfar,  hia  t^l  he  closes  and  unfurls  ; 
Oil  hploo  reATsd,  he  straina  hia  clarion  throal, 
Tlimtened  hy  faiutly-anaweiing  farms  remote  : 
Again  with  hia  ahrill  roivc  the  mountain  rings, 
While,  flappe.1  w 


Where,  mixed  with  graceful  birch,  the  aombr 
pine 
And  yew-tree  o'er  the  nlver  rocks  recline  ; 

Dwarf  i»uiuicred  stoed«,  sad  men,  and  nomer 

How  iHmy  all  the  enormoua  hive  williin, 
miile  F.cho  dallic*  with  its  varioua  din  I 
Some  (hear  you  not  Ibor  cbisela'  clinking  aoimd  I) 


nics.'— Tub— iDlliUdaaertpUiMar    . 
g  Ln  Ginrglquia  I'nntTiUia,  oT  M. 
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Toil,  small  as  pigmies  in  the  gulf  profound  ; 
Some,  dim  between  the  lofty  cliffs  descried, 
0*erwalk  the  slender  plank  from  side  to  side  ; 
These,  by  the  pale>blue  rocks  that  ceaseless  ring. 
In  airy  baskets  hanging,  work  and  sing. 

Just  where  a  cloud  above  the  mountain  rears 
An  edge  all  flame,  the  broadening  sun  appears ; 
'A  long  blue  bar  its  aegis  orb  divides. 
And  breaks  the  spreading  of  its  golden  tides  ; 
And  now  that  orb  has  touched  the  purple  steep 
Whose  softened  image  penetrates  the  deep. 
'Cross  the  calm  lake's  blue  shades  the  cliffs  aspure, 
With  towers  and  woods,  a  **  prospect  all  on  fire  ; " 
While  coves  and  secret  hollows,  through  a  ray 
Of  fainter  gold,  a  purple  gleam  betray. 
Each  slip  of  lawn  the  broken  rocks  between 
Shines  in  the  light  with  more  than  earthly  green  : 
Deep  yellow  beams  the  scattered  stems  illume, 
Far  in  the  level  forest's  central  gloom  : 
Waving  his  hat,  the  shepherd,  from  the  vale. 
Directs  his  winding  dog  the  cliffs  to  scale, — 
The  dog,  loud  barking,  'mid  the  glittering  rocks, 
Hunts,  where  his  master  points,  the  intercepted 

flocks. 
Where  oaks  o'erhang  the  road  tne  radiance  shoots 
On  tawny  earth,  wild  weeds,  ana  :wisted  roots ; 
The  druid-stones  a  brightened  ring  unfold  ; 
And  all  the  babbling  brooks  are  liquid  gold  ; 
Sunk  to  a  curve,  the  day-star  lessens  still. 
Gives  one  bright  glance,  and  drops  behind  the  hill  *. 

In  these  secluded  vales,  if  village  fame, 
Confirmed  by  hoary  hairs,  belief  may  claim  ; 
When  up  the  hills,  as  now,  retired  the  light, 
Strange  apparitions  mocked  the  shepherd's  sight. 

llie  form  appears  of  one  that  spurs  his  steed 
Midway  along  the  hill  with  desperate  speed  ; 
Unhurt  pursues  his  lengthened  flight,  while  all 
Attend,  at  every  stretch,  his  headlong  fall. 
Anon,  appears  a  brave,  a  gorgeous  show 
Of  horsemen-shadows  moving  to  and  fro  ; 
At  intervals  imperial  banners  stream, 
And  now  the  van  reflects  the  solar  beam  ; 
The  rear  through  iron  brown  betrays  a  sullen  gleam. 
While  silent  stands  the  admiring  crowd  below, 
Silent  the  viaOnary  warriors  go, 
Winding  in  ordered  pomp  their  upward  way  t 
Till  the  last  banner  of  the  long  array 


*  From  Thomson. 

t  See  a  description  of  an  appearance  of  this  kind  in 
Clark's  Survey  of  the  Lakes,  accompanied  by  vouchers  of 
its  veracity,  that  may  amuse  the  reader. 


Has  disappeared,  and  every  trace  is  fled 
Of  splendor — save  the  beacon's  spity  head 
Tipt  with  eve's  latest  gleam  of  burning  red. 

Now,  while  the  solemn  evening  shadows  a 
On  slowly-waving  pinions,  down  the  vale  ; 
And,  fronting  the  bright  west,  yon  oak  eabw. 
Its  darkening  boughs  and  leaves,  in  slrouger 
'Tis  pleasant  near  the  tranquil  lake  to  stray 
Where,  winding  on  along  some  secret  bay. 
The  swan  uplifts  his  chest,  and  backward  fli] 
His  neck,  a  varying  arch,  between  his  inn 

wings : 
The  eye  that  marks  the  gliding  creature  seei 
How  graceful,  pride  can  be,  and  how  majestic 
While  tender  cares  and  mild  domestic  loves 
With  furtive  watch  pursue  her  as  she  movei 
The  female  with  a  meeker  charm  succeeds^ 
And  her  brown  littie-ones  around  her  leadsy 
Nibbling  the  water  lilies  as  they  pass. 
Or  playing  wanton  with  the  floating  grass. 
She,  in  a  mother's  care,  her  beauty's  pride 
Forgetting,  calls  the  wearied  to  her  nde ; 
Alternately  they  mount  her  back,  and  rest 
Close  by  her  mantling  wings'  embraces  pres 


Long  may  they  float  upon  this  flood 
Theirs  be  these  holms  untrodden,  still,  and  f 
Where  leafy  shades  fence  off  the  blustering 
And  breathes  in  peace  the  lily  of  the  vale  I 
Yon  isle,  which  feels  not  even  the  milk-nuuc 
Yet  hears  her  song,  *'  by  distance  made  more 
Yon  isle  conceals  their  home,  their  hut-like ' 
Green  water-rushes  overspread  the  floor  ; 
Long  grass  and  willows  form  the  woven  we 
And  swings  above  the  roof  the  poplar  tall. 
Thence  issuing  often  with  unwieldy  stalk. 
They  crush  with  broad  black  feet  thdr 

walk; 
Or,  from  the  neighbouring  water,  hear  at : 
The  hound,  the  horse's  tread,  and  mellow 
Involve  their  serpent-necks  in  changeful  x 
Rolled  wantonly  between  their  slippery  w? 
Or,  starting  up  with  noise  and  rude  deligl 
Force  half  upon  the  wave  their  cumbrous 

Fair  Swan  !  by  all  a  mother's  joys  can 
Haply  some  wretch  has  eyed,  and  cal 

blessed; 
When  with  her  infants,  from  some  shady 
By  the  lake's  edge,  she  rose — ^to  face  the 

heat; 
Or  taught  theur  limbs  along  the  dusty  roi 
A  few  short  steps  to  totter  with  their  loa 


I 


I  aee  ber  now,  denied  to  Uy  her  head. 
On  cold  blae  nights,  in  hnt  or  straw-built  shed, 
l^uii  to  a  silent  smile  their  sleepy  cry. 
By  pcMuting  to  the  gliding  moon  on  high. 
— When  low-hnng  clouds  each  star  of  summer  hide. 
And  firekss  are  the  Tallies  far  and  wide, 
Where  the  brook  brawls  along  the  public  road 
Dark  witii  bat-haunted  ashes  stretching  broad. 
Oft  has  she  taught  them  on  her  lap  to  lay 
The  duaing  g^ow-worm ;  or,  in  heedless  play. 
Ton  it  firom  hand  to  hand,  disquieted  ; 
While  Q^ban,  not  unseen,  are  free  to  shed 
Gieen  immolested  light  upon  their  mossy  bed. 

Oh  I  when  Ae  sleety  showers  her  path  assail. 
And  like  a  tonent  roars  the  headstrong  gale  ; 
No  more  her  breatii  can  thaw  their  fingers  cold. 
Their  frozen  arms  her  neck  no  more  can  fold  ; 
Weak  roof  a  cowering  form  two  babes  to  shield. 
And  friat  the  fire  a  dying  heart  can  yield  ! 
Pmb  tiie  sad  kiss,  fond  mother  t  vainly  fears 
Thy  flooded  cheek  to  wet  them  with  its  tears  ; 
No  tean  can  ehill  them,  and  no  bosom  warms. 
Thy  Imniil  their  death-bed,  coffined  in  thine  arms ! 


Svcel  am  the  Bounds  that  mingle  from  afar. 
Heard  bj  cahn  bkes,  as  peeps  the  folding  star. 
Where  ^  dnck  dabbles  'mid  the  rustling  sedge. 
And  feeding  pike  starts  from  the  water's  edge. 
Or  the  vwan  stirs  the  reeds,  his  neck  and  bill 
Wetting,  that  drip  upon  the  water  still ; 
And  heron,  as  resounds  the  trodden  shore, 
Shooto  upward,  darting  his  long  neck  before. 

Now,  with  religious  awe,  the  farewell  light 
Blends  with  the  solemn  colouring  of  night ; 
'Mid  grores  of  clouds  that  crest  the  mountain's  brow, 
AnA  round  the  west's  proud  lodge  their  shadows 

throw, 
JAhgt  Una  ghiTiing  on  her  gloomy  way, 
The  half-eeen  form  of  Twilight  roams  astray ; 
Sfaeddii^  through  paly  loop-holes  mild  and  small, 
Gleams  that  upon  the  lake's  still  bosom  fall ; 
Soft  o'er  the  Enrface  creep  those  lustres  pale 
Tracking  the  motions  of  the  fitful  gale. 
With  restless  interchange  at  once  the  bright 
Wins  on  the  shade,  the  shade  upon  the  light. 
No  laToured  eye  was  e'er  allowed  to  gaze 
On  loveher  spectacle  in  faery  days  ; 
When  goitle  Spirits  urged  a  sportive  chase, 
Brushing  with  lucid  wands  the  water's  face  ; 
While  music,  stealing  round  the  glimmering  deeps. 
Charmed  the  tall  circle  of  the  enchanted  steeps. 
~The  hghts  are  vanished  from  the  watery  plains : 


No  wreck  of  all  the  pageantry  remains. 
Unheeded  night  has  overcome  the  vales : 
On  the  dark  earth  the  wearied  viaon  fails ; 
The  latest  lingerer  of  the  forest  train, 
The  lone  black  fir,  forsakes  the  £suied  plain  ; 
Last  evening  sight,  the  cottage  smoke,  no  more, 
Lost  in  the  thickened  darkness,  glinmiers  hoar  ; 
And,  towering  from  the  sullen  dark-brown  mere, 
Like  a  black  wall,  the  mountain-steeps  appear. 
— Now  o'er  the  soothed  accordant  heart  we  feel- 
A  e^ympathetic  twilight  slowly  steal. 
And  ever,  as  we  fondly  muse,  we  find 
The  soft  gloom  deepening  on  the  tranquil  mind. 
Stay  1  pensive,  sadly-pleasing  visions,  stay  ! 
Ah  no  !  as  &des  the  vale,  they  fade  away  : 
Yet  still  the  tender,  vacant  gloom  remains  ; 
Still  the  oold  cheek  its  shuddering  tear  retains. 

The  bird,  who  ceased,  with  fading  light,  to  thread 
Silent  the  hedge  or  steamy  rivulet's  bed, 
From  his  grey  re-appearing  tower  shall  soon 
Salute  with  gladsome  note  the  rising  moon. 
While  with  a  hoary  light  she  frosts  the  ground. 
And  pours  a  deeper  blue  to  Other's  bound  ; 
Pleased,  as  she  moves,  her  pomp  of  clouds  to  fold 
In  robes  of  azure,  fleecy-white,  and  gold. 

Above  yon  eastern  hill,  where  darkness  broods 
O'er  all  its  vanished  dells,  and  lawns,  and  woods  ; 
Where  but  a  mass  of  shade  the  sight  can  trace. 
Even  now  she  shews,  half-veiled,  her  lovely  face  : 
Across  the  gloomy  valley  flings  her  light, 
Far  to  Uie  w^estem  slopes  with  hamlets  white  ; 
And  gives,  where  woods  the  chequered  upland  strew, 
To  the  green  com  of  summer,  autumn's  hue. 

Thus  Hope,  first  pouring  from  her  blessed  horn 
Her  dawn,  far    lovelier  than    the    moon  s   own 

mom, 
'Till  liigher  mounted,  strives  in  vain  to  cheer 
The  weary  hills,  impervious,  blackening  near  ; 
Yet  does  she  still,  undaunted,  throw  the  while 
On  darling  spots  remote  her  tempting  smile. 

Even  now  she  decks  for  me  a  distant  scene, 
(For  dark  and  broad  the  gulf  of  time  between) 
Gilding  that  cottage  with  her  fondest  ray, 
(Sole  bourn,  sole  wish,  sole  object  of  my  way  ; 
How  fair  its  lawns  and  sheltering  woods  api)ear  I 
How  sweet  its  streamlet  murmurs  in  mine  ear  !) 
Where  we,  my  Friend,  to  happy  days  shall  rise, 
'Till  our  small  diare  of  hardly-paining  sighs 
(For  sighs  will  ever  trouble  human  breath) 
Creep  hushed  into  the  tranquil  breast  of  death. 
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But  now  tlie  clear  briglit  Moou  her  zeiiitli  gains, 
And,  riniy  without  speck,  extend  the  pUins  : 
The  deepest  cleft  the  mountain's  front  displays 
Scarce  hides  a  shadow  from  her  searching  rays  ; 
From  tlie  dark-blue  faint  silvery  tlireads  divide 
The  hills,  while  gleams  below  the  azure  tide  ; 
Time  softly  treads ;    throughout  the   landscape 

breathes 
A  peace  enlivened,  not  disturbed,  by  wTeaths 
Of  charcoal-smoke,  that  o'er  the  fallen  wood, 
Steal  down  the  hill,  and  spread  along  the  flood. 

v?he  song  of  mounttun^streams,  unheard  by  day, 
Now  hardly  heard,  beguiles  my  homeward  way. 
Air  listens,  Hke  the  sleeping  water,  still. 
To  catch  the  spiritual  music  of  the  hill. 
Broke  only  by  the  slow  clock  tolling  deep, 
Or  shout  that  wakes  the  ferry-man  from  sleep. 
The  echoed  hoof  nearing  the  distant  shore. 
The  boat's  first  motion — ^made  with  dasliing  oar  ; 
Sound  of  closed  gate,  across  the  water  boruBy 
Hurr^'ing  the  timid  hare  through  rustling  com  ; 
The  sportive  outcry  of  the  mocking  owl  ; 
And  at  long  intervab  the  mill-dog's  howl  ; 
The  distant  forge's  swinging  thump  profound  ; 
Or  yell,  in  the  deep  woods,  of  lonely  hound. 
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IV. 


LINES 

WRimn  WHILE  BAILING  IN  A   BOAT  AT  KVBNIRU. 

How  richly  glows  the  water's  breast 
Before  us,  tinged  with  evening  hues. 
While,  facing  tlius  the  crimson  west. 
The  boat  her  silent  course  pursues  ! 
And  see  how  dork  the  backward  stream  ! 
A  little  moment  past  so  smiling  ! 
And  still,  perhaps,  with  faithless  gleam. 
Some  other  loiterers  beguiling. 

Such  views  the  youthful  Bard  allure  ; 
But,  heedless  of  the  following  gloom, 
He  deems  their  colours  shall  endure 
Till  peace  go  with  him  to  the  tomb. 
— And  let  him  nurse  his  fond  deceit. 
And  what  if  he  must  die  in  sorrow  ! 
Who  would  not  cherisli  dreams  so  sweet. 
Though  grief  and  pain  may  come  to-morrow  { 
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V. 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  COLLINS, 

C0MFO8KO  UPON  THB  TRAMC8  NBAR  BICHUOND. 

Glide  gently,  tlius  for  ever  glide, 
0  Tliomes  I  that  other  bards  may  see 
As  lovely  visions  by  thy  ude 
As  now,  fair  river  !  come  to  me. 
0  glide,  fair  stream  !  for  ever  so, 
Tliy  quiet  soul  on  all  bestowing. 
Till  all  our  minds  for  ever  flow 
As  thy  deep  waters  now  are  flowing. 

Vain  tliought ! — Yet  be  as  now  thou  art. 
That  in  thy  waters  may  be  seen 
The  image  of  a  poet's  heart. 
How  bright,  how  solenm,  how  serene  I 
Such  as  did  once  the  Poet  bless. 
Who  murmuring  here  a  later  *  ditty. 
Could  find  no  refuge  from  distress 
But  in  the  mUder  grief  of  pity. 

Now  let  us,  as  we  float  along, 
For  him  suspend  the  dashing  oar  ; 
And  pray  that  never  child  of  song 
May  know  that  Poet's  sorrows  more. 
How  calm  !  how  still  I  the  only  sound, 
The  dripping  of  the  oar  suspended  1 
— The  evening  darkness  gathers  round 
By  virtue's  holiest  Powers  attended. 


VI. 

DESCRIPTIVE  SKETCHES 

TAKEN 
DUIUXO  A  PEDE6TUIAN  TOUR  AMOXO  THE  Al 

TO 

THE  REV.  ROBEKT  JONES. 
rsLLow  or  it.  job:i'i  collsob,  cambeidsb. 


Dear  Sia, 

IIowBVRR  dciiirous  I  miKlit  hare  been  of 
you  proofiof  the  high  place  you  bold  in  niy  e»U- 
Mhuuld  have  been  cautious  of  wounding  your  dclica 
thus  publicly  addressing  you,  had  not  the  circumsta 
our  having  been  cumpanions  oniong  the  Alps,  seen 
give  this  dedication  a  propriety  sufficient  to  do  awi 
scruples  which  your  modebty  might  otherwise 
suggested. 


*  Collins's  (hie  on  the  death  of  Thomson,  the  last 
ten.  I  bcsieve.of  the  poems  which  were  publiBhed  < 
his  life- time.   This  Ode  is  also  alluded  to  in  the  next  s 


DESCRIPTIVE  SKETCHES,  &c 


In  inscribing  this  iittle  work  to  yon.  I  consult  my  heart. 
You  know  well  how  gnat  is  the  difference  between  two 
cidnpanioiis  lolling  in  a  post-chaise,  and  two  trareilers 
plodding  slowly  along  the  road,  side  by  side,  each  with 
his  little  knapsack  of  necessaries  upon  his  shoulders.  How 
much  more  of  heart  between  the  two  latter ! 

I  am  happy  in  being  conscious  that  I  sliall  hare  one 
reader  who  will  approach  the  conclusion  of  these  few  pages 
with  regret.  You  they  must  certainly  interest,  in  remind- 
ing you  of  monoents  to  which  you  can  hardly  look  back 
witbonft  a  pleasure  not  the  less  dear  from  a  shade  of  me- 
lancholy. Yon  will  meet  with  few  images  without  recol- 
lecting the  spot  where  we  observed  them  together; 
eosMequeotly.  whatever  is  feeble  in  my  design,  or  spiritless 
in  my  colouring,  will  be  amply  supplied  by  your  own 
u'wiiwy. 

With  atiU  greater  propriety  I  might  have  inscribed  to 
joa  a  description  of  aume  of  the  features  of  your  native 
mooataint.  through  which  we  have  wandered  together,  in 
the  same  manner,  with  so  much  pleasure.  But  the  sea- 
whi^  give  such  splendour  to  the  vale  of  Clwyd, 
,  the  chair  of  Idria,  the  quiet  village  of  Betligelert. 
llcnai  and  her  Druida,  the  Alpine  stcejM  of  the  Conway, 
and  the  still  mmv  Interesting  windings  of  the  wijcard  stream 
of  the  Dee,  remain  yet  untouched.  Apprehensive  that 
my  peoeil  may  never  be  exorcised  on  thrae  subjects,  I 
eaonot  let  slip  this  opportunity  of  thus  publicly  assuring 
joa  with  how  moda  affection  and  esteem 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Most  sincerely  yours, 

W.  WORDSWORTH. 
1793. 


HsppjocM  (If  siie  had  been  to  be  found  on  earth)  among 
the  daurtOB  of  Nature— Pleasures  of  the  pedestrian 
Trsveller — ^Author  crosses  France  to  the  Alps— Present 
itUe  of  the  Grande  Chartreuse— Luke  of  Como — Time, 
Sonset— Same  Scene,  Twilight— Same  Scene,  Morning ; 
its  Tolnptnoas  Cliaiacter ;  Old  man  and  forest-cottage 
mask— Rivor  Tusa— Via  Mala  and  Grison  Gipsy— 
Sekellenen-thal— Lake  of  Url— Stormy  sunset— Chapel 
of  William  Tell— Force  of  local  emotion— Cluunois- 
duser— View  of  the  higher  Alps— manner  of  life  of  a 
Bvia  mountaineer,  interspersed  with  views  of  the  higher 
Aips—Oolden  age  of  the  Alps— Life  and  views  continued 
—Rans  dea  Vaches,  famous  Swiss  Air — Abbey  of  Einsied- 
Ub  and  its  pilgrims — Valley  uf  Chamouny— Mont  Blanc 
-^flawy  of  Savoy — Influence  of  liberty  on  cottage-huppi- 
nea  France— Wish  for  the  Extirpation  of  slavery— 
Condnsion. 

Won  there,  below,  a  spot  of  holy  ground 
Where  from,  distress  a  refuge  might  be  found, 
And  flolitade  prepare  the  soul  for  heaven  ; 
Sore,  nature's  God  Uiat  spot  to  man  had  given 
Where  £Edls  the  purple  morning  far  and  Avide 
In  flakes  of  light  upon  the  mountain  side  ; 
Where  with  loud  voice  the  power  of  water  shakes 
The  leafjr  wood,  or  sleeps  in  quiet  lakes. 

Tet  not  unrecompensed  the  man  shall  roam, 
Who  at  the  call  of  summer  quits  his  home, 


And  plods  through  some  wide  realm  o'er  vale  and 

height, 
Though  seeking  only  holiday  delight ; 
At  least,  not  owning  to  himself  an  aim 
To  which  the  sage  would  give  a  prouder  name. 
No  gains  too  cheaply  earned  his  fancy  cloy. 
Though  every  passing  zephyr  whispers  joy  ; 
Brisk  toil,  alternating  with  ready  ease. 
Feeds  the  clear  current  of  his  sympathies. 
For  him  sod-seats  the  cottage-door  adorn  ; 
And  peeps  the  far-off  spire,  his  evening  bourn  ! 
Dear  is  the  forest  frowning  o'er  his  head. 
And  dear  the  velvet  green-sward  to  his  tread  : 
Moves  there  a  cloud  o'er  mid-day's  flaming  eye  ! 
Upward  he  looks — ^^  and  calls  it  luxury  :" 
Kind  Nature's  charities  his  steps  attend  ; 
In  every  babbling  brook  he  finds  a  friend  ; 
While  chastening  thoughts  of  sweetest  use,  bestowed 
By  wisdom,  moralise  his  pensive  road. 
Host  of  his  welcome  inn,  the  noon-tide  bower. 
To  his  spare  meal  he  calls  the  passing  poor  ; 
He  views  the  sun  uplift  his  golden  fire, 
Or  sink,  with  heart  alive  Uke  Memnon's  lyre  *  ; 
Blesses  the  moon  that  comes  with  kindly  ray. 
To  hght  him  shaken  by  his  rugged  way. 
Back  from  his  sight  no  bashful  children  steal  ; 
He  sits  a  brother  at  the  cottage-meal  ; 
His  humble  looks  no  shy  restraint  impart ; 
Around  him  plays  at  will  the  virgin  heart. 
While  unsuspended  wheels  the  village  dance. 
The  maidens  eye  him  with  enquiring  glance, 
Much  wondering  by  what  fit  of  crazing  care, 
Or  desperate  love,  bewildered,  he  came  there. 

A  hope,  that  prudence  could  not  then  approve, 
That  clung  to  Nature  wiUi  a  truant's  love. 
O'er  Gallia's  wastes  of  corn  my  footsteps  led ; 
Her  files  of  road-elms,  high  above  my  head 
In  long-drawn  vista,  rustling  in  tlic  breeze  ; 
Or  where  her  pathways  straggle  as  they  please 
By  lonely  farms  and  secret  villages. 
But  lo  !  tlie  Alps  ascending  white  in  air. 
Toy  with  the  sun  and  glitter  from  afar. 

And  now,  emerging  from  the  forest's  gloom, 
I  greet  thee,  Cliartreuse,  while  I  mourn  thy  doom. 
Whither  i«  fled  that  Power  whose  frown  severe 
Awed  sober  Reason  till  she  crouched  in  fear  ? 
That  Silence,  once  in  deathlike  fetters  bound, 
Chains  that  were  loosened  only  by  the  sound 
Of  holv  rites  chanted  in  measured  romid  ( 


*  The  lyro  of  Meranon  is  reported  to  liave  eniitlcil 
melancholy  or  cheerful  tones,  as  it  was  touched  by  the 
sun's  evening  or  morning  rnys. 
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^The  voice  of  blasphemy  the  fane  alarmsy 
The  cloister  startles  at  the  gleam  of  arms. 
The  thmidering  tabe  the  aged  angler  hears. 
Bent  o'er  the  groaning  flood  that  sweeps  away  his 

tears. 
Clond-piercing  pine-trees  nod  their  troubled  heads, 
Spires,  rocks,  and  lawns  a  browner  night  o*er- 

spreads ; 
Strong  terror  checks  the  female  peasant's  sighs. 
And  start  the  astonished  shades  at  female  eyes. 
From  Bruno's  forest  screams  the  affrighted  jay, 
And  slow  the  insulted  eagle  wheels  away. 
A  viewless  flight  of  laughing  Demons  mock 
The  Cross,  by  angels  planted  *  on  the  aerial  rock. 
The  '^  parting  Genius  "  sighs  with  hollow  breath 
Along  the  mystic  streams  of  Life  and  Death  f . 
Swelling  the  outcry  dull,  that  long  resounds 
Portentous    through    her    old    woods'  trackless 

bounds, 
YaUombre  :|:,  'mid  her  falling  fanes,  deplores. 
For  ever  broke,  the  sabbath  of  her  bowers. 

More  pleased,  my  foot  the  hidden  margin  roves 
Of  Como,  bosomed  deep  in  chestnut  groves. 
No  meadows  thrown  between,  the  giddy  steeps 
Tower,  bare  or  sylvan,  from  the  narrow  deeps. 
^To  towns,  whose  shades  of  no  rude  noise  com- 
plain. 
From  ringing  team  apart  and  grating  w^n — 
To  flat-roofed  towns,  that  touch  the  water*s  bound. 
Or  lurk  in  woody  sunless  glens  profound. 
Or,  from  the  bending  rocks,  obtrusive  cling. 
And  o'er  the  whitened  wave  Uieir  shadows  fling — 
The  pathway  leads,  as  round  the  steeps  it  twines  ; 
And  Silence  loves  its  purple  roof  of  vines. 
The  loitering  traveller  hence,  at  evening,  sees 
From  rock-hewn  steps  the  sail  between  the  trees  ; 
Or  marks,  'mid  opening  cliffs,  fair  dark-eyed  maids 
Tend  the  small  harvest  of  their  garden  glades ; 
Or  stops  the  solemn  mountain-shades  to  view 
Stretch  o'er  the  pictured  mirror  broad  and  blue. 
And  track  the  ycUow  lights  from  steep  to  steep. 
As  up  the  opposing  hills  they  slowly  creep. 
Aloft,  here,  half  a  village  sliines,  arrayed 
In  golden  light ;  half  hides  itself  in  shade  : 
While,  from  amid  the  darkened  roofs,  the  spire. 
Restlessly  flashing,  seems  to  mount  like  fire  : 
There,  all  unshaded,  blazing  forests  throw 
Rich  golden  verdure  on  the  lake  below. 


*  AUuding  to  crosses  seen  on  the  tops  of  the  splry  rocks 
of  Chartreuse,  which  have  every  appoarance  of  being 
inaoGcsoible. 

t  Names  of  rivers  at  the  Chartreuse. 

X  Name  nf  one  of  the  valleys  of  the  Chartreuse. 


Slow  gUdes  the  siul  along  the  illumined  shore. 
And  steals  into  the  shade  the  lazy  oar  ; 
Soft  bosoms  breathe  around  contagious  sighsy 
And  amorous  music  on  the  water  dies. 

How  blest,  delicious  scene  I  the  eye  that  greeti 
Thy  open  beauties,  or  thy  lone  retreats  ; 
Beholds  the  unwearied  sweep  of  wood  that  scales 
Thy  clifls  ;  the  endless  waters  of  tliy  vales  ; 
Thy  lowly  cots  that  sprinkle  all  the  shore. 
Each  with  its  household  boat  beside  the  door  ; 
Tliy  torrents  shooting  from  the  clear-blue  sky  ; 
Thy  towns,  that  cleave,  like  swallows'  nests,  on 

high  ; 
That  glimmer  hoar  in  eve's  last  light,  descried 
Dim  from  the  twilight  water's  shaggy  side, 
Whence  lutes  and  voices  down  the  enchanted 

woods 
Steal,  and  compose  the  oar-forgotten  floods ; 
— Thy  lake,  that,  streaked  or  dappled,  blue  or 

grey, 
'Mid  smoking  woods  gleams  hid  from  morning's  ray 
Slow-travelling  down  the  western  hills,  to'  enfold 
Its  green-tinged  margin  in  a  blaze  of  gold  ; 
Thy  guttering  steeples,  whence  the  matin  bell 
Calls  forth  the  woodman  from  his  desert  cell, 
And  quickens  the  blithe  sound  of  oars  that  pass 
Along  the  steaming  lake,  to  early  mass. 
But  now  farewell  to  each  and  all^-adieu 
To  every  charm,  and  last  and  chief  to  you. 
Ye  lovely  maidens  that  in  noontide  shade 
Rest  near  your  Uttie  plots  of  wheaten  glade  ; 
To  all  timt  binds  the  soul  in  powerless  trance, 
Lip-dcwuig  song,  and  linglet-tossing  dance  ; 
Where  sparkling  eyes  and  breaking  smiles  illume 
The  sylvan  cabin's  lute-enlivened  gloom. 
— Alas  !  the  very  murmur  of  the  streams 
Breathes  o'er  the  failing  soul  voluptuous  dreams. 
While  Slavery,  forcing  the  sunk  mind  to  dwell 
On  joys  that  might  disgrace  the  captive's  cell. 
Her  shameless  timbrel  shakes  on  Como's  marge, 
And  lures  from  bay  to  bay  the  vocal  baige. 

Yet  are  thy  softer  arts  with  power  indued 
To  soothe  and  cheer  the  poor  man's  soUtude. 
By  silent  cottage-doors,  the  peasant's  home 
Left  vacant  for  the  day,  I  loved  to  roam. 
But  once  I  pierced  the  mazes  of  a  wood 
In  which  a  cabin  undcserted  stood  ; 
There  an  old  man  an  olden  measure  scanned 
On  a  rude  viol  touched  with  wiUiercd  hand. 
As  lambs  or  fawns  m  April  clustering  lie 
Under  a  hoary  oak's  thin  canopy, 
Stretched  at  his  feet,  with  stedfast  upward  eye. 
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'    Hm  children's  ch3di>eii  listened  to  the  sound ; 
— A  Hermit  with  his  fiunily  aroond  I 

I       Bot  let  IK  henoe ;  for  £ur  Locarno  smiles 
I    Embowered  in  wshmt  slopes  and  citron  isles  : 
I    Or  seek  at  ere  the  banks  of  Tosa's  stream, 
Where,  *mid  dim  towers  and  woods,  her  •  waters 


I 


From  the  bright  wave,  in  solemn  g^oom,  retire 
The  dnil-red  steeps,  and,  darkening  stiD,  aspire 
To  where  afiu*  rich  orange  histres  glow 
Boond  undistinguished   douds,  and   rock%  and 


Or,  led  where  '^a  Mahi's  chasms  confine 
The  indignant  waters  of  the  infidit  Rhine, 
Hang  o*er  the  abyss,  whose  else  impervious  gloom 
His  boming  eyes  with  fearftil  light  illume. 


I 


Hie  mind  eondemned,  without  reprieve,  to  go 
0*er  fife's  long  deserts  with  its  charge  of  woe, 
With  sad  eoogratulation  joins  the  train 
Whefe  beasts  and  men  together  o'er  the  plain 
More  CO — a  mighty  caravan  of  pain  : 
Hope,  strength,   and   eoorage,   social    suffering 

brings, 
Frealieiiing  the  wildenien  with  shades  and  springs. 
— ^There  be  whose  lot  hr  otherwise  is  cast : 
Sole  hnman  tenant  of  the  piny  waste. 
By  cfafoice  or  doom  a  gipsy  wanders  here, 
A  narsling  babe  her  only  comforter  ; 
Lo,  where  she  sits  beneath  yon  shaggy  rock, 
A  eowering  shi^  half  hid  in  curling  smoke  ! 

When  lightning  among  clouds  and  mountiun- 

snows 
Predominatrw,  and  darkness  comes  and  goes. 
And  the  fierce  torrent,  at  the  flashes  broad 
Sttfts,  like  a  horse,  beside  the  glaring  road — 
She  seeks  a  corert  firom  the  battering  shower 
In  the  roofed  bridge  f  ;  the  bridge,  in  that  dread 

hour, 
ItMlf  aU  trembling  at  the  torrent's  power. 

Nor  is  she  more  at  ease  on  some  ttill  night. 
When  not  a  star  supplies  the  comfort  of  its  light ; 
Onlr  the  waning  moon  hangs  dull  and  red 
Abore  a  melancholy  mountain's  head, 
Then  sets.     In  total  ^oom  the  Vagrant  sighs, 
Stoops  her  sck  head,  and  shuts  her  weary  eyes  ; 

^  Tb«  rircr  aUwg  whow  bftnki  jou  detcend  in  croflfting 
the  l]p»  by  Uw  Simplos  Pbm. 

t  Most  o€  the  bridfM  axw^g  the  Alps  are  of  vood,  and 
«n*vred:  th«M  bridites  hare  a  he^ry  appearance,  and 
Whtr  injora  the  effect  of  the  aoenerjr  in  aome  places. 


Or  on  her  fingers  counts  the  distant  clock, 
Or,  to  the  drowsy  crow  of  midnight  cock. 
Listens,  or  quakes  while  from  the  forest's  gulf 
Howls  near  and  nearer  yet  the  famished  wolf. 

From  the  green  vale  of  Urseren  smooth  and  wide 
Descend  we  now,  the  maddened  Reuss  our  guide  ; 
By  rocks  that,  shutting  out  the  blessed  day. 
Cling  tremblingly  to  rocks  as  loose  as  they  ; 
By  cells  *  upon  whose  image,  while  he  prays, 
The  kneeling  peasant  scarcely  dares  to  gaze  ; 
By  many  a  votive  death-cross  f  planted  near. 
And  watered  duly  with  the  pious  tear. 
That  faded  silent  from  the  upward  eye 
Unmoved  with  each  rude  form  of  peril  nigh  ; 
Fixed  on  the  anchor  left  by  Him  who  saves 
Alike  in  whelming  snows,  and  roaring  waves. 

But  soon  a  peopled  region  on  the  sight 
Opens — a  little  world  of  calm  delight ; 
Where  mists,  suspended  on  the  expiring  gale. 
Spread  rooflike  o'er  &e  deep  secluded  vale. 
And  beams  of  evening  slipping  in  between, 
Grently  illuminate  a  sober  scene  : — 
Here,  on  the  brown  wood-cottages^  they  sleep, 
There,  over  rock  or  sloping  pasture  creep. 
On  as  we  journey,  in  clear  view  displayed. 
The  still  vale  lengthens  underneath  its  shade 
Of  low-hung  vapour  :  on  the  freshened  mea^l 
The  green  light  sparkles ; — the  dim  bowers  recede. 
While  pastoral  pipes  and  streams  the  landscape  lull. 
And  bells  of  passing  mules  that  tinkle  dull, 
In  solemn  shapes  before  the  admiring  eye 
Dilated  hang  the  misty  pines  on  high, 
Huge  convent  domes  with  pinnacles  and  towers, 
And  antique  castles  seen  through  gleaniy  showers. 

From  such  romantic  dreams,  my  soul,  awake  ! 
To  sterner  pleasure,  where,  by  Uri's  lake 
In  Nature's  pristine  majesty  outspread. 
Winds  neither  road  nor  path  for  foot  to  tread  : 
The  rocks  rise  naked  as  a  wall,  or  stretch. 
Far  o'er  the  water,  hung  with  groves  of  beech  ; 
Aerial  pines  from  loftier  steeps  ascend. 
Nor  stop  but  where  creation  seems  to  end. 
Yet  here  and  there,  if  mid  the  savage  scene 
Appears  a  scanty  plot  uf  smiling  green, 


*  The  Catholic  religion  preraiU  here :  tht-nc  cell-*  arc,  .•••* 
if  well  known,  Tery  common  In  the  Catholic  c«>ijntric»«, 
planted,  like  the  Roman  tomb«,  along  the  road  tii'le. 

f  Crowes,  commemoratlTe  of  the  deaths  <»f  tnvcUcr* 
by  the  fall  of  snow,  and  other  accidenta.  are  very  common 
along  this  dreadful  road. 

I  The  houses  in  the  more  rclirwl  Swiss  valleys  arc  nil 
built  of  wood. 
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Up  from  the  lake  »  zigzag  path  will  creep 

To  reach  a  small  wood-hut  himg  boldly  on  the  steep. 

— Before  those  thresholds  (never  can  they  know 

The  face  of  traveller  passing  to  and  fro,) 

No  peasant  leans  upon  his  pole,  to  tell 

For  whom  at  morning  tolled  the  funeral  bell  ; 

Their  watch-dog  ne'er  his  angry  bark  foregocH, 

Touched  by  the  beggar's  moan  of  human  woes ; 

The  shady  porch  ne*er  offered  a  cool  seat 

To  pilgrims  overcome  by  summer's  heat 

Yet  thither  the  world's  business  finds  its  ^'ay 

At  times,  and  tales  unsought  beguile  the  day, 

And  there  are  those  fond  thoughts  which  Solitude, 

However  stem,  is  powerless  to  exclude. 

There  doth  the  maiden  watch  her  lover's  sail 

Approaching,  and  upbraid  the  tardy  gale  ; 

At  midnight  listens  till  lus  parting  oar. 

And  its  last  echo,  can  be  heard  no  more.     •» 

And  what  if  ospreys,  cormorants,  herons  cry, 
Amid  tempestuoos  vapours  driving  by. 
Or  hovering  over  wastes  too  bleak  to  rear 
That  conmion  growth  of  earth,  the  foodful  ear ; 
Where  the  green  apple  shrivels  on  the  spray, 
And  pines  the  unripened  pear  in  summer's  kindliest 

ray; 
Contentment  shares  the  desolate  domain 
With  Independence,  child  of  high  Disdain. 
Exulting  'mid  the  winter  of  the  skies. 
Shy  as  the  jealous  chamois.  Freedom  flies. 
And  grasps  by  fits  her  sword,  and  often  eyes  ; 
And  sometimes,  as  from  rock  to  rock  she  boiuids 
The  Patriot  nymph  starts  at  imagined  sounds, 
And,  wildly  pausing,  oft  she  hangs  agliast, 
Whether  some  old  Swiss  air  hath  checked  her  hn.ste 
Or  thrill  of  Spartan  fife  is  caught  between  the  bhbt. 

Swoln  with  incessant  rains  from  hour  to  hour, 
All  day  the  floods  a  deepening  murmur  pour  : 
The  sky  is  veiled,  and  every  cheerful  sight : 
Dark  is  the  region  as  with  coming  night ; 
But  what  a  sudden  burst  of  overpowering  light ! 
Triumphant  on  the  bosom  of  the  storm, 
Glances  the  wheeling  eagle's  glorious  form  ! 
Eastward,  in  long  perspective  glittering,  shine 
The  wood-crowned  cliffs  Uiat  o'er  the  lake  recline  ; 
Those  lofty  difis  a  hundred  streams  unfold. 
At  once  to  pillars  turned  tliat  flame  with  gold  : 
Behind  liis  sail  the  peasant  shrinks,  to  shmi 
The  toett,  that  bums  hke  one  dilated  sun, 
A  crucible  of  mighty  compass,  felt 
By  mountains,  glowing  till  they  seem  to  melt. 

But,  lo  !  the  boatman,  overawed,  before 
Tlie  pictured  fane  of  Tell  8U8})end8  hi8  oar  ; 


Confused  the  Marathonian  tale  appears, 
While  his  eyes  sparkle  with  heroic  tears. 
And  who,  that  walks  where  men  of  ancient  days 
Have  wrought  with  godlike  arm  the  deeds  of  praibe 
Feels  not  the  spirit  of  the  place  control. 
Or  rouse  and  agitate  his  labouring  soul  f 
Say,  who,  by  thinking  on  Canadian  hills. 
Or  wild  Aosta  lulled  by  Alpine  rills. 
On  Zutphen*s  plain  ;  or  on  that  highland  deO, 
Through  which  rough  Garry  cleaves  his  way,eaa  (dl 
What  high  resolves  exalt  the  tenderest  thoa^ 
Of  him  whom  passion  rivets  to  the  spot, 
Where  breathed  the  gale  that  cau^t  Wolfe's  hap- 
piest sigh. 
And  the  last  sunbeam  fell  on  Bayard's  eye ; 
Where  bleeding  Sidney  from  the  cup  retired. 
And  glad  Dundee  in  **  faint  huzzas  **  expired  I 

But  now  with  other  mind  I  stand  alone 
Upon  the  summit  of  this  naked  cone. 
And  watch  the  fearless  chamois-hunter  diase 
His  prey,  through  tracts  abrupt  of  desolate  tftuoe, 
*  Through  vacant  worlds  where  Nature  never  gaf« 
A  brook  to  murmur  or  a  bough  to  wave, 
Which  unsubstantial  Phantoms  sacred  ke^ ; 
Thro'  worlds  where  Life,  and  Voioe,  and  If oCiflii 

sleep ; 
Where  silent  Hours  their  death-like  sway  extend, 
Save  when  the  avalanche  breaks  loose,  to  rend 
Its  way  with  uproar,  till  the  ruin,  drowned 
In  some  dense  wood  or  gulf  of  snow  profound. 
Mocks  the  dull  ear  of  Time  with  deaf  abortive 

sound. 
— 'Tis  his,  while  wandering  on  from  hei^t  to 

height. 
To  see  a  planet's  pomp  and  steady  light 
In  the  least  star  of  scarce-appearing  night ; 
WhUe  the  pale  moon  moves  near  him,  on  tlie  boimd 
Of  ether,  shining  with  diminished  round. 
And  for  and  wide  tlie  icy  summits  blaze. 
Rejoicing  in  the  glory  of  her  rays  : 
To  him  the  day-star  glitters  small  and  bright. 
Shorn  of  its  beams,  insufferably  white. 
And  he  con  look  beyond  the  sun,  and  view 
Those  fast-receding  depths  of  sable  blue 
Flying  till  vision  con  no  more  pursue  ! 
— At  once  bewildering  mists  around  him  close, 
And  cold  and  hunger  are  his  least  of  woes  ; 
The  Demon  of  the  snow,  with  angry  roar 
Descending,  shuts  for  aye  his  prison  door. 
Soon  with  despair's  whole  weight  his  spirits  ank  ; 


I 


*  For  moiit  of  tlio  images  in  the  next  sixteen  verws  1 
am  indebted  to  M.  Ilaymond's  interesting  obscnrHti«>ns 
nnnexcd  to  h'w  tniriMlntlon  of  Cnxe'a  Tour  in  Switscrlnnii. 
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Bread  has  be  none,  the  snow  must  be  bis  drinli 
And,  ere  bis  eyes  can  dose  upon  tbe  day, 
Tbe  eagle  of  the  Alps  o'ersbades  her  prey. 

Now  couch  thyself  where,  heard  with  fear  afar, 
Thunders  through  echoing  pines  the  headlong  Aar ; 
Or  rather  stay  to  taste  the  mild  delights 
Of  pensive  Underwalden's*  pastoral  heights. 
— Is  there  who  *mid  these  awfiil  wilds  has  seen 
The  natire  Genii  walk  the  mountain  green  I 
Or  heard,  while  other  worids  their  ctiarms  reveal, 
Soft  music  o'er  the  aerial  summit  steal  I 
While  o'er  the  desert,  answering  every  close. 
Rich  steam  of  sweetest  perfume  comes  and  goes. 
— And  sure  there  is  a  secret  Power  that  reigns 
Here,  where  no  trace  of  man  the  spot  profanes, 
Nought  bat  tbe  chalets  f,  flat  and  bare,  on  high 
So^iended  "mid  the  quiet  of  the  sky  ; 
Or  distant  herds  that  pasturing  upward  creep, 
And,  not  mitended,  climb  the  dangerous  steep. 
How  still  I  no  irreligious  sound  or  sight 
Bouses  the  soul  from  her  severe  deUgbt. 
An  idle  Toioe  tbe  sabbath  region  fills 
Of  Beep  that  caUs  to  Deep  across  the  hills, 
And  irith  that  vcnce  accords  the  soothing  sound 
Of  drowsy  bells,  for  ever  tinkling  round  ; 
Faint  wail  of  ea^  melting  into  blue 
Beneath  ihe  difis,  and  pine-woods'  steady  aught; 
Tbe  solitary  heifer's  deepened  low  ; 
*0r  rumbling,  beard  remote,  of  falling  snow. 
AH  motions,  sounds,  and  voices,  far  and  nigh, 
Blmd  in  a  music  of  tranquillity  ; 
Save  when,  a  stranger  seen  below,  the  boy 
Shouts  from  the  echoing  hills  with  savage  joy. 

When,  from  the  sunny  breast  of  open  seas, 
And  bays  with  myrtle  fringed,  the  southern  breeze 
Cooks  on  to  gladden  April  with  the  sight 
Of  green  isles  widening  on  each  snow-clad  height : 
When  shouts  and  lowing  herds  the  valley  fill. 
And  louder  torrents  stun  the  noon-tide  hill, 
The  pastoral  Swiss  begin  the  cliffs  to  scale, 
Leaving  to  silence  the  deserted  vale  ; 
And  like  the  Patriarchs  in  their  simple  age 
Move,  as  the  verdure  leads,  from  stage  to  stage  ; 
Hi^  and  more  high  in  summer's  beat  they  go. 


^  Tlw  peopleof  this  Canton  an  supposed  to  be  of  a  more 
mrianchiJy  dispotition  than  the  other  inhabitants  of  tbe 
Alps ;  tliis,  if  true,  may  proceed  from  their  living  mure 
SBrinrted. 

f  This  picture  is  from  the  middle  region  of  the  Alps. 
CkdUU  are  summer  huts  for  the  Swiss  herdunen. 

X  Buf b,  a  Scotch  word  ezprenive  of  the  sound  of  the 
vind  tkroagh  the  treea. 


And  hear  the  rattling  thunder  far  below  ; 
Or  steal  beneath  tiie  mountains,  half-deterred, 
Where  huge  rocks  tremble  to  the  bellowing  herd. 

One  I  behold  who,  'cross  the  foaming  flood. 
Leaps  with  a  bound  of  graceful  hardihood  ; 
Another  high  on  that  green  ledge  ; — he  g^ned 
The  tempting  spot  with  every  sinew  strained  ; 
And  downward  thence  a  knot  of  grass  he  throws. 
Food  .or  his  beasts  in  time  of  winter  snows. 
— Far  different  life  from  what  Tradition  hoar 
Transmits  of  happier  lot  in  times  of  yore  ! 
Then  Summer  lingered  long  ;  and  honey  flowed 
From  out  the  rocks,  the  wild  bees'  safe  abode  : 
Continual  waters  welling  cheered  the  waste. 
And  plants  were  wholesome,  now  of  deadly  taste  : 
No?  Winter  yet  his  frozen  stores  had  piled. 
Usurping  where  the  fairest  herbage  smiled  : 
Nor  Hunger  driven  the  herds  from  pastures  bare. 
To  climb  the  treacherous  cliffs  for  scanty  £&re. 
Then  the  milk-thistle  flourished  through  the  land. 
And  forced  the  fuU-swoln  udder  to  demand. 
Thrice  every  day,  the  pail  and  welcome  band. 
Thus  does  the  father  to  his  children  tell 
Of  banished  bliss,  by  fancy  loved  too  well. 
Alas  !  that  human  guilt  provoked  the  rod 
Of  angry  Nature  to  avenge  her  God. 
Still,  Nature,  ever  just,  to  him  imparts 
Joys  only  given  to  uncomipted  hearts. 

'Tis  mom :   with  gold  tlie  verdant  mountain 
glows ; 
More  high,  the  snowy  peaks  with  hues  of  rose. 
Far-stietched  beneath  the  many-tinted  hills, 
A  mighty  waste  of  mist  the  valley  fills, 
A  solemn  sea  !  whose  billows  wide  around 
Stand  motionless,  to  awful  silence  bound  : 
Pines,  on  the  coast,  through  mist  their  tops  uprear, 
That  like  to  leaning  masts  of  stranded  ships  appear. 
A  single  chasm,  a  gulf  of  gloomy  blue, 
Gapes  in  the  centre  of  the  sea — and  tlirough 
That  dark  mysterious  gulf  ascending,  sound 
Innumerable  streiuns  with  roar  profound. 
Mount  through  the  nearer  vapours  notes  of  birds, 
And  merry  flageolet ;  the  low  of  hei^ds, 
Tbe  bark  of  dogs,  the  heifer's  tinkling  bell, 
Talk,  laughter,  and  percliance  a  church-tower  knell : 
Think  not,  the  peasant  from  aloft  has  gazed 
And  heard  with  heart  immoved,  with  soul  unraised : 
Nor  is  his  spirit  less  enrapt,  nor  less 
Ahve  to  independent  happiness. 
Then,  when  he  Ues,  out-stretched,  at  even-tide 
Upon  the  fragrant  mountain's  purple  side  : 
For  as  the  pleasures  of  his  simple  day 
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Beyond  his  natiTe  ralley  seldom  stray. 
Nought  round  its  darling  precincts  can  he  find 
But  brings  some  past  enjoyment  to  his  mind  ; 
While  Hope,  reclining  upon  Pleasure's  urn. 
Binds  her  wild  wreaths,  and  whispers  his  return. 

Once,  Man  entirely  free,  alone  and  wild. 
Was  blest  as  free^for  he  was  Nature's  child. 
He,  all  superior  but  his  God  disdained. 
Walked  none  restraining,  and  by  none  restrained: 
Confessed  no  law  but  what  his  reason  taught, 
Did  all  he  wished,  and  wished  but  what  he  ought 
As  man  in  his  primeval  dower  arrayed 
The  image  of  his  glorious  Sire  displayed. 
Even  so,  by  faithful  Nature  guarded,  here 
The  traces  of  primeval  Man  appear  ; 
The  simple  dignity  no  forms  debase  ; 
The  eye  sublime,  and  surly  lion-grace  : 
The  slave  of  none,  of  beasts  alone  the  lord. 
His  book  he  prizes,  nor  neglects  his  sword  ; 
— Well  taught  by  that  to  feel  his  rights,  prepared 
With  this ''  the  blessings  he  enjoys  to  guard." 

And,  as  his  native  hills  encircle  ground 
For  many  a  marvellous  victory  renowned. 
The  work  of  Freedom  daring  to  oppose. 
With  few  in  arms  *,  innumerable  foes, 
When  to  those  famous  fields  his  steps  are  led. 
An  unknown  power  connects  him  ^ith  the  dead  : 
For  images  of  other  worlds  are  there  ; 
Awful  the  light,  and  holy  is  the  air. 
Fitfully,  and  in  flashes,  through  his  soul, 
Like  sun-lit  tempests,  troubled  transports  roll ; 
His  bosom  heaves,  his  Spirit  towers  amain. 
Beyond  the  senses  and  their  little  reign. 

And  oft,  when  that  dread  vision  hath  past  by, 
Ho  holds  with  God  himself  communion  high, 
There  where  the  peal  of  swelling  torrents  fills 
The  sky-roofed  temple  of  the  eternal  hills  ; 
Or,  when  upon  the  mountain's  silent  brow 
Reclined,  he  sees,  above  him  and  below, 
Bright  stars  of  ice  and  aztire  fields  of  snow  ; 
While  needle  peaks  of  granite  shooting  bare 
Tremble  in  ever- varying  tints  of  lur. 


*  Alluding  to  several  battles  which  the  Swiss  in  very 
small  numbers  have  gained  over  their  oppressors,  the 
house  of  Austria ;  and,  in  particular,  to  one  fought  at 
Neffelsnear  Giarus,  where  three  hundred  and  thirty  men 
are  said  to  have  defeated  an  army  of  between  fifteen  and 
twenty  thousand  Austrians.  Scattered  over  tlie  valley  are 
to  be  found  eleven  stones,  with  this  inscription,  1388,  the 
year  the  battle  was  fought,  marking  out,a8 1  was  told  upon 
the  spot,  the  several  places  where  the  Austrians,  attempting 
to  make  a  stand,  were  repulsed  anew. 


And  when  a  gathering  weight  of  shadows  brown 

Falls  on  the  valleys  as  the  sun  goes  dovtn  ; 

And  Pikes,  of  darkness   named  and  fear   and 

storms*. 
Uplift  in  quiet  their  illumined  forms. 
In  sea-like  reach  of  prospect  round  him  spread. 
Tinged  like  an  angel's  smile  all  rosy  red — 
Awe  in  his  breast  with  holiest  love  unites, 
And  the  near  heavens  impart  their  own  delights. 

When  downward  to  his  winter  hut  he  goes, 
Dear  and  more  dear  the  lessening  circle  grows  ; 
That  hut  which  on  the  hills  so  oft  employs 
His  thoughts,  the  central  point  of  all  his  joys. 
And  as  a  swallow,  at  the  hour  of  rest, 
Peeps  often  ere  she  darts  into  her  nest. 
So  to  the  homestead,  where  the  grandsire  tends 
A  Uttle  prattling  child,  he  oft  descends, 
To  glance  a  look  upon  the  well-matched  pair; 
Till  storm  and  driving  ice  blockade  him  there. 
There,  safely  guarded  by  the  woods  behind. 
He  hears  the  chiding  of  the  baffled  wind, 
Hears  Winter  calling  all  his  terrors  round. 
And,  blest  within  himself,  he  shrinks  not  from  the 
sound. 

Through  Nature's  vale  his  homely  pleasures 

glide, 
Unstained  by  envy,  discontent,  and  pride  ; 
The  bound  of  all  his  vanity,  to  deck. 
With  one  bright  bell,  a  favourite  heifer's  neck  ; 
Well  pleased  upon  some  simple  annual  feast. 
Remembered  half  the  year  and  hoped  the  rest, 
If  dairy-produce,  from  his  inner  hoard. 
Of  thrice  ten  summers  dignify  the  board. 
— Alas  !  in  every  clime  a  flying  ray 
Is  all  we  have  to  cheer  our  wintry  way  ; 
And  here  the  unwilling  mind  may  more  thai 

trace 
The  general  sorrows  of  the  human  race  : 
The  churlish  gales  of  penury,  that  blow 
Cold  OS  the  north-wind  o'er  a  waste  of  snow. 
To  tliem  the  gentle  groups  of  bliss  deny 
That  on  the  noon-day  bank  of  leisure  lie. 
Yet  more  ; — compelled  by  Powers  which   onl 

deign 
That  solitary  man  disturb  their  reign, 
Powers  that  support  an  unremitting  strife 
With  all  the  tender  charities  of  life. 
Full  oft  the  father,  when  his  sons  have  grown 
To  manhood,  seems  their  title  to  disown  ; 


*  As  Schrcck-Horn,  the  pike  of  terror;  Wetter- Hoi 
the  pike  of  storms,  &o.  &o. 
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And  firom  his  nest  amid  the  storms  of  heaven 
DriTes,  eagle- like,  those  sons  as  he  was  driven  ; 
With  stem  composure  watches  to  the  plain — 
And  never,  ea^e-like,  beholds  again  1 

When  long-lkmifiar  joys  are  all  resigned, 
Whj  does  their  sad  remembrance  haunt  the  mind ! 
Lo  !  where  through  flat  Batavia's  tallowy  groves, 
Or  by  the  lazy  Seine,  the  exile  roves ; 
O'er  the  curled  waters  Alpine  measures  swell. 
And  search  the  affections  to  their  inmost  cell ; 
Sweet  poison  spreads  along  the  listener's  veins, 
Turning  past  pleasures  into  mortal  pains  ; 
Poison,  which  not  a  frame  of  steel  can  brave. 
Bows  his  young  head  with  sorrow  to  the  grave.* 

Gay  hrk  of  hope,  thy  silent  song  resume  ! 
Ye  flattering  eastern  lights,  once  more  the  hills 

iUume  ! 
Fresh  gales  and  dews  of  life's  delicious  mom. 
And  thou,  lost  fragrance  of  the  heart,  return  ! 
Alas  !  the  little  joy  to  man  allowed. 
Fades  like  the  lustre  of  an  evening  cloud  ; 
Or  like  the  beauty  in  a  flower  installed. 
Whose  season  was,  and  cannot  be  recalled. 
Yet,  when  opprest  by  sickness,  grief,  or  care. 
And  taught  that  pain  is  pleasure's  natural  heir^ 
We  still  confide  in  more  than  we  can  know  ; 
Death  would  be  else  the  favourite  friend  of  woe. 

'iljd  savage  rocks,  and  seas  of  snow  that  shine. 
Between  interminable  tracts  of  pine, 
Within  a  temple  stands  an  awful  shrine, 
Bj  an  uncertain  light  revealed,  that  falls 
On  (be  mute  Image  and  the  troubled  walls. 
Oh  I  give  not  me  that  eye  of  hard  disdain 
That  views,  undimmed,  Einsiedlen's  f  wretched 

iane. 
While  g^iastly  faces  through  the  gloom  appear. 
Abortive  joy,  and  hope  that  works  in  fear  ; 
WluHe  prayer  contends  with  silenced  agony. 
Sorely  in  other  thoughts  contempt  may  die. 
If  the  sad  grave  of  human  ignorance  bear 
One  flower  of  hope— oh,  pastf  and  leave  it  there  ! 

The  tall  sun,  paunng  on  an  Alpine  spire. 
Flings  o'er  the  wilderness  a  stream  of  fire  : 
Now  meet  we  otiier  pilgrims  ere  the  day 
Qoee  on  the  remnant  of  their  weary  way  ; 


*  The  wdl.known  effect  of  tho  famous  air,  called  in 
French  Ranx  des  Vaches,  upon  the  Swiss  troops. 

t  Thit  Bhrine  is  resorted  to,  from  a  hope  of  relief,  hy 
nnUitode*,  from  every  comer  of  the  Catholic  world, 
labouring  under  mental  or  hodily  afflictions. 


While  they  are  drawing  toward  the  sacred  floor 
Where,  so  they  fondly  think,  the  worm  shall  gnaw 

no  more. 
How  gaily  murmur  and  how  sweetiy  taste 
The  fountains  *  reared  for  them  amid  the  waste  ! 
Their  thirst  they  slake  : — they  wash  their  toil- 
worn  feet. 
And  some  with  tears  of  joy  each  other  greet 
Yes,  I  must  see  you  when  ye  first  behold 
Those  holy  turrets  tipped  with  evening  gold. 
In  that  glad  moment  will  for  you  a  sigh 
Bo  heaved,  of  charitable  sympathy  ; 
In  that  glad  moment  when  your  hands  are  prest 
In  mute  devotion  on  the  thankful  breast ! 

Last,  let  us  turn  to  Chamouny  that  shields 
With  rocks  and  gloomy  woods  her  fertile  fields : 
Five  streams  of  ice  amid  her  cots  descend. 
And  with  wild  flowers  and  blooming  orchards 

blend ; — 
A  scene  more  fair  than  what  the  Grecian  feigns 
Of  purple  lights  and  ever-vernal  plains ; 
Here  all  the  seasons  revel  hand  in  hand  : 
'Mid  lawns  and  shades  by  breezy  rivulets  fanned. 
They  sport  beneath  that  mountain's   matchless 

height 
That  holds  no  commerce  with  the  summer  night. 
From  age  to  age,  throughout  his  lonely  bounds 
The  crash  of  ruin  fitfully  resounds  ; 
Appalling  havoc  !  but  serene  his  brow. 
Where  daylight  liugers  on  perpetual  snow  ; 
Glitter  the  stars  above,  and  all  is  black  below. 

What  marvel  then  if  many  a  Wanderer  sigh. 
While  roars  the  sullen  Arve  in  anger  by, 
That  not  for  thy  reward,  unrivalled  Vale  I 
Waves  the  ripe  harvest  in  the  autumnal  gale  ; 
That  thou,  the  slave  of  slaves,  art  doomed  to  pine 
And  droop,  while  no  Italian  arts  are  thine. 
To  soothe  or  cheer,  to  soften  or  refine. 

Hail  Freedom  !  whether  it  was  mine  to  stray, 
With  shrill  winds  whistling  round  my  lonely  way. 
On  the  bleak  sides  of  Cumbria's  heath-clad  moors. 
Or  where  dank  sea-weed  lashes  Scotland's  shores  ; 
To  scent  tiie  sweets  of  Piedmont's  breathing  rose. 
And  orange  gale  that  o'er  Lugano  blows  ; 
Still  have  I  found,  where  Tyranny  prevails. 
That  virtue  languishes  and  pleasure  fails, 
While  the  remotest  hamlets  blessings  share 
In  thy  loved  presence  known,  and  only  there  ; 


^  Rude  fountains  built  and  covered  with  sheds  for 
the  accommodation  of  the  Pilgrims,  in  their  ascent  of  tl)e 
mountain. 
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iTear^-blessings— outward  treasures  too  which  the 

eye 
Of  the  Bim  peepiug  through  the  clouds  can  spy, 
And  every  passing  breeze  will  testify. 
There,  to  the  porch,  belike  with  jasmine  bound 
Or  woodbine  wreaths,  a  smoother  path  is  wound  ; 
The  housewife  there  a  brighter  garden  sees. 
Where  hum  on  busier  wing  her  happy  bees  ; 
On  infant  cheeks  there  fresher  roses  blow  ; 
And  grey-haired  men  look  up  with  livelier  brow, — 
To  greet  the  traveller  needing  food  and  rest ; 
Housed  for  the  night,  or  but  a  half-hour*s  guest. 

And  oh,  fau*  France!  though  now  the  traveller  sees 
Thy  three-striped  banner  fluctuate  on  the  breeze  ; 
Though  martial  songs  have  banished  songs  of  love. 
And  nightingales  desert  the  village  grove. 
Scared  by  the  fife  imd  rumbling  drum's  alarms. 
And  the  short  thunder,  and  the  flash  of  arms  ; 
Tliat  cease  not  till  night  falls,  when  far  and  nigh, 
Sole  sound,  the  Sourd  *  prolongs  his  mournful  cry  ! 
— Yet,  hast  thou  found  that  Freedom  spreads  her 

power 
Beyond  tlic  cottage-hearth,  the  cottage-door  : 
All  nature  smiles,  and  owns  beneath  her  eyes 
Her  fields  peculiar,  and  peculiar  skies. 
Yes,  as  I  roamed  where  Loirot*s  waters  glide 
Through  rustling  aspens  heard  from  side  to  side, 
When  from  October  clouds  a  milder  light 
Fell  where  the  blue  flood  rippled  into  white  ; 
Methought  from  every  cot  the  watchful  bird 
Crowed  with  ear-piercing  power  till  then  unheard  ; 
Each  clacking  mill,  that  broke  the  murmuring 

streams. 
Rocked  the  charmed  thought  in  more  delightful 

dreams  ; 
Chasing  those  pleasant  dreams,  the  falling  leaf 
Awoke  a  fainter  sense  of  moral  griof  ; 
The  measured  echo  of  the  distant  flail 
Wound  in  more  welcome  cadence  down  the  vale  ; 
With  more  majestic  course  +  the  water  rolled, 
And  ripening  foliage  shone  with  richer  gold. 
— Uut  foes  are  gathering — Liberty  must  raist^ 
Red  on  the  hilLs  her  beacon's  far-seen  blaze  ; 
Must  bid  the  tocsin  ring  from  tower  to  tower  ! — 
Nearer  and  nearer  comes  the  trying  hour  ! 
Rejoice,  brave  Land,  though  pride's  perverted  ire 


*  An  Insect  m  called,  which  emits  a  short,  mclnncholy 
cry,  heard  at  the  closo  of  the  suminer  evenings,  on  the 
banks  of  tho  Loire. 

t  The  duties  upon  many  parts  of  the  French  rircr*  were 
so  exorbitant,  that  tho  poorer  pct>plc,  deprivp<l  of  tho 
benefit  of  water  carriage,  were  obliged  to  trunHport  their 
goods  by  land. 


Rouse  hell's  own  aid,  and  wn4>  thy  fields  in  firs : 
Lo,  from  the  flames  a  great  and  glcnious  birth ; 
As  if  a  new-made  heaven  were  hailing  a  new  earth ! 
— All  cannot  be  :  the  promise  is  too  £ur 
For  creatures  doomed  to  breathe  terrestrial  air : 
Yet  not  for  this  will  sober  reason  frown 
Upon  that  promise,  nor  the  hope  disown  ; 
She  knows  that  only  from  high  aims  ensue 
Rich  guerdons,  and  to  them  alone  are  doe. 

Great  Grod  !  by  whom  the  strifes  of  men  aze 

weighed 
In  an  impartial  balance,  give  thine  aid 
To  the  just  cause  ;  and,  oh  !  do  then  preside 
Over  the  mighty  stream  now  spreading  wide : 
So  shall  its  waters,  from  the  heavens  supplied 
In  copious  showersy  from  earth  by  whoksoma 

springs, 
Brood  o'er  ^e  long-parched  lands  with  Nile-like 

wings  I 
And  grant  that  every  sceptred  child  of  day 
Who  cries  presumptuous,  ^  Here  the  flood  dudl 

stay," 
May  in  its  progress  see  thy  guiding  hand. 
And  cease  the  acknowledged  purpose  to  withstand ; 
Or,  swept  in  anger  from  the  insulted  shore, 
Sink  with  his  servile  bands,  to  rise  no  more  ! 

To-night,  my  Friend,  within  this  humble  cot 
Be  scorn  an<l  fear  and  hoiMj  alike  forgot 
In  timoly  sleep  ;  and  when,  at  break  of  day, 
On  the  tall  peaks  the  glistening  sunbeams  play. 
With  a  light  licart  our  course  we  may  renew. 
The  first  whose  footsteps  print  the  mountain  dew. 

1791  &  ITJS. 


VII. 

LINES 

Left  upon  a  Beat  In  a  Yew-tree,  which  stnnds  near  tli" 
lake  of  Esthwnite.  on  a  dvM>Iatc  part  of  the  shore,  com- 
manding a  beautiful  prospect. 

Nay,  Traveller  !  rest.   Tliis  lonely  Yew-tree  stands 
Far  from  all  human  dwelling :  what  if  hero 
No  sparkling  rivulot  spreatl  the  verdant  herb  ? 
What  if  the  bee  love  not  these  barren  bo(if;hs  ? 
Yet,  if  the  wind  breathe  soft,  the  curlincf  waves, 
Tliat  break  against  the  shore,  shall  lull  thy  mind 
By  one  soft  impulse  saved  from  vacancy. 

Who  he  was 

That  piled  these  stones  and  with  the  moAsy  sod 
First  covered,  and  here  taught  this  aged  Ti-ee 
With  its  dark  arms  to  form  a  cii*cling  bower, 
I  well  remember. — He  was  one  who  o>\'ued 


., 


DESCRIPTIVE  SKETCHES,  &c. 


15 


0  oommon  aouL    In  youth  by  science  nursed, 
id  led  by  nature  into  a  wUd  scene 

'lofty  hopes,  he  to  the  world  went  forth 
favoured  Beings  knowing  no  desire 
hich  genius  did  not  hallow  ;  'gainst  the  taint 
'  diasolnte  tongues,  and  jealousy,  and  hate, 
id  soonv — against  all  enemies  prepared, 

1  but  ne^ect.    The  world,  for  so  it  thought, 
red  him  no  service  ;  wherefore  he  at  once 
ith  indignation  turned  himself  away, 

sd  with  the  food  of  pride  sustained  his  soul 
solitude^ — Stranger !  these  gloomy  boughs 
id  charms  for  him  ;  and  here  he  loved  to  sit, 
3  only  visitants  a  straggling  sheep, 
le  stone-diat,  or  the  glancing  sand-piper : 
id  on  these  barren  rocks,  with  fern  and  heath, 
sd  juniper  and  thistle,  sprinkled  o'er, 
Xing  his  downcast  eye,  he  many  an  hour 
nM»iiid  pleasure  nourished,  tracing  here 
1  emUem  of  his  own  unfruitful  life : 
id,  lifting  up  his  head,  he  then  would  gaze 
I  the  more  distant  scene, — how  lovely  'tis 
MNi  aeest^ — and  he  would  gaze  till  it  became 
\r  lovdier,  and  hb  heart  could  not  sustain 
le  beaaty,  still  more  beauteous  !  Nor,  that  time, 
Imo  nature  had  subdued  hiip  to  herself, 
'oold  be  forget  those  Beings  to  whose  minds 
'arm  from  the  labours  of  benevolence 
be  world,  and  human  life,  appeared  a  scene 
f  kindred  loveliness  :  then  he  would  sigh, 
ily  disturbed,  to  think  that  others  felt 
Hut  he  must  never  feel :  and  so,  lost  Man  ! 
hk  visionary  views  would  fancy  feed, 
.111  his  eye  streamed  with  tears.    In  this  deep  vale 
ie  died^ — this  seat  his  only  monument. 

If  Thou  be  one  whose  heart  the  holy  forms 
Of  yoang  imagination  have  kept  pure, 
Stnn^  I  henceforth  be  warned  ;  and  know  that 

pride, 
Hove'er  disguised  in  its  own  majesty, 
!•  ItttlenesB  ;  that  be  who  feels  contempt 
For  aoj  living  thing,  hath  fietculties 
Which  he  has  never  used  ;  that  thought  vnth  him 
b  m  its  infancy.     The  man  whose  eye 
U  ever  on  himself  doth  look  on  one, 
"Hte  least  of  Nature's  works,  one  who  might  move 
^  vise  man  to  that  scorn  which  wisdom  holds 
Uakirfiil,  ever.     O  be  wiser,  Thou  ! 
iBitmcted  that  true  knowledge  leads  to  love  ; 
Tn»  dignity  abides  with  him  alone 
Who)  in  the  silent  hour  of  inward  thought, 
Cia  stin  suspect,  and  still  revere  himself, 
U  lovIincM  of  heart  17»^ 


VIII. 

GUILT  AND  SORROW ; 
on, 

INCIDENTS  UPON  SALISBURY  PLAIN. 
ADVERTISEMENT, 

PRBnxSD  TO  TBB  mUlT  BOITTOIf  OW  THIS  POBJl,  PUBUSHU) 

iir  1848. 


Not  lew  than  one-third  of  the  following  poem,  though  it 
has  from  time  to  time  heen  altered  in  the  ezpreasion,  was 
pahllshed  ao  far  back  aa  the  year  1796,  under  the  title  of 
•*  The  Female  Vagrant."  The  extract  i«  of  such  length  that 
an  apology  wema  to  be  required  for  reprinting  it  here :  but 
it  was  neoeaaary  to  restore  it  to  ita  original  position,  or  the 
rest  would  have  been  unintelligible.  The  whole  was  writ- 
ten before  the  doae  of  the  year  1794,  and  I  will  detail, 
rather  aa  matter  of  literary  biography  than  for  any  other 
reaaon,  the  circumstanoea  under  which  it  waa  produced. 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  summer  of  1793,  haTing 
paaaed  a  month  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  in  view  of  the  fleet 
which  waa  then  preparing  for  aea  off  Portsmouth  at  the 
oonunencement  of  the  war,  I  left  the  place  with  melan- 
choly forebodings.  The  American  war  waa  still  fresh  in 
memory.  The  struggle  which  waa  beginning,  and  which 
many  thought  would  be  brought  to  a  speedy  close  by  the 
irresistible  arma  of  Great  Britain  being  added  to  thoee  of 
the  allies,  I  was  assured  in  my  own  mind  would  be  of  long 
continuance,  and  productive  of  distress  and  misery  beyond 
all  possible  calculation.  This  oonviction  waa  pressed  upon 
me  by  having  been  a  witness,  during  a  long  residence  in 
revolutionary  France,  of  the  spirit  which  prevailed  in  that 
country.  After  leaving  the  Isle  of  Wight,  I  spent  two 
days  in  wandering  on  foot  over  Salisbury  Plain,  which, 
though  cultivation  was  then  widely  spread  through  part« 
of  it,  had  upon  the  whole  a  still  more  impressive  appear- 
ance than  it  now  retains. 

The  monuments  and  traces  of  antiquity,  scattered  in 
abundance  over  that  region,  led  me  unavoidably  to  com- 
pare what  we  know  or  guess  of  those  remote  times  with 
certain  aspects  of  modem  society,  and  with  calamities, 
principally  those  consequent  upon  war,  to  which,  more 
than  other  classes  of  men,  the  poor  are  subject.  In  those 
reflections,  Joined  with  particular  facts  that  had  come  to 
my  knowledge,  the  following  stanzas  originated. 

In  conclusion,  to  obviate  some  distraction  in  the  minds 
of  those  who  are  well  acquainted  with  Salisbury  Plain,  it 
may  be  proper  to  say,  that  of  the  features  described  as 
belonging  to  it,  one  or  two  are  taken  from  other  desolate 
parts  of  England. 


r. 


A  Traveller  on  the  skirt  of  Sarum's  Plain 
Pursued  his  vagrant  way,  with  feet  half  bare  ; 
Stooping  his  gait,  but  not  as  if  to  gain 
Help  from  the  staff  he  bore ;  for  mien  and  air 
Were  hardy,  though  his  cheek  seemed  worn  uith 

care 
Both  of  the  time  to  come,  and  time  long  fled  : 
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Down  fell  in  straggling  locks  his  thin  grey  lutir ; 
A  coat  he  wore  of  military  red 
But  faded,  and  stuck  o'er  with  many  a  patch  and 
shred. 

n. 
While  thus  he  journeyed,  step  by  step  led  on, 
He  saw  and  passed  a  stately  inn,  full  sure 
That  welcome  in  such  house  for  him  was  none. 
No  board  inscribed  the  needy  to  allure 
Hung  there,  no  bush  proclaimed  to  old  and  poor 
And  desolate,  ^  Here  you  will  find  a  friend  !  " 
The  pendent  grapes  glittered  above  the  door ; — 
On  he  must  pace,  perchance  'till  night  descend, 
Where'er  the  dreary  roads  their  bare  white  lines 
extend. 

m. 
The  gathering  clouds  grew  red  with  stormy  fire, 
In  streaks  diverging  wide  and  mounting  high ; 
That  inn  he  long  had  passed  ;  the  distant  spire. 
Which  oft  as  he  looked  back  had  fixed  his  eye. 
Was  lost,  though  still  he  looked,  in  the  blank  sky. 
Perplexed  and  comfortless  he  gazed  around. 
And  scarce  could  any  trace  of  man  descry. 
Save  cornfields  stretched  and  stretching  without 

bound  ; 
But  where  the  sower  dwelt  was  nowhere  to  be 

found. 

IT. 

No  tree  was  there,  no  meadow's  pleasant  green. 
No  brook  to  wet  his  lip  or  soothe  his  ear  ; 
Long  files  of  corn-stacks  here  and  there  were  seen, 
But  not  one  dwelling-place  his  heart  to  cheer. 
Some  labourer,  thought  he,  may  perchance  be  near ; 
And  so  he  sent  a  feeble  shout — in  vain  ; 
No  voice  made  answer,  he  could  only  hear 
Winds  rustling  over  plots  of  unripe  grain. 
Or  whistling  thro'  thin  grass  along  the  unfurrowed 
plain. 

V. 

Long  had  he  fancied  each  succesave  slope 
Concealed  some  cottage,  whither  he  might  turn 
And  rest ;  but  now  along  heaven's  darkening  cope 
The  crows  rushed  by  in  eddies,  homeward  borne. 
Thus  warned  he  sought  some  shepherd's  spreading 

thorn 
Or  hovel  from  the  storm  to  shield  his  head. 
But  sought  in  vain  ;  for  now,  all  wOd,  forlorn. 
And  vacant,  a  huge  waste  around  him  spread  ; 
The  wet  cold  ground,  he  feared,  must  be  his  only 

bed. 

VI. 

And  be  it  so^for  to  the  chill  night  shower 
And  the  sharp  wind  hb  head  he  oft  hath  bared  ; 


A  SaQor  he,  who  many  a  wretched  hoar 
Hath  told  ;  for,  liMling  after  labour  hard. 
Full  long  endured  m  hope  of  just  reward. 
He  to  an  tamkd  fleet  was  forced  away 
By  seamen,  who  perhaps  tfaemaelTM  had  rittrcd 
Like  fate;  was  hurried  oflT,  a  helplen  prey, 
'Gainst  all  that  in  Att  heart,  or  tiieirs  pexfa^M^  m 
nay. 

vn. 
For  years  the  work  of  carnage  did  not 
And  death's  dire  aspect  daily  be  ainTeyed, 
Death's  minister ;  then  came  his  ff»^ 
And  hope  returned,  and  pleasare  fondly  made 
Her  dwelling  in  his  dreams.    By  Fan^a  aid 
The  happy  husband  flies,  his  arms  to  tihrow 
Round  his  wife's  neck ;  the  prize  of  victory  laid 
In  her  full  lap,  he  sees  such  sweet  tears  flow 
As  if  thenceforth  nor  pain  nor  trooUe  she  cod 
know. 

Tin. 
Vain  hope  I  for  frand  took  all  that  he  had  eamet 
The  lion  roars  and  g^uts  his  tawny  brood 
Even  in  the  desert's  heart ;  but  he,  xetomedy 
Bears  not  to  those  he  loves  their  needfiil  food. 
His  home  approaching,  but  in  such  a  mood 
Hiat  from  his  sight  his  children  might  have  m. 
He  met  a  traveller,  robbed  him,  shed  his  Uood ; 
And  when  the  miserable  work  was  done 
He  fled,  a  vagrant  since,  the  murderer's  late  t 
shun. 

IX. 

From  that  day  forth  no  place  to  him  could  be 
So  lonely,  but  that  thence  might  come  a  pang 
Brought  from  without  to  inward  misery. 
Now,  as  he  plodded  on,  with  sullen  dang 
A  sound  of  chains  along  the  desert  rang  ; 
He  looked,  and  saw  upon  a  gibbet  high 
A  human  body  that  in  irons  swang, 
Uplifted  by  the  tempest  whirling  by  ; 
And,  hovering,  round  it  often  did  a  raven  fly. 


It  was  a  spectacle  which  none  might  view. 
In  spot  so  savage,  but  with  shuddering  pain  ; 
Nor  only  did  for  him  at  once  renew 
All  he  had  feared  from  man,  but  roused  a  train 
Of  the  mind's  phantoms,  horrible  as  vain. 
The  stones,  as  if  to  cover  liim  from  day, 
RoUed  at  his  back  along  the  living  plain  ; 
He  fell,  and  ^"ithout  sense  or  motion  lay  ; 
But,  when  the  trance  was  gone,  feebly  pursued  h 
wav. 
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As  one  whose  brain  habitual  phrensy  fires 

Owes  to  the  fit  in  which  Ms  soul  hath  tossed 

Profoander  quiet^  when  the  fit  retires, 

Kven  10  the  dire  phantasma  which  had  crossed 

Haseose^  in  sadden  vacancy  quite  lost. 

Left  his  mind  still  as  a  deep  eyening  stream. 

NoTj  if  accosted  now,  in  thought  engrossed, 

Uoodjr,  or  inly  troubled,  would  he  seem 

To  taveller  who  might  talk  of  any  casual  theme 


xn. 


fartle  the  ckmds  in  deeper  dArkness  piled, 
ow  is  the  ravoi  timely  rest  to  seek  ; 
e  seemed  the  only  creature  in  the  wild 
a  whom  the  dements  their  rage  might  wreak  ; 
iff  that  the  bastard,  of  those  regions  bleak 
y  tenant,  seeing  by  the  uncertain  light 
man  there  wandering,  gave  a  mournful  sliriek, 
id  half  upon  Uie  groimd,  with  strange  afii'ight, 
road  hard  against  the  wind  a  thick  unwieldy 
flight. 


zin. 


,  an  was  cheeriess  to  the  horizon's  bound  ; 
e  weary  eye— which,  wheresoe'er  it  strays, 
rks  nothing  hot  the  red  sun's  setting  roimd, 
on  the  earth  strange  lines,  in  former  days 
\  bj  gigantic  arms — at  lengtli  surveys 
lai  seeois  an  antique  castle  spreading  wide  ; 
uy  and  naked  are  its  walls,  and  raise 
fir  brow  sublime  :  in  shelter  there  to  bide 
tamed,  while  rain  poured  down  smoking  on 
every  side. 


xnr. 


s  of  Stone-henge  !  so  proud  to  hint  yet  keep 
f  secrets,  thou  that  lov'st  to  stand  and  hear 
i  Plain  resounding  to  the  whirlwind's  sweep, 
mte  of  lonesome  Nature's  endless  year  ; 
in  if  thou  saw'st  the  giant  wicker  rear 
r  sacrifice  its  throngs  of  living  men, 
ore  thy  face  did  ever  wretch  appear, 
lo  in  his  heart  had  groaned  ^ith  deadlier  pain 
kn  he  who,  tempest-driven,  thy  shelter  now 
would  gaun. 


XT. 


thin  that  fabric  of  mysterious  form, 

inds  met  in  conflict,  each  by  turns  supreme  ; 

td,  from  the  perilous  ground  dislodged,  through 

storm 
kd  rain  he  wildered  on,  no  moon  to  stream 
vm  gulf  of  parting  clouds  one  friendly  beam, 
ft  any  friendly  sound  his  footsteps  led  ; 
lee  did  the  lightning's  faint  disastrous  gleam 


Disclose  a  naked  guide-post's  double  head. 
Sight  which  tho'  lost  at  once  a  gleam  of  pleasure 
shed. 


zvi. 


No  swinging  sign-board  creaked  from  cottage  elm 
To  stay  his  steps  with  faintness  overcome  ; 
'Twas  dark  and  void  as  ocean's  watery  realm 
Roaring  with  storms  beneath  night's  starless  gloom; 
No  gipsy  cower'd  o'er  fire  of  furze  or  broom  ; 
No  laboiurer  watched  his  red  kiln  glaring  bright, 
Nor  taper  glimmered  dim  from  sick  man's  room  ; 
Along  the  waste  no  line  of  mournful  light 
From  lamp  of  lonely  toll-gate  streamed  athwart 
the  night 

ZVIf. 

At  length,  though  hid  in  clouds,  the  moon  arose  ; 
The  downs  were  visible — and  now  revealed 
A  structure  stands,  which  two  bare  slopes  enclose. 
It  was  a  spot,  where,  ancient  vows  fulfilled. 
Kind  pious  hands  did  to  the  Virgin  build 
A  lonely  Spital,  the  belated  swain 
From  the  night  terrors  of  that  waste  to  shield : 
But  there  no  human  being  could  remain. 
And  now  the  walls  are  named  the  "  Dead  House  " 
of  the  plain. 

ZVIIU 

Thongh  he  had  little  cause  to  love  the  abode 

Of  man,  or  covet  sight  of  mortal  face. 

Yet  when  faint  beams  of  light  that  ruin  showed, 

How  glad  he  was  at  length  to  find  some  trace 

Of  human  shelter  in  that  dreary  place. 

Till  to  his  flock  the  early  shepherd  goes. 

Here  shall  much-needed  sleep  his  frame  embrace. 

In  a  dry  nook  where  fern  the  floor  bestrows 

Ho  lays  his  stifiened  limbs, — ^his  eyes  begin  to  close ; 

SIX. 

When  hearing  a  deep  sigh,  that  seemed  to  come 
From  one  who  mourned  in  sleep,  he  raised  his 

head. 
And  saw  a  woman  in  the  naked  room 
Outstretched,  and  turning  on  a  restless  bed  : 
Tho  moon  a  wan  dead  light  around  her  shed. 
He  waked  her — spake  in  tone  that  would  not  fail, 
He  hoped,  to  calm  her  mind  ;  but  ill  he  sped. 
For  of  that  ruin  she  had  heard  a  tale 
Which  now  with  freezing  tlioughts  did  aU  her 

powers  assail ; 

XX. 

Had  heard  of  one  who,  forced   from  storms  to 

shroud, 

Felt  the  loose  walls  of  this  decayed  Retreat 

c 
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Rock  to  incessant  neighings  shrill  and  loud, 
Wliile  his  horse  pawed  the  floor  with  furions  heat ; 
Till  on  a  stone,  that  sparkled  to  his  feet, 
Struck,  and  still  struck  again,  the  troubled  horse : 
The  man  half  raised  the  stone  with  pain  and  sweat, 
Half  nused,  for  well  his  arm  might  lose  its  force 
Disclosing  the  grim  head  of  a  late  murdered  corse. 


XXI. 


Such  tale  of  this  lone  mansion  she  had  learned 
And,  when  that  shape,  with  eyes  in  sleep  half 

drowned. 
By  the  moon's  sullen  lamp  she  first  discerned. 
Cold  stony  horror  all  her  senses  bound. 
Her  he  addressed  in  words  of  cheering  sound  ; 
Recovering  heart,  like  answer  did  she  make  ; 
And  well  it  was  that,  of  tlio  corse  there  found. 
In  converse  tliat  ensued  she  nothing  spake  ; 
She  knew  not  what  dire  pangs  in  him  such  tale 

could  wake. 

XXII. 

But  soon  his  voice  and  words  of  kind  intent 

Banished  that  dismal  thought ;  and  now  the  wind 

In  fainter  howlings  told  its  rage  was  spent : 

Meanwhile  discourse  ensued  of  various  kind, 

Wliich  by  degrees  a  confidence  of  mind 

And  mutual  interest  failed  not  to  create. 

And,  to  a  natural  sympathy  resigned. 

In  that  forsaken  building  where  they  sate 

The  Woman  thus  retrace<l  her  own  untoward  fate. 

XXIII. 

**  By  Derwent's  side  my  father  dwelt — a  man 
Of  virtuous  life,  by  pious  parents  bred  ; 
And  I  believe  that,  soon  as  I  be^n 
To  lisp,  he  made  me  kneel  beside  my  bed. 
And  in  his  hearing  there  my  prayers  I  said  : 
And  afterwards,  by  my  good  father  tauglit, 
I  read,  and  loved  the  books  in  which  I  read  ; 
For  books  in  every  neij^libouriiig  house  I  sought. 
And  notliingto  my  mind  a  sweeter  pleasure  brought. 

XXIV. 

A  little  croft  we  owned — a  plot  of  com, 
A  garden  stored  with  ])eas,  and  mint,  and  thyme. 
And  flowers  for  posies,  oft  on  Sunday  mom 
Plucked  while  the  church  bells  rang  their  earliest 

chime. 
Can  I  forget  our  freaks  at  Hhoaring  time  ! 
My  hen's  rich  nest  through  long  grass  scarce  espied ; 
The  cowslip-gathering  in  J  une*s  dewy  prime  ; 
The  swans  that  with  white  chests  uprcared  in  pride 
Rushing  and  racing  came  to  meet  me  at  the  water- 
side! 


The  staff  I  well  remember  whieh  apibore 
The  bending  body  of  my  active  sire  ; 
His  seat  beneath  the  honied  sycamore 
Where  the  bees  hummed,  and  chair  by  wintarltre; 
When  market-morning  came,  the  neat  attire 
With  which,  though  bent  on  haste,  myself  I  decked ; 
Our  watchful  honse-dog,  that  would  tease  aad  tiie 
Tlie  stranger  till  its  barking-fit  I  checked  ; 
The  red-breast,  known  for  yearsywhidi  at  mj 
casement  pecked. 

XXVT. 

The  suns  of  twenty  sammers  daaoed  aleng^— 
Too  little  marked  how  fast  they  rolled  away : 
But,  tliroiigh  severe  mischance  and  cmel  wron^ 
My  father's  substance  fell  into  decay  : 
We  toiled  and  struggled,  hoping  for  a  day 
Wlicn  Fortune  might  put  on  a  kinder  look  ; 
But  vain  were  wishes,  efforts  vain  as  tbej ; 
He  from  his  old  hereditary  nook 
Must  part ;  the  summons  came  ;— oar  Ifaial  kan 
wie  took. 

xxvit. 
It  was  indeed  a  miserable  hoar 
When,  from  the  last  hill-top,  my  sire  snrrejed, 
Peering  above  the  trees,  the  steeple  tower 
Tliat  on  his  marriage  day  sweet  music  made ! 
Till  then,  he  hoped  his  bones  might  there  be  laid 
Close  by  my  mother  in  their  native  bowers : 
Bidding  me  trust  in  God,  he  stood  and  prayed  ^ 
I  cuuld  not  pray  : — through  tears  that  fell  in 

showers 
Glinmiered  our  dear-loved  home,  alas  I  no  longer 

ours  I 

xxvni. 
Tlierc  was  a  Youth  whom  1  had  loved  so  long. 
That  when  I  loved  Itim  not  I  cannot  sav  : 
'Mid  the  green  mountains  many  a  thoughtless  snqg 
Wo  two  had  sung,  like  gladsome  birds  in  May  ; 
When  wo  began  to  tiro  of  cliildish  play, 
We  seemed  still  more  and  more  to  prize  each  otlier; 
We  talked  of  marriage  and  our  marriage  day  ; 
And  I  in  truth  did  love  him  like  a  brotlier. 
For  never  could  I  hope  to  meet  with  soch  another. 

ZXTX. 

Two  years  were  passed  eince  to  a  distant  town 
He  had  repaired  to  ply  a  gainful  trade  : 
Wliat  tears  of  bitter  grief,  till  then  unknown  ! 
What  tender  vows  our  last  sad  loss  delayed  ! 
To  him  we  turned  :— we  had  no  other  aid  : 
Like  one  revived,  upon  his  neck  1  wept  ; 


^1 
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And  her  trfaom  he  had  loved  iD  joy,  he  said. 
He  weD  could  lore  in  grief ;  his  fiuth  he  kept ; 
And  in  a  qpet  home  once  more  my  father  slept. 

XXX. 

We  lired  in  peace  and  comfoi*t ;  aod  were  blest 
With  daily  bread,  by  constant  toil  supplied. 
Three  loTely  babes  had  lain  npon  my  breast : 
And  often,  riewing  their  sweet  smiles,  I  sighed. 
And  knew  not  why.    My  hi^py  father  died, 
When  threatened  war  reduced  the  children's  meal: 
Thrice  happy  I  that  for  him  the  grave  could  hide 
The  empty  loom,  cold  hearth,  aud  silent  wheel, 
And  tears  that  flowed  for  ills  which  patience  might 
DotheaL 

XXXI. 

Twas  a  hard  change  ;  an  evil  time  was  come ; 
We  had  no  hope,  and  no  relief  could  gain  : 
But  soon,  with  proud  parade,  the  noisy  drum 
Beat  xomid  to  dear  the  streets  of  want  and  pain. 
My  hnsbaiid's  arms  now  only  served  to  strain 
M«  and  luB  children  hungering  in  his  view  ; 
In  SQidi  £amay  my  prayers  and  tears  were  vain  : 
To  join  those  miserable  men  he  flew. 
And  DOW  to  the  sea^coast,  with  numbers  more,  we 


xxxn. 
we  long  neglected,  and  we  bore 
Mxuh  sorrow  ere  the  fleet  its  anchor  weighed  ; 
Green  fields  before  us,  and  our  native  shore. 
We  breathed  a  pestilential  air,  that  made 
Ravage  for  which  no  knell  was  heard.  We  prayed 
For  our  departure  ;  wished  and  wished — nor  knew, 
'Mid  that  long  sickness  and  those  hopes  delayed. 
That  happier  days  we  never  more  must  view. 
The  parting  signal  streamed — at  last  the  land  with- 
drew. 

xxxm. 
But  the  calm  nunmer  season  now  was  past 
On  as  we  drove,  the  equinoctial  deep 
Ran  moantains  high  before  the  howling  blast. 
And  many  periled  in  the  whirlwind's  sweep. 
We  gazed  with  terror  on  their  gloomy  sleep, 
Untaught  that  soon  such  anguish  must  ensue. 
Oar  hopes  such  harvest  of  affliction  reap. 
That  we  the  mercy  of  the  waves  should  rue  : 
We  reached  the  western  world,  a  poor  devoted 
crew. 

XXXIV. 

The  pains  and  plagues  that  on  our  heads  came 

down, 
Ksease  and  £unine,  agony  and  fear, 


In  wood  or  wilderness,  in  camp  or  town. 

It  would  unman  the  firmest  heart  to  hear. 

All  perished — all  in  one  remorseless  year, 

Husband  and  children  1  one  by  one,  by  sword 

And  ravenous  plague,  all  perished  :  every  tear 

Dried  up,  despairing,  desolate,  on  board 

A  British  ship  I  waked,  as  from  a  trance  restored." 


XXXV. 


Here  paused  she  of  all  present  Ihought  forlorn, 
Nor  voice,  nor  sound,  that  moment's  pain  expressed. 
Yet  Nature,  with  excess  of  grief  o'erbome, 
From  her  full  eyes  their  watery  load  released. 
He  too  was  mute ;  and,  ere  her  weeping  ceased, 
He  rose,  and  to  the  ruin's  portal  went. 
And  saw  the  dawn  opening  ikie  silvery  east 
With  rays  of  promise,  north  and  southward  sent  ; 
And  soon  with  crimson  fire  kindled  the  firmament. 


XXXVf. 


**  O  come,"  he  cried,  **  come,  after  weary  night 
Of  such  rough  storm,  this  happy  change  to  view." 
So  forth  she  came,  and  eastward  looked ;  the  sight 
Over  her  brow  like  dawn  of  gladness  Uirew  ; 
Upon  her  cheek,  to  wliich  its  youthful  hue 
Seemed  to  return,  dried  tlie  last  lingering  tear. 
And  from  her  grateful  heart  a  fresh  one  drew  : 
The  whilst  her  conurade  to  her  pensive  cheer 
Tempered  fit  words  of  hope;  and  the  lark  warbled 
near. 


XXXVII. 


They  looked  and  saw  a  lengthening  road,  and  wain 
That  rang  down  a  bare  slope  not  far  remote  : 
The  barrows  glistered  bright  witli  drops  of  rain, 
Wliistled  tlie  waggoner  with  merry  note. 
The  cock  far  ofT  sounded  liis  clarion  throat ; 
But  town,  or  farm,  or  hamlet,  none  tliey  viewed. 
Only  were  told  there  stood  a  lonely  cot 
A  long  mile  thence.     While  thitlier  they  pursued 
Tlieir  way,  the  Woman  tlms  her  mournful  tale 
renewed. 

XXXVIII. 

*'  Peaceful  as  this  immeasurable  plain 

Is  now,  by  beams  of  damning  light  imprest. 

In  tlie  calm  sunshine  slept  tlie  glittering  main  ; 

The  very  ocean  hath  its  hour  of  rest. 

I  too  forgot  tlie  heavings  of  my  breast. 

How  quiet  'round  me  ship  and  ocean  were  ! 

As  quiet  all  within  me.     I  was  blest. 

And  looked,  and  fed  upon  the  silent  air 

Until  it  seemed  to  bring  a  joy  to  my  despair. 

c  2 
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XZZIX, 

Ah  1  bow  unlike  those  lato  terrific  sleeps, 
And  groans  that  rage  of  racking  famine  spoke  ; 
The  unburicd  dead  tliat  lay  in  festering  heaps, 
The  breathing  pestilence  that  rose  like  smoke. 
The  shriek  that  from  ihe  distant  battle  broke, 
The  mine's  dire  earthquake,  and  the  pallid  host 
Driven  by  the  bomb's  incessant  tliunder-stroke 
To  loathsome  vaults,  where  heart-sick  anguisli 

tossed, 
Hope  died,  and  fear  itself  in  agony  was  lost ! 

XL. 

Some  mighty  gulf  of  separation  past, 

I  seemed  transported  to  another  world  ; 

A  thought  resigned  with  pain,  when  from  the 

mast 
The  impatient  mariner  the  eaSl  unfurled, 
And,  whistling,  called  the  wind  that  hardly  curled 
Tlie  silent  sea.     From  the  sweet  thoughts  of  home 
And  from  all  hope  I  was  for  ever  hurled. 
For  me— fiirthest  from  earthly  port  to  roam 
Was  best,  could  I  but  shun  the  spot  where  man 

might  come. 

XLI. 

And  oft  I  thought  (my  fancy  was  so  strong) 
That  I,  at  last,  a  resting-place  had  found  ; 
<  Here  will  I  dwell,'  said  I,  *  my  whole  life  long. 
Roaming  the  illimitable  waters  round  ; 
Here  will  1  live,  of  all  but  heaven  disowned, 
And  end  my  days  upon  tiie  peaceful  flood.' — 
To  break  my  dream  the  vessel  reached  its  bound  ; 
And  homeless  near  a  thousand  homes  I  stood. 
And  near  a  thousand  tables  pined  and  wanted 
food. 

xur. 
No  help  I  sought;  in  sorrow  turned  adrift, 
WfCB  hopeless,  as  if  cast  on  some  bare  rock  ; 
Nor  morsel  to  my  mouth  tliat  day  did  lift, 
Nor  raisi^d  my  hand  at  any  door  to  knock. 
I  lay  where,  with  his  drowsy  mates,  the  cock 
From  tiie  cross-timber  of  an  out-house  hung : 
Dismally  tolled,  tliat  night,  the  city  clock  ! 
At  mom  my  sick  heart  hunger  scarcely  stung, 
Nor  to  the  beggar's  language  could    I  fit  my 
tongue. 

zLiir. 
So  passed  a  second  day  ;  and,  when  the  third 
Was  come,  I  tried  in  vain  the  crowd*s  resort. 
— In  deep  despur,  by  frightful  wishes  stirred, 
"Scar  the  sea-side  I  reached  a  ruined  fort ; 
Tliere,  pains  which  nature  could  no  more  support, 


With  blindness  linked,  did  on  my  vitals  lall ; 
And,  after  many  intermptioDS  short 
Of  hideous  sense,  I  sank,  nor  step  ooold  crawl : 
Unsought  for  was  the  help  that  did  my  Ufe  reeaL 

xuv. 
Borne  to  a  hospital,  I  lay  with  brain 
Drowsy  and  weak,  and  shattered  memory ; 
I  heard  my  neighbours  in  their  beds  complain 
Of  nuiny  things  which  never  troubled  me — 
Of  feet  still  bustling  round  with  bosy  glee. 
Of  looks  where  conmion  kindness  had  no  party 
Of  service  done  with  cold  formality, 
Fretting  the  fever  round  the  languid  hear^ 
And  groans  which,  as  they  said,  mightmakoadsid 
man  start 

ZLV. 

Tliese  thmgs  just  served  to  stir  the  ■hnoboiif 

sense, 
Nur  pain  nor  pity  in  my  boeom  raised. 
With  strength  did  memory  retom  ;  and. 
Dismissed,  again  on  open  day  I  gazed. 
At  houses,  men,  and  conunon  light. 
The  lanes  I  sought,  and,  as  the  sun  retired. 
Come  where  beneath  the  trees  a  fiiggot  Uaxed; 
The  travellers  saw  me  weep,  my  £ae  mqpred, 
And  gave  me  food— and  rest,  more  weleome,  imn 

desired. 

XLTI. 

Rougli  potters  seemed  tiiey,  trading  soberiy 
WiUi  panniered  asses  driven  from  door  to  door ;     i 
But  life  of  happier  sort  set  forth  to  me. 
And  other  joys  my  fancy  to  allure— 
Tlie  bag-pipe  dinning  on  the  midnight  moor 
In  bam  uplighted  ;  and  companions  booo^ 
Well  met  from  far  with  revelry  secure 
Among  the  forest  glades,  while  jocund  Jane 
Rolled  fast  along  the  sky  his  warm  and  genial 
moon. 

3CLTII. 

But  ill  they  suited  me — those  joame}'8  dark 
0*or  moor  and  mountain,  midnight  theft  to  hatdi  I 
To  cluirm  the  surly  house-dog's  faithful  bark, 
Or  hang  on  tip-toe  at  tiie  lifted  latch. 
The  gloomy  lantern,  and  the  dim  blue  match. 
The  black  disguise,  the  ^-aming  whistle  shrilly 
Aud  ear  still  busy  on  its  nightiy  watch, 
Were  not  for  me,  brought  up  in  nothing  iH  : 
Besides,  on  griefs  so  fresh  my  thoughts  weie  brood- 
ing stilL 

zLvni. 
What  could  I  do,  unaided  and  unbleet  f 
My  fatiier!  gone  was  ever)*  friend  of  thine: 


I 
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And  kmdred  of  de^d  hosbuid  are  at  best 
Small  help  ;  and,  after  marriage  such  as  mine. 
With  little  Irindnftfi  would  to  me  inclme. 
Nor  was  I  then  for  toil  or  service  fit ; 
M J  deep-drawn  sighs  no  effort  could  confine  ; 
In  open  air  forgetfid  would  I  sit 
Whole  hoursi  with  idle  arms  in  moping  sorrow 
knit. 

xuz. 
Hie  roads  I  paeed,  I  loitered  through  the  fields ; 
Conlentedl jy  yet  sometimes  self-accused, 
TVviled  my  life  to  what  chance  bounty  yields. 
Now  eoldly  giren,  now  utterly  refused. 
The  ground  I  for  my  bed  have  often  used : 
But  what  afflicts  my  peace  with  keenest  ruth, 
la  that  I  hftre  my  inner  self  abused. 
Foregone  the  home  delight  of  constant  truth, 
And  dear  and  open  soul,  so  prized  in  fearless 
yooth. 

i» 
Tfarougfa  tears  the  rising  sun  I  oft  have  viewed, 
Tfarougfa  tears  have  seen  him  towards  that  world 


Where  my  poor  heart  lost  all  its  fortitude : 

Three  years  a  wanderer  now  my  course  I  bend — 

Oh  I  tdl  me  whither— for  no  earthly  friend 

Have  L** — She  ceased,  and  weeping  turned  away  ; 

As  if  becaaee  her  tale  was  at  an  end. 

She  wept ;  beeaose  she  had  no  more  to  say 

Of  diat  perpetnal  wei^t  which  on  her  ^irit  lay. 

LL 

True  sympathy  the  Sailor's  looks  expressed, 
His  looks-— for  pondering  he  was  mute  the  while. 
Of  eodal  Order's  care  for  wretchedness. 
Of  Time's  sore  help  to  calm  and  reconcile, 
Joy's  second  ^»ring  and  Hope's  long-treasured 


not  for  him  to  qpeak — a  man  so  tried. 
Yet,  to  r^eve  her  heart,  in  friendly  style 
Proverbial  wcntis  of  comfort  he  applied. 
And  not  in  vain,  while  they  went  pacing  side  by 


LtU 


Ere  long,  from  heaps  of  turf,  before  their  sight, 
Togedier  smoking  in  the  sun's  slant  beam, 
Rise  varioos  wreaths  that  into  one  unite 
Which  hi^  and  hi^er  mounts  with  silver  gleam  : 
Fair  spectade, — but  instantly  a  scream 
Thence  barsting  shrill  did  all  remark  prevent ; 
They  pansed,  and  heard  a  hoarser  voice  blaepheme, 
And  female  cries.    Their  coarse  they  thither  bent. 
And  met  a  man  who  foamed  with  anger  vehement 


UJL 


A  woman  stood  wiUi  quivering  lips  and  pale. 
And,  pointing  to  a  little  child  that  lay 
Stretched  on  the  ground,  began  a  piteous  tale  ; 
How  in  a  simple  fr-eak  of  thoughtless  play 
He  had  provoked  his  father,  who  straightway. 
As  if  each  blow  were  deadlier  than  the  last, 
Struck  the  poor  innocent    Pallid  with  dismay 
The  Soldier's  Widow  heard  and  stood  aghast ; 
And  stem  looks  on  the  man  her  grey-haii^  Com- 
rade cast 


uv. 


His  voice  with  indignation  rising  high 
Such  further  deed  in  manhood's  name  forbade ; 
The  peasant,  wild  in  passion,  made  reply 
With  bitter  insult  and  revilings  sad  ; 
Asked  him  in  scorn  what  business  there  he  had  ; 
What  kind  of  plunder  he  was  hunting  now  ; 
The  gallows  would  one  day  of  him  be  glad  ; — 
Though  inward  anguish  damped  the  Sailor's  brow, 
Yet  calm  he  seemed  as  thou^ts  so  poignant  would 
allow. 


LV. 


Softly  he  stroked  the  child,  who  lay  outstretched 
With  face  to  earth  ;  and,  as  the  boy  turned  round 
His  battered  head,  a  groan  the  Sailor  fetched 
As  if  he  saw — ^there  and  upon  that  ground — 
Strange  repetition  of  the  deadly  wound 
He  had  himself  inflicted.    Through  his  brain 
At  once  the  griding  iron  passage  found  ; 
Deluge  of  tender  thoughts  then  rushed  anmin, 
Nor  could  his  sunken  eyes  the  starting  tear  restrain. 


LTL 


Within  himself  he  said — What  hearts  have  we  ! 
The  blessing  this  a  father  gives  his  child  ! 
Yet  happy  thou,  poor  boy  !  compared  with  me, 
Suffering  not  doing  ill — fate  far  more  mild. 
The  stranger's  looks  and  tears  of  wrath  U*guile<l 
The  father,  and  relenting  thoughts  awoke  ; 
He  Idseed  his  son — so  all  was  reconciled 
Then,  with  a  voice  which  inward  trouble  broke 
Ere  to  his  lips  it  came,  the  Sailor  tlierii  \MMyijke, 


tni. 


**  Bad  is  the  worid,  and  hard  is  the  world  *»  kw 
Eren  for  the  man  who  wears  tlie  warui«.f>t  fi«;«;r:c  ; 
Much  need  have  ye  tliat  time  monr  c\tjN:\y  driiW 
The  bond  of  nature,  all  unkindneiM  <y;a««.*, 
And  that  among  so  few  there  *ti]l  be  f/«:ace  : 
Else  can  ye  hope  but  with  such  nutneriMh  ftftm 
Your  pains  hhall  ever  with  your  years  incncaiie  !**— 
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While  from  his  heart  the  appropriate  lesson  flows, 
A  correspondent  calm  stole  gently  o*er  his  woes. 

LVIll. 

Forthwith  the  pcur  passed  on ;  and  down  they  look 
Into  a  narrow  valley's  pleasant  scene 
Where  wreaths  of  vapour  tracked  a  winding  hrook. 
That  habbled  on  through  groves  and  meadows 

green ; 
A  low-roofed  house  peeped  out  the  trees  between  ; 
The  dripping  groves  resound  with  cheerful  lays. 
And  melancholy  lowings  intervene 
Of  scattered  herds,  that  in  the  meadow  graze, 
Some  amid  lingering  shade,  some  touched  by  the 

sun's  rays. 

They  saw  and  heard,  and,  winding  with  the  road 
Down  a  thick  wood,  they  dropt  into  the  vale  ; 
Comfort  by  prouder  mansions  unbestowed 
Their  wearied  frames,  she  hoped,  would   soon 

regale. 
Erelong  ihey  reached  that  cottage  in  the  dale  : 
It  was  a  rustic  inn  ; — ^the  board  was  spread. 
The  milk-maid  followed  with  her  brimming  pail. 
And  lustily  the  master  carved  the  bread. 
Kindly  the  housewife  pressed,  and  they  in  comfort 

fed. 

LX. 

Their  breakfast  done,  the  pcur,  though  loth,  must 

part ; 
Wanderers  whose  course  no  longer  now  agrees. 
She  rose  and  bade  farewell  I  and,  while  her  beai*t 
Struggled  with  tears  nor  could  its  sorrow  ease, 
She  left  him  there  ;  for,  clustering  round  his  knees. 
With  his  oak-staff  the  cottage  children  played  ; 
And  soon  she  reached  a  spot  o'erhung  with  trees 
And  banks  of  ragged  earth  ;  beneath  the  shade 
Across  the  pebbly  road  a  little  runnel  strayed. 

LXt. 

A  cart  and  horse  beside  the  rivulet  stood  ; 
Chequering  the  canvas  roof  the  sunbeams  shone. 
She  saw  the  carman  bend  to  scoop  the  flood 
As  the  wain  fronted  her^ — ^wherein  lay  one, 
A  pale-faced  Woman,  in  disease  far  gone. 
The  carman  wet  her  lips  as  well  behoved  ; 
Bed  under  her  lean  body  there  was  none. 
Though  even  to  die  near  one  she  most  had  loved 
She  could  not  of  herself  those  wasted  limbs  have 
moved. 

LXO. 

The  Soldier's  Widow  learned  with  honest  pain 
And  homefelt  force  of  sympathy  smcere, 


Why  thus  that  worn-out  wretch  must  there  sustain 
Tlie  jolting  road  and  morning  air  severe. 
The  wain  pursued  its  way  ;  and  following  near 
In  pure  compassion  she  her  steps  retraced 
Far  as  the  cottage.    **  A  sad  sight  is  here," 
She  cried  aloud  ;  and  forth  ran  out  in  haste 
The  friends  whom  she  had  left  but  a  few  minutes 
past. 


LZUX. 


While  to  the  door  with  eager  speed  they  nm. 
From  her  bare  straw  the  Woman  half  upraised 
Her  bony  visage — gaunt  and  deadly  wan  ; 
No  pity  asking,  on  the  group  she  gazed 
With  a  dim  eye,  distracted  and  amazed  ; 
Then  sank  upon  her  straw  with  feeble  moan. 
Fervently  cried  the  housewife—^  God  be  praised, 
I  have  a  house  that  I  can  call  my  own  ; 
Nor  shall  she  perish  there,  untended  and  alone  !** 


UUT. 


So  in  they  bear  her  to  the  chimney  seat, 
And  busily,  though  yet  with  fear,  untie 
Her  garments,  and,  to  warm  her  icy  feet 
And  chafe  her  temples,  careful  hands  apply. 
Nature  reviving,  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh 
She  strove,  and  not  in  vain,  her  head  to  rear  ; 
Then  said — "  I  thank  you  all ;  if  I  must  die, 
The  God  in  heaven  my  prayers  for  you  will  hear ; 
Till  now  I  did  not  think  my  end  had  been  so 


LXY. 


"  Barred  every  comfort  labour  could  procure. 
Suffering  what  no  endurance  could  assuage, 
I  was  compelled  to  seek  my  father's  door. 
Though  loth  to  be  a  burUicn  on  his  age. 
But  ackness  stopped  me  in  au  early  stage 
Of  my  sad  journey  ;  and  within  the  wain 
They  placed  me— there  to  end  life's  pilgrimage. 
Unless  beneath  your  roof  I  may  remain  : 
For  I  shall  never  see  my  father's  door  again. 


LXVI. 


**  My  life,  Heaven  knows,  hath  long  been  burthen- 
some; 
But,  if  I  have  not  meekly  suffered,  meek 
May  my  end  be  !  Soon  will  this  voice  be  dumb  : 
Should  child  of  mine  e'er  wander  hither,  speak 
Of  me,  say  that  Ihe  worm  is  on  my  cheek. — 
Tom  from  our  hut,  that  stood  beside  the  sea 
Near  Portland  lighthouse  in  a  lonesome  creek. 
My  husband  served  in  sad  captivity 
On  shipboard,  bound  till  peace  or  death  should  sel 
him  free. 
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Lzvn. 


*  A  BuUtt^B  wife  I  knew  a  widow's  cares. 
Yet  two  sweel  little  (mes  partook  my  bed  ; 
Hope  cheered  my  dreams,  and  to  my  daily  prayers 
Our  heayenly  Fadier  granted  each  day's  bread  ; 
Tm  one  was  fonnd  by  stroke  of  violence  dead. 
Whose  body  near  our  cottage  chanced  to  lie  ; 

A  dire  sospicioo  drove  us  from  our  shed ; 

In  vain  to  find  a  friendly  face  we  try, 

Hot  eoold  we  live  together  those  poor  boys  and  I ; 

ucTin. 

*  For  evil  toogoes  made  oath  how  on  that  day 
My  hnrfiand  larked  about  the  neighbourhood  ; 
Now  he  had  fled,  and  whither  none  could  say, 
And  he  had  done  the  deed  in  the  dark  wood — 
Near  his  own  home  ! — but  he  was  mild  and  good  ; 
Never  on  earth  was  gentler  creature  seen  ; 

He  'd  not  have  robbed  the  raven  of  its  food. 
My  husband's  loving  kindness  stood  between 
Me  and  all  worldly  harms  and  wrongs  however 
keen." 

LXIZ. 

Alas  !  the  thing  she  told  with  labouring  breath 

Tlie  Sailor  knew  too  weU.    That  wickedness 

His  band  had  wrought ;  and  when,  in  the  hour  of 

death. 
He  saw  his  Wife's  lips  move  his  name  to  bless 
With  her  last  words,  unable  to  suppress 
Hk  angiiirfi,  with  his  heart  he  ceased  to  strive ; 
And,  weeping  loud  in  this  extreme  distress, 
He  cried — ^  Do  pity  me  I  That  thou  shouldst  live 
1  neither  ask  nor  wish — forgive  me,  but  forgive  ! " 

LXX. 

To  tdl  the  diange  that  Voice  within  her  wrought 
Nature  by  sign  or  sound  made  no  essay  ; 
A  sudden  joy  surprised  expiring  thought. 
And  every  mortal  pang  dissolved  away. 
Berne  gently  to  a  bed,  in  death  she  lay ; 
Yet  still  while  over  her  the  husband  bent, 
A  look  was  in  her  face  which  seeuied  to  say, 
i  **  Be  blest ;  by  sight  of  thee  from  heaven  was  sent 
Pttee  to  my  parting  soul,  the  fulness  of  couteut." 


LXXL 


She  slept  in  peace, — his  pulses  throbbed  and  stopped. 
Breathless  he  gazed  upon  her  face, — then  took 
Her  hand  in  his,  and  raised  it,  but  both  dropped. 
When  on  his  own  he  cast  a  rueful  look. 
His  ears  were  never  sileut ;  sleep  forsook 
His  burning  eyelids  stretched  and  stiff  as  lead ; 
All  night  from  time  to  time  under  him  shook 
The  floor  as  he  lay  shuddering  on  his  bed  ; 
And  oft  he  groaned  aloud,  <<  0  God,  that  I  were 
dead!" 


LXXU, 


The  Soldier's  Widow  lingered  in  the  cot ; 
And,  when  he  rose,  he  thanked  her  pious  care 
Through  which  his  Wife,  to  that  kind  shelter 

brought. 
Died  in  his  arms ;  and  with  those  thanks  a  prayer 
He  breathed  for  her,  and  for  that  merciful  pah*. 
The  corse  interred,  not  one  hour  he  remained 
Beneath  their  roof,  but  to  the  open  air 
A  burthen,  now  with  fortitude  sustained, 
He  bore  within  a  breast  where  dreadful  quiet 

reigned. 


UUIIf. 

Ccmfirmed  of  purpose,  fearlessly  prepared 
For  act  and  suffering,  to  the  city  straight 
He  journeyed,  and  forthwith  his  crime  declared  : 
"  And  from  your  doom,"  he  added,  "  now  I  wait. 
Nor  let  it  linger  long,  the  murdercr*8  fate. 
Not  ineffectual  was  tliat  piteous  claim  : 
"  0  welcome  sentence  which  will  end  tliough  late, 
He  said, ''  the  pongs  tliat  to  my  conscience  came 
Out  of  tliat  deed.     My  trust,  Saviour  !  is  in  thy 
name  !" 

LXXIT. 

His  fate  was  pitied.     Him  in  iron  case 
(Reader,  forgive  the  intolerable  tliouj;ht) 
They  hung  not : — no  one  on  his  form  or  face 
Could  gaze,  as  on  a  show  by  idlers  sought ; 
No  kindred  sufferer,  to  his  death-place  brought 
By  lawless  curiosity  or  cliance, 
When  into  storm  tlie  evening  sky  is  wTonglit, 
Upon  his  swinging  corse  an  eye  can  glance, 
And  drop,  as  he  once  dropped,  in  miserable  trance. 
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Euuuraa,  Wilet»ELoua» 


TfMB,  Oc  ilr^M  ^Haiy  tit. 

RsAonsalradj  ac^paiatod  with  my  Pbema  wiU  ncogniK,  in  tbe  fbUowi^  cenpoaitioa,  mm  c%]iC  or  lea  Unr 
wfaich  I  baTe  not  templed  to  reUin  in  tho  places  where  they  originally  stood.  It  is  pn>pcr  bowerer  to  add,  that  tbt-, 
woold  not  have  been  ucd  elaewbcre,  if  I  had  fuieacen  th«  time  when  I  might  be  iadaced  to  pabUdi  this  Tmgr^y. 


Fttrmarp  88,  ISU. 
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ACT  I. 

ScEXEy  road  in  a  Wood. 

Wallacc  and  Lacy. 

Lory.  The  Troop  will  be  impatient ;  let  ns  hie 
Back  to  our  poet,  and  strip  the  Scottish  Foray 
Of  their  rich  Spoil,  ere  they  recrose  the  Border. 
— Pity  that  our  young  Chief  will  have  no  part 
In  this  good  senrice. 

Wal,  Rather  let  us  grieve 

That,  in  the  undertaking  which  has  caused 
His  absence,  he  hath  sought,  whatever  his  aim. 
Companionship  with  One  of  crooked  ways. 
From  whose  perverted  soul  can  come  no  good 
To  our  confiding,  open-hearted,  Leader. 

Laqf.  True ;  and,  remembering  how  the  Band 
have  proved 
Tliat  Oswald  finds  small  favour  in  our  sight. 
Welt  may  we  wonder  he  has  gained  such  power 
Over  our  much-loved  Captain. 

Wat.  I  have  heard 

Of  some  dark  deed  to  which  in  early  life 
U)s  piiMiinn  drove  him— then  a  Voyager 
Upnii  the  midland  Sea.    Yon  knew  his  bearing 
Itt  rntpMinel 

Lffff.  Whero  he  despised  alike 

Mttlmttitttpdan  Atul  Cliristian.    But  enough  ; 
\^i  ti«  ttPtpMip  -  tli9  Hand  may  else  bo  foiled. 

{^Exeunt, 


EmUr  Jf  ARiLAoncB  «■«#  Wruracn. 
Wil.  Be  cautious,  my  dear  Master  ! 
Mar,  I  perceiw 

That  fear  is  like  a  doak  which  old  men  huddle 
About  their  love,  as  if  to  keep  it  warm. 

WU.  Nay,  but  I  grieve  that  we  should  part 
This  Stranger, 

For  such  he  is 

3/ar.  Your  busy  fancies,  Wilfred, 

Might  tempt  me  to  a  smile  ;  but  what  of  him  I 
Wil.  You  know  that  you  have  saved  his  life. 
Mar.  I  know  i^ 

WU.  And  that  he  hates  you  ! — Pardon  me^pof 
haps 
That  word  was  hasty. 
Mar.  Fy  !  no  more  of  it 

WU.  Dear  Master  !  gratitude  *s  a  heavy  buidai 
To  a  proud  Soul. — Nobody  loves  this  Oswald — 
Yourself,  you  do  not  love  him. 

Mar,  I  do  more, 

I  honour  him.     Strong  feelings  to  his  heart 
Are  natural ;  and  from  no  one  can  be  learnt 
More  of  man's  tlioughts  and  wa}*s  tlian  his  experienc 
Has  given  him  power  to  teach  :  and  then  for  coun^ 
And  enterprise— what  perils  hath  he  slinnued  I 
What  obstacles  liatli  he  failed  to  overcome  I 
Answer  tliese  questions,  from  our  common  knoi 

ledge. 
And  be  at  rest 


K^^^^^^^^^^^U 

THE  DOllDEREItS                                                      25 
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Ira.              DK  Sir  I 

And  I  Itad  beard  the  like  before :  in  aoolh 

»«.                           !>»«,  my  Hood  V/SInd  ; 

The  (ale  of  this  hit  qnondam  Barony 

^H  LMd»d.i.S  uul  trU  rha  Band 

^^H 

^  ti  wUldMn  ID  Kro  dkjv,  U  fklthoL 

Of  hia  forlorn  appearance,  could  not  fiiil 

^^H 

!IKL  Hq  Ua  wboMijs  u  orsriiU  (inttcct  ;ou  ! 

To  nuLke  the  proud  and  vain  bb  iribuUmee, 

^^H 

[ffj^f. 

And  iitir  the  pulse  of  lazy  chsrily. 

The  acignoriea  of  Herbert  are  in  Devon  ; 

■ 

aMrBMWB  («  Iwul  t^pUnU  In  tU  iixl). 

~f, 

;Ck  TUi  wood  it  rich  in  pluta  uid  ourioiu 

■NflnL 

Siar.                         Treat  him  gently,  Oswald  ; 

'Mt(l)thi9afii«i).  The*iU  roM,  uid  die 

Tbougli  I  have  never  aeen  hia  face,  mediinliB, 

A 

There  cannot  come  a  day  when  1  aliaU  ceue 

^^■i 

Mtilwta.dnu.ltawddl 

^^H 

|k.                                That  ohich.  while  it  is 

Of  scarcely  seven  years'  growtli,  beneath  Uie  Elm 

^^1 

m  M  dM»«7.  )*  alio  Mnng  lo  hnl- 

That  casta  its  ehade  over  our  village  school. 

^^H 

'TwBB  my  delight  to  mt  and  bear  Idoaea 

^^H 

J«ti  «|t«  l-W.  H  luiiur  her«  av.hile ; 

lUpeat  her  Father'a  (errible  adventures, 

1  [■■ilii 1    111.1, 

^^1 

toLd  IMW-  »  ;U>  iawJ).  11  i.  DO  eommoQ 

And  that  was  the  beginning  of  roy  love. 

^^H 

«iiV«l»iowEIn7«u 

And,  (liroiigli  all  convene  of  onr  later  jeare. 

An  image  of  this  old  Man  atill  wan  prtaenl. 

^^1 

I^MifHHilboDndMl  lOfml,  0>wal.l  : 

Whm  I  had  been  most  happy.    Pardon  lue 

^^H 

IBMf*  Mm  tUa  1— Vm  >»  her  write  il ! 

If  thU  bo  idly  spoken. 

^^^1 

K.  lad  ■«  tU  Mara  Willi  whidi  ifao  blotted  it. 

Obv.                          See,  tliey  come. 

^^^1 

«  Jted  MAtag  1»  woolJ  latiEf;  him  t 

Two  TraveUers  1 

^^H 

«                                                              No  lot ; 

Mar.  (jMi'nu).    The  woman  is  Idiinea. 

>te  MdMD-  la  h>>  ChiM-i  affection 

Om.  And  leading  HurU<.-n. 

^^^1 

H  kU  a  tlan. »  if  'Iwi.  robbery. 

Mar.                                W»  must  let  them  pau— 

^^1 

Tliis  thicket  will  conceal  us.          [Thty  atp  «ii,k. 

^^H 

K  t  ta«  -*  *Kat  Mrangc  prejudice 

^^H 

■did hi* Mini:  tliiiBuidnroui.. 

JFofir  Iwsiu,  ludisv  UsMiin  Uind. 

^^H 

k  ;MVt  wUKtad  Cor  ihe  D<.bl<»t  endi, 

/dim.  Dear  Father,  you  sigh  deeply;  ever  since 

^^H 

t  *i  «MiB«  of  klw  Elk  ud  TwMd 

We  left  the  willow  shade  by  the  brDok.aide, 

^^H 

m*  *«  ImmoM-^  «JI.  u.  -  Outlaw.  ;" 

^^H 

kfMnalC  i*  pUb  trrm.  h.  ...^ 

Ifrr.                                                             Nay, 

^^H 

pab  >M  taltm  «p  Ibal  Indolence 

You  are  too  fearful  {  yet  must  I  confess. 

^^H 

l«HI>»«.W,Ud»p.dlj 

Our  manb  of  yesterday  had  better  suited 

^^1 

■vM. 

A  Hrmer  step  than  mine. 

^^H 

R.            IC^M7l».oi),b«rt 

Hoa.                                That  dismal  Mool^ 

«MtMbr«e,bdpl,«iwh,S.. 

In  spite  of  all  the  larks  that  chccrvd  our  padi. 

^^1 

K  1W«  bn^  ■>■  lor  a  Mu  tiM  ea«J. 

1  never  can  toipre  it :  but  how  steadily 

^^H 

Mad, 

I'oa  paced  along,  when  the  Uwildet^ng  moouUghl 

^^H 

W I  pw*aarfr  t«>(.*.M  to  ihlDk 

Mocked  me  with  many  a  airange  fantastic  shape  1— 

^^H 

Mlatf^aML 

1  thought  the  Convent  never  would  appear  ; 

^^H 

r.                         Thii  dajr  irm  mmM 

It  seemed  to  more  away  frum  us  :  and  yet, 

dte-MWI. 

That  you  are  thus  the  fitull  is  mine  ;  tor  tlie  ur 

^^H 

>.                      BstiriliebiLiidMui-aid.' 

Wu  soft  and  warm,  no  dew  lay  on  the  grass. 

^^1 

iffWM.1 

And  midway  on  the  wasle  ere  night  had  fslleQ 

^H 

r.                  Woold  it  •««  poMibie ; 

I  .pied  a,  Covert  waUed  and  roofed  with  sods— 

■  ^  SMSh  un  tl»  tfau  liimM>If, 

^^1 

Who  might  liave  found  a  notliing-dolng  hour 

^^H 

ba  B«ha1  pnidi  in  ih  varf* 

Heavier  than  work,  raiwd  it :  witliin  that  hiil 

^*i«Mrfqn»-i 

We  might  luve  made  a  kindly  bed  of  heath. 

^^1 

And  thankfully  there  rested  side  by  uda 

^M 

1 
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Wrapped  in  our  cloaks,  and,  with  recruited  strength, 
Have  hailed  tlie  morning  sun.      But    cheerily. 

Father, — 
That  staff  of  yours,  I  could  ahnost  haye  heart 
To  fling  *t  away  from  you  :  you  make  no  use 
Of  me,  or  of  my  strength  ; — come,  let  me  feel 
That  you  do  press  upon  me.     There — indeed 
You  are  quite  exhausted.     Let  us  rest  awhile 
On  this  green  bank.  [He  siU  down. 

Ilcr,  {a/ler  some  time).  Idouea^  you  are  silent, 
Aud  I  divine  the  cause. 

Idon,  Do  not  reproach  me  : 

I  pondered  patiently  your  wish  and  will 
When  I  gave  way  to  your  request ;  and  now, 
When  I  behold  the  ruins  of  that  face, 
Those  eyebaUs  dark— dark  beyond  hope  of  light. 
And  think  tliat  they  were  blasted  for  my  sake. 
The  name  of  Marmaduko  is  blown  away  : 
Father,  I  would  not  change  that  sacred  feeling 
For  all  this  world  can  give. 

Jffer.  Nay,  be  composed  : 

Few  minutes  gone  a  fuutness  overspread 
My  frame,  aud  I  bethought  me  of  two  tilings 
I  ne'er  had  heart  to  separate — ^my  grave. 
And  thee,  my  Child  1 

Idon.                        Believe  me,  honoured  Sire  I 
'Tis  weariness  that  breeds  tliese  gloomy  fancies. 
And  you  mistake  the  cause  :  you  hear  the  woods 
Resound  with  music,  could  you  see  tlie  sun. 
And  look  upon  the  pleasant  face  of  Nature 

Ilcr.  I  comprehend  tliec — I  should  be  as  cheerful 
As  if  we  two  were  twins  ;  two  songsters  bred 
In  the  same  nest,  my  spiing-time  one  witli  thine. 
My  fancies,  fancies  if  they  be,  arc  such 
As  come,  dear  Child  I  from  a  far  deeper  source 
Than  bodily  weariness.     While  here  we  sit 
I  feel  my  strength  returning. — The  bequest 
Of  thy  kind  Patroness,  which  to  receive 
We  have  tlms  far  adventiuxjd,  will  suffice 
To  save  tliee  from  the  extreme  of  penury  ; 
But  when  thy  Fatlier  must  Ue  down  and  die. 
How  wilt  thou  stand  alone  t 

Idon.  Is  he  not  strong  ! 

Is  he  not  valiant  t 

Her.                      Am  I  then  so  soon 
Forgotten  1  have  my  warnings  passed  so  quickly 
Out  of  thy  mind  1     My  dear,  my  only,  Child  ; 
Thou  wouldst  be  leaning  on  a  broken  reed — 
This  Mirmaduke 

Idon  0  could  you  hear  his  voice  : 

Alas  !  you  do  not  know  him.     He  is  one 
(I  wot  not  what  ill  tongue  has  >vronged  him  with  you) 
All  gentleneas  and  love.     His  face  bcsiK'nks 
A  deep  and  simple  meekness  :  and  that  Soul, 


Which  with  the  motion  of  a  yirtaoas  met 
Flashes  a  look  of  terror  upon  guilty 
Is,  after  conflict,  quiet  as  the  ocean. 
By  a  miraculous  finger,  stilled  mt  onoe. 

Ber,  Unhappy  Woman  I 

Idon,  Nay,  it  was  my  datj 

Thus  much  to  speak  ;  bat  think  not  I  forget— 
Dear  Father  1  how  could  I  forget  and  liTe— 
You  and  the  story  of  that  doleful  night 
When,  Antioch  blazing  to  her  topmost  towei% 
You  rushed  into  the  murderous  flames^  retained 
Blind  as  the  grave,  Irat^  as  yon  oft  hare  told  dm^ 
Clasping  your  in&nt  Daughter  to  yoor  heart 

Ber.  lliy  Mother  too  1—Bcaroe  bad  I  gained  lb 
door, 
I  caught  her  voice  ;  she  threw  herself  npoo  ma^ 
I  felt  thy  infant  brotlier  in  her  arms ; 
She  saw  my  blasted  face — a  tide  of  soldiers 
That  instant  rushed  between  us,  and  I  heard 
Her  last  deatli-shriek,  distinct  among  a  tfaousHid. 

Idon.  Nay,  Father,  stop  not ;  let  me  hear  it  sL 

jfiTer.  Dear  Daughter !  precious  relic  of  that  tims— 
For  my  old  age,  it  doth  remain  with  thee 
To  make  it  what  thou  wilt.    Thoa  hast  been  toU^ 
That  when,  on  our  return  from  Palestine^ 
I  found  how  my  domains  had  been  usurped, 
I  took  thee  in  my  arms,  and  we  began 
Our  wanderings  together.    Providence 
At  length  conducted  us  to  Rossland, — ^there. 
Our  melancholy  story  moved  a  Stranger 
To  take  thee  to  her  home — and  for  myself. 
Soon  after,  the  good  Abbot  of  St.  Cutliberi's 
SuppUed  my  helplessness  with  food  and  raiment, 
Aud,  as  thou  know'st,  gave  me  that  humble  Cot 
Where  now  we  dwell. — For  many  years  I  bore 
Thy  absence,  till  old  age  and  fresh  infirmities 
Exacted  thy  return,  and  our  reunion. 
I  did  not  think  that,  during  that  long  absence. 
My  Child,  forgetful  of  the  name  of  Herbert, 
Had  given  her  love  to  a  wild  Freebooter, 
Who  here,  upon  the  borders  of  the  Tweed, 
Doth  prey  alike  on  two  distracted  Countries, 
Traitor  to  both. 

Idon.  Oh,  could  you  hear  his  voice  I 

I  will  not  call  on  Heaven  to  vouch  for  m.'. 
But  let  tliis  kiss  speak  what  is  in  my  heart. 

Enter  a  Poannt. 

Pea.  Good  morrow.  Strangers  I  If  yon  want  i 
Guide, 
Let  me  have  leave  to  serve  you  ! 

Idon.  My  Companino 

Hnth  need  of  rest ;  the  sight  of  Hut  or  Hostel 
Would  be  most  welcome. 
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Pea,  Yon  white  hawthorn  gained. 

Yon  will  look  down  mto  a  dell,  and  there 
Will  see  an  ash  from  which  a  sign-board  hangs ; 
The  hoose  is  hidden  by  the  shade.    Old  Man, 
Yon  seem  worn  out  with  travel — shall  I  support  you! 

Her,  I  thank  yon  ;  but,  a  resting-place  so  near, 
Twere  wrong  to  trouble  you. 

Pta,  Grod  speed  you  both. 

iExit  PeaBant 

Her,  Idonea,  we  must  part    Be  not  alarmed — 
Tia  but  for  a  few  days — a  thought  has  struck  me. 

Idem,  Hiat  I  should  leave  you  at  tiiis  house,  and 
tbenoe 
Proceed  alone.    It  shall  be  so  ;  for  strength 
Would  feil  yon  ere  our  journey's  end  be  reached. 

J^Exit  Hbrbkrt  Mupported  by  loonsA. 

Rt-tnUr  Makmaookb  and  Oswald. 

Mar,  This  instant  will  we  stop  him 

Otm,  Be  not  hasty, 

For,  aoDieiimes,  in  despite  of  my  conyiction. 
He  tempted  me  to  think  the  Story  true  ; 
ms  plain  he  lores  the  Maid,  and  what  he  said 
That  savoured  of  aversion  to  thy  name 
Appeared  the  genuine  colour  of  his  soul — 
Anxiety  lest  mischief  should  befal  her 
After  his  death. 

Mar,  I  have  been  much  deceived. 

Otm.  But  sure  he  loves  the  Maiden,  and  never  love 
Conkl  find  ddight  to  nurse  itself  so  strangely. 
Tints  to  tonnent  her  with  inverUioTU  ! — death — 
There  must  be  tR!^  in  this. 

Mar,  Truth  in  his  story  ! 

He  most  have  felt  it  then,  known  what  it  was. 
And  in  sodi  wise  to  rack  her  gentle  heart 
Had  been  a  tenfold  cruelty. 

Oew,  Strange  pleasures 

Do  we  poor  mortals  cater  for  ourselves  I 
To  see  him  thus  provoke  her  tenderness 
Widi  tales  of  weakness  and  infirmity  I 
I  'd  wager  on  his  life  for  twenty  years. 

Mar.  We  will  not  waste  an  hour  in  such  a  cause. 

One.  Why,  this  is  noble  I  shake  her  off  at  once. 

Mar,  Her  virtues  are  his  instruments. — A  Man 
Who  has  so  practised  on  the  world's  cold  seopn. 
May  well  deceive  his  Child — what  I  leave  her  thus, 
A  prey  to  a  deceiver  I — ^no— no — no — 
Tb  bat  a  word  and  then 

(km.  Something  is  here 

Moredian  we  see,  or  whence  this  strong  aversion! 
Kannaduke  I  I  suspect  unworthy  tales 
Have  reached  his  ear — you  have  had  enemies. 

Mar,  Enemies  I — of  his  own  coinage. 

Oma,  That  may  be. 

Bat  wherefore  slight  protection  such  as  you 


Have  power  to  yield !  perhaps  he  looks  elsewhere. — 
I  am  perplexed. 
Mar.  What  hast  thou  heard  or  seen  ! 

Osw.  No— no — the  thing  stands  clear  of  mystery ; 
(As  you  have  said)  he  coins  himself  the  slander 
With  which  he  taints  her  ear  ; — for  a  plain  reason ; 
He  dreads  the  presence  of  a  virtuous  man 
Like  you  ;  he  knows  your  eye  would  search  his 

heart, 
Your  justice  stamp  upon  his  evil  deeds 
The  punishment  they  merit     All  is  plain  : 

It  cannot  be 

Mar,  What  cannot  bel 

Ono.  Yet  that  a  Father 

Should  in  his  love  admit  no  rivalship, 

And  torture  thus  the  heart  of  his  own  Cliild 

Mar.  Nay,  you  abuse  my  friendship  ! 
Osw.  Heaven  forbid  1 — 

There  was  a  circumstance,  trifling  indeed — 
It  struck  me  at  the  time — ^yet  I  believe 
I  never  should  have  thought  of  it  again 
But  for  the  scene  which  we  by  chance  have  wit- 
nessed. 
Mar.    What  is  your  meaning  ? 
Otw,  Two  days  gone  I  saw, 

Though  at  a  distance  and  he  was  disguised, 
Hovering  round  Herbert'sdoor,a  man  whose  figure 
Resembled  much  that  cold  voluptuary. 
The  villun,  Clifford.    He  hates  you,  and  he  knows 
Where  he  can  stab  you  deepest. 

Mar.  Clifford  never 

Would  stoop  to  skulk  about  a  Cottage  door — 
It  could  not  be. 

Osw.  And  yet  I  now  remember, 

That,  when  your  praise  was  warm  upon  my  tongue, 
And  the  blind  Man  was  told  how  you  hod  rescued 
A  maiden  from  the  ruffian  violence 
Of  tliis  same  Clifford,  he  became  impatient 
And  would  not  hear  me. 

Mar,  No — it  cannot  be — 

I  dare  not  trust  myself  with  such  a  tliouglit — 
Yet  whence  this  strange  avemun  1  You  are  a  man 

Not  used  to  rash  conjectures 

Osw.  If  you  deem  it 

A  thing  worth  further  notice,  we  must  act 
With  caution,  sift  the  matter  artfully. 

\^Excutd  Marmadl-kk  and  Oswald. 


ScsNE,  the  door  of  the  Hostel, 

Hkrbbrt,  Ioonba,  and  Host. 
Her,  {seated).  As  I  am  dear  to  you,  remember. 
Child! 
This  last  request. 
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Idt»u  Yoa  know  me,  Sire  ;  farewell ! 

Jffer,  And  are  you  going  tlien  t    Come,  come, 
Idonea, 
We  most  not  part, — I  have  measured  many  a  league 
When  these  old  limbs  had  need  of  rest, — and  now 
I  will  not  play  the  sluggard. 

Idon,  Nay,  sit  down« 

ITumtnff  to  Hobt. 
Good  Host,  such  tendance  as  you  would  expect 
From  your  own  Children,  if  yourself  were  sick. 
Let  this  old  Man  find  at  your  hands ;  poor  Leader, 

^Looking  at  the  dog. 
We  soon  shall  meet  again.    If  thou  neglect 
This  charge  of  thine,  then  ill  befal  thee  I — Look, 
The  little  fool  is  loth  to  stay  behind. 
Sir  Host  I  by  all  ihe  love  you  bear  to  courtesy. 
Take  care  of  him,  and  feed  the  truant  well. 

SotL  Fear  not,  I  will  obey  you  ; — ^but  One  so 
young. 
And  One  so  fair,  it  goes  against  my  heart 
That  you  should  travel  unattended,  Lady  I — 
I  have  a  palfrey  and  a  groom  :  tlie  lad 
Shall  squire  you,  (would  it  not  be  better.  Sir }) 
And  for  less  fee  than  I  would  let  him  run 
For  any  lady  I  have  seen  this  twelvemonth. 

Idon.  You  know.  Sir,  I  have  been  too  long  your 
guard 
Not  to  have  learnt  to  laugh  at  little  fears. 
Why,  if  a  wolf  should  leap  from  out  a  thicket, 
A  look  of  mine  would  send  him  scouriug  back, 
Unless  I  differ  from  the  thing  I  am 
When  you  are  by  my  side. 

Her,  Idonea,  wolves 

Are  not  Ihe  enemies  tliat  move  my  fears. 

Idon,  No  more,  I  pray,  of  this.    Three  days  at 
farthest 
Will bxing me  back — protect  him.  Saints — farewell ! 

lExit  Idonka. 

ffost,  *Tb  never  drought  with  us — St.  Cuthbert 
and  his  Pilgrimn, 
Thanks  to  them,  are  to  us  a  stream  of  comfort : 
Pity  the  Maiden  did  not  wait  a  while  ; 
She  could  not.  Sir,  have  failed  of  company. 

Jffer.  Now  she  is  gone,  I  fain  would  call  her  back. 

JTott  {caUing).  Holla  I 

Her.  No,  no,  the  business  must  be  done. — 

What  means  this  riotous  noise ! 

Host.  The  villagers 

Are  flocking  in — a  wedding  festival — 
That 's  all — God  save  you.  Sir. 

Enter  Oswald. 
Osw.  Ha  I  as  I  live. 

The  Baron  Herbert 

Hott.  Mercy,  tlic  Baron  Herbert  I 


Ofw.  So  far  into  your  journey  1  on  my  life, 
You  are  a  lusty  TraveUer.    But  how  fare  yon  t 

Her»  Well  as  the  wreck  I  am  pennits.    And 
you,  Sir  I 

Osw.  I  do  not  see  Idonea. 

Her.  Dutiful  Giri, 

She  is  gone  before,  to  spare  my  wearinesB. 
But  what  has  brought  you  hither  i 

Osw,  A  sljgfat  aflUr, 

That  will  be  Boon  despatched. 

Her.  Did  Mannaduks 

Receive  that  letter  t 

Otw.  Be  at  peace. — ^Tlie  tie 

Is  broken,  you  will  hear  no  more  of  htm. 

Her.  This  is  true  comfort^  tfaanka  a  thonsui 
times  I — 
That  noise  I — would  I  had  gone  with  her  as  fiur 
As  the  Lord  Clifford's  Castle :  I  have  heard 
That,  in  his  milder  moods,  he  has  expressed 
Compassion  for  me.    His  influence  is  great 
With  Henry,  our  good  King  ; — the  Baron  might 
Have  heard  my  suit,  and  urged  my  plea  at  Comt 
No  matter — he 's  a  dangerous  Blan^ — ^That  noise!^ 
'Tis  too  disorderly  for  sleep  or  rest 
Idonea  would  have  fears  for  me^ — the  Convent 
Will  give  me  quiet  lodgmg.  You  haTS  a  boy,  good 

Host, 
And  he  must  lead  me  back. 

Oaw.  You  are  moat  lodKy ; 

I  liave  been  waiting  in  tlie  wood  hard  by 
For  a  companion — here  he  comes  ;  our  journey 

Enter  Marmaoukb. 

Lies  on  your  way  ;  accept  us  as  your  Guidea. 

Her.  Alas  !  I  creep  so  slowly. 

Osw,  Never  fear ; 

We  '11  not  complain  of  that 

Her.  My  limbs  are  stiff 

And  need  repose.    Could  you  but  wait  an  hour  1 

Osw.  Most  willingly ! — Come,  let  me  lead  you  ioy 
And,  while  you  take  your  rest,  tliink  not  of  us ; 
Wo  '11  stroll  into  the  wood  ;  lean  on  my  arm. 

[Conduct*  Hbrbbrt  into  the  house.    Exit  MAEMAMflU* 

Ent^  Villagers. 

Osw.  {to  himself  coming  out  of  the  Hostel).  I  han 
prepared  a  most  apt  Instrument — 
The  Vagrant  must,  no  doubt,  be  loitering  sootf- 

whero 
About  this  ground  ;  she  hath  a  tongue  well  skilled, 
By  mingling  natural  matter  of  her  own 
With  all  the  daring  fictions  I  Iiave  taught  her. 
To  win  belief,  such  as  my  plot  requires. 

[Exit  OswAbP. 
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rt(l»  <I>M>-  Ibu  Uw  BooTt,  m;  Friimd,  had 

M^adwriiB«M.    Preil?  Mudi, 

Irta^  ■■<  Inn  W^.tiJokaMiii  merry  tliou^lita, 
Htm%  M  ^  a»  am  iniD  the  nsi 
!■■  vidh  Ihaa  nn  belilu  would  mih. 


M  iU  ffoMl  adjaitting  lit  BotUl — 
1UU4»V«B  and  OiwiLD  miint^. 

Un  hep*  thu  we  deceive  onnelna: 


■  nqr  faakrl  1  loiow  nal  bow. 
ftK  T»4br  wUl  dew  Dp  ■Il^Yaa  mu-ked  i 


t,  doae  bcmefttli  \t  rouk 

I  !k  ti«ak  milt :  il  n  the  aboile  of  One, 
Ikrfa  fcaanrtu  lill  ouautred  by  Clillurd, 
Uwnpcw  wnfj-uftwri  but,  bIu  1 

pi  ^  bad  mmx  mm]  Miffaml  tonied  lier  linin. 
f^kj  Ur  BKojarr,  die  dwelU  kIoEc, 
f^^Hbvkurialamny  Becdful  work: 

t»l«'fcod  *rliidi*TFl7  day  UiepamnU 
••h«lnd;  MdioUw  Wreldi  liu  lived 
k]«m;  (Btaoooa  xer  hoftrd  her  roice  ; 
^•t«7  i^clM  ai  the  find  itnike  of  IweWe 

•,  wid.  In   the   DeighbonriDg 
trd 

t  pHB  nwin4  and  rvund  an  Infuit'i  gmve, 
MitAa  (h«Rli;«rd  vii  hrr  firet  hava  worn 
^P•«il«^lfc«■^Jili•kll•e-dMp 

^  Ob  I  Gmtlanen,  I  ihank  .yua  ; 

II  til  Ak  ^ddiwl  dnun  that  eter  tnnblod 
•hHtal  bnacenatim. — My  pnur  Balie 
■■JH^  ta  I  IhoD^it,  Tjiag  fur  brrad 
[■  I  hd  MM  to  gi»  Urn  I  wliereap<m, 
Hft^if  tufbtirs  in  U*  liaiid, 

uehedUoD«: 

W  (pllltBl  Ulll> 

■h  tlw  Cbild  widi  jo/ 
>,  mi  hoM  it  Id  hi>  nr, 
\j  fn*  black,  M  be  wtnld  dJo. 
|lr.  T*  iBta  DD  6nM  br  Ibb,  m;  babbl'mg 

oMnlMjw.      [(Tinq  An*  noii^. 

Th«  Sliintt  rewvd  vciu 
d  t — Vrfl,  Sin,  Ihu  [uuaed  an-av ; 


And  AfterwiLrds  I  bacied,  a  stiiuige  dog, 
Tvattiag  alone  along  the  beaten  nnd, 
Caine  to  my  cbild  oa  by  my  side  be  elept 
Aud,  rondling,  Ucked  Ids  faee,  llien  on  a  eudden 
Snipped  fierce  to  make  a  morsel  oC  hu  Ijtad  : 
But  here  he  Is,  [iluiia^  tU  Child'^  it  miuit  hate 
hem  a  dream. 
Oste.  WhennextiDcUnedtaaleep.lakemyadvioe, 
And  pot  your  head,  good  Woman,  under  oover. 

Big.  Ob,  nr,you  would  not  talk  (hue,  if  you  know 
What  life  a  tbia  of  aura,  how  Bleep  wiil  muter 
Tlie  weary-wom. — Vou  gentlefolk  bave  got 
Wum  diamben  to  your  wisli.    I  'd  rather  b« 
A  stone  tlian  what  I  am. — But  two  nights  gone, 
The  dorbnesa  overtook  me — wind  and  rain 
Beat  hard  upon  my  head — and  yet  I  uw 
A  glow-worm,  through  the  covert  of  Uie  furze, 
Sbine  calmly  as  if  nothiag  ailed  tlie  sky  : 

At  which  I  half  accoged  the  God  m  Heaven. 

Vou  moat  forgive  me. 

Otw.  Ay,  and  if  you  think 

The  Fairiee  are  to  blame,  and  you  alionid  cliide 
Your  bvourite  saint — no  matter — tliia  good  day 
JUa  made  amends. 

Beg,  Thaolis  to  yoo  both  ;  but,  0  ax  I 

How  would  yoa  like  to  tnvel  on  whole  houra 
Ab  I  have  done,  my  eye*  upon  tlie  ground. 
Expecting  (till,  I  knew  not  how,  to  find 
A  piece  of  money  glitteiing  tliruugb  the  dost. 

Mai;  Thii  woman  ia  a  prater.  Pray,  good  Lady  ! 
Do  yon  lell  fortuDea  I 

Btg.  Oh  Sir,  you  are  like  the  rest. 

This  Little-one — il  cuts  me  to  tlie  hearts 
Well !  Ihey  might  torn  a  beggar  from  tlirit  doora, 
But  (here  are  MoUien  who  can  see  the  Babe 
Hero  at  my  breast,  and  aak  me  where  I  bought  it: 
Tilts  they  can  do,  and  bat  upon  my  face — 
But  you.  Sir,  should  be  kinder, 

il<ir.  Come  liitber,  Fathcn, 

And  learn  what  natnre  ta  trom  this  poor  Wreteh  ! 

Brg.  Ay,  Si»,  there 'a  nobody  llial  feela  for  ua. 
Why  DOW — bnt  jeaterdny  I  overtook 
A  blind  old  Greybeard  and  actuated  him, 
r  lb*  name  of  all  the  goonta,  and  by  die  Mass 
He  Bhnuld  lure  osed  tn«  better  !— Oiarily  1 
If  you  can  melt  a  rock,  he  ia  your  man  ; 
But  111  be  even  with  him — here  again 
Have  I  been  wuting  for  him. 

Ow.  Well,  but  softly, 

Who  ia  it  that  h«th  wronged  you  1 

Bff.  Mark  yoa  me  ; 

I'll  point  him  oat ; — a  Maiden  is  liis  guide, 
Lovely  as  Spring's  first  roae  ;  a  Utile  dog, 
Tied  by  a  wooUen  cord,  movea  on  before 
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With  look  tm  sad  as  he  were  dumb  ;  the  cur, 
I  owe  him  no  ill  will,  but  in  good  sooth 
He  does  his  Master  credit 

Mar.  As  I  live, 

Tis  Herbert  and  no  other ! 

£eg.  "Tis  a  feast  to  see  him, 

Lank  as  a  ghost  and  tall,  his  shoulders  bent, 
And  long  beard  white  with  age — ^yet  evermore. 
As  if  he  were  the  only  Saint  on  earth. 
He  turns  his  face  to  heaven. 

Osw.  But  why  so  violent 

Against  this  venerable  Man  I 

Beg.  m  tell  you  : 

He  has  the  very  hardest  heart  on  earth  ; 
I  had  as  lief  turn  to  the  Friar's  school 
And  knock  for  entrance,  in  mid  holiday. 
Mar.  But  to  your  story. 
Beg.  I  was  saying,  Sir- 

Well  1 — he  has  often  spumed  me  like  a  toad. 
But  yesterday  was  worse  than  all ; — at  last 
I  overtook  him,  Sirs,  my  Babe  and  I, 
And  begged  a  Httle  aid  for  charity  : 
But  he  was  snappish  as  a  cottage  cur. 
Well  then,  says  I— 1  *11  out  with  it ;  at  which 
I  cast  a  look  upon  the  Girl,  and  felt 
As  if  my  heart  would  burst ;  and  so  I  left  him. 

Osw.  I  think,  good  Woman,you  are  the  very  person 
Whom,  but  some  few  days  past,  I  saw  in  Eskdale, 
At  Herbert's  door. 

Beg.  Ay  ;  and  if  truth  were  known 

I  have  good  business  there. 

03W.  I  met  you  at  the  thresliold, 

And  he  seemed  angry. 

Beg.  Angry  I  well  he  might ; 

And  long  as  I  can  stir  1 11  dog  him.— Yesterday, 
To  serve  me  so,  and  knowing  that  he  owes 
The  best  of  all  he  has  to  me  and  mine. 
But  'tis  all  over  now. — That  good  old  Lady 
Has  left  a  power  of  riches  ;  and  I  say  it. 
If  there's  a  lawyer  in  the  land,  the  knave 
Shall  give  me  half. 

Osw.  What's  this  1—1  fear,  good  Woman, 

You  have  been  insolent. 

Beg.  And  there 's  the  Baron, 

I  spied  him  skulking  in  his  peasant's  dress. 
08W.  How  say  you  \  in  disguise  t — 
j^ar.  But  what's  your  business 

With  Herbert  or  his  Daughter  ? 

Beg.  Daughter!  truly — 

But  how 's  the  day  \—l  fear,  my  little  Boy, 
We've  overslept  ourselves. — Sirs,  have  you  seen 
him  1  COir«;r»  topo. 

Mar.  I  must  have  more  of  this  ; — ^you  shall  not 
stir 


An  inch,  till  I  am  answered.    Know  you  aug^t 
That  doth  concern  this  Herbert ! 

Beg.  Yon  are  piroToked 

And  win  misuse  me.  Sir ! 

Mar.  No  trifling.  Woman  !- 

Osw.  Yon  are  as  safe  as  in  a  sanctuaiy ; 
Speak. 

Mar.    Speak ! 

Beg.  He  is  a  most  hard-hearted  Mai 

Mar.  Your  life  is  at  my  mercy. 

Beg.  Do  not  hann  mi 

And  I  win  ten  you  aU  ! — You  know  not.  Sir, 
What  strong  temptations  press  upon  the  Poor. 

Osw.  Speak  out 

Beg.  Oh  Sir,  I  've  been  a  wicked  Woma 

Osw.  Nay,  but  speak  out  I 

Beg.  He  flattered  me,  and  at 

What  harvest  it  would  bring  us  both  ;  and  so, 
I  parted  with  the  Child. 

Mar.  Parted  with  whoo 

Beg.  Idonea,  as  he  calls  her ;  but  the  Girl 
Is  mine. 

Mar.     Yours,  Woman !  are  you  Herbert's  wii 

Beg.  Wife,  Sir  1  his  wife— not  I ;  my  husbai 
Sir, 
Was  of  Kirkoswald — ^many  a  snowy  winter 
We  've  weathered  out  together.    My  poor  Gilfrc 
He  has  been  two  years  in  his  grave. 

Mar.  Enongh. 

Osw.  We  've  solved  the  riddle— Miscreant ! 

Mar.  Do  y 

Good  Dame,  repair  to  liddesdale  and  wait 
For  my  return  ;  be  sure  you  shall  have  justice 

Ostc.  A  lucky  woman  ! — go,  you  have  done  g 
service.  [Ati 

Mar.  (to  himsrjf).  Eternal  praises  on  the  po" 
that  saved  her  ! — 

Osia.  (gives  her  money).  Here 's  for  your  li 
boy — and  when  you  christen  him 
I  '11  be  his  Godfather. 

Beg.  Oh  Sir,  you  are  merry  with 

In  grange  or  farm  this  Hundred  scarcely  owni 
A  dog  that  docs  not  know  me. — These  good  F< 
For  love  of  God,  I  must  not  pass  their  doors  ; 
But  I  '11  be  back  with  my  best  speed :  for  you- 
God  bless  and  thank  you  both,  my  genUe  Masi 

lExit  Be, 

Mar.  (to  himself).  The  cruel  Viper  !— Poor 
voted  Maid, 
Now  I  do  love  thee. 

OsiP.  I  am  thunderstruck. 

Mar.  Where  is  she — ^holla  I 

ICnlling  to  the  Beggar,  tcho  returns  ;  he  look*  « 
gtc'f/attly. 
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YoQ  axe  Idonea's  Mother 
r,b«  Mi  IgrMled — it  dow  me  good 

hi,  {mUrTMfimg),  In  a  peMUit's  dresB 

I9.  Nay,  I  dare  not  speak ; 

it  ajDiBy  if  it  dionld  come  to  his  ears 

pf«  ihall  be  heard  of  more. 

km.  Lord  Clifford ! 

Scf.  What  can  I  do  t  beliere  me,  gentle  Sirs, 

«t  hff,  tfaooi^  I  dare  not  call  her  daughter. 

kB.  Lard  Otlford— 4id  joa  see  him  talk  with 

Hflfvcrt  I 
I91  Tea,  to  wj  mrow— nnder  the  great  oak 

when  he  stood  beside 
the  silent  Giri  he  looked 
k  mtk  a  look    it  makes  me  tremble.  Sir, 
Miksfil. 

^■L  l^nmigl*  !  yon  may  depart 

fm.  (*  himttV).  Father  I~to  God  himself  we 
giTe 
•  and,  under  soch  a  mask, 
ini  a  Spirifty  spotless  as  the  blessed, 
fcii  sHisiiCid  den  of  brutish  rice  ! — 
lUytefirB  fbondation  of  my  life 
■^gfroBondcrme;  these  strange  dtsooveries — 
bl  at  from  tewerj  pdnt  of  fear  or  hope, 
y,srkf<B    invoice,  I  feel,  my  nun. 


ACT  II. 


n,A 


t»  Ai  ffodd — Oswald  tdonej 
Tabu  on  wldck  he  had    been 


B  Ins  pKvuseooe, 


for  their  Chief  {—what 
part 

modest  Yooth,  might  take, 
The  insult  bred 
than  hatred  ;  both  are  flown  ; 
e¥istf>d  is  my  shame  : 

most  unnatoral  fire 
the  air  breathed  upon  it 
ti  fc>1ing  are  mere  birds  of  winter 

of  the  north, 
man  stretch  forth  his  hand, 
is  to  feed  them.    I  have  left  him 
;— now 
phrssea,  and  a  flash 
cDoogh  to  dazzle  and  to  blind, 
for  erer — here  he  comes. 


n  ^  iiBQdijQ|p 


Enttr  Marmadukk. 

Mar,  These  ten  years  she  has  moved  her  lips 
all  day 
Acd  never  speaks  I 

Osw,  Who  is  it  f 

Mar.  I  have  seen  her. 

Ono.  Oh  I  the  poor  tenant  of  that  ragged  home- 
stead, 
Her  whom  the  Monster,  Clifford,  drove  to  madness. 

Mar.  1  met  a  peasant  near  tlie  spot ;  he  told  me, 
These  ten  years  she  had  sate  all  day  alone 
Within  those  empty  walls. 

Otw.  I  too  have  seen  her  ; 

Chancing  to  pass  this  way  some  six  months  gone, 
At  midnight,  I  betook  me  to  the  Churchyard  : 
The  moon  shone  clear,  the  air  was  still,  so  still 
The  trees  were  silent  as  the  graves  beneath  them. 
Long  did  I  watch,  and  saw  her  pacing  round 
Upon  the  self-same  spot,  still  round  and  round. 
Her  lips  for  ever  moving. 

Mar.  At  her  door 

Rooted  I  stood  ;  for,  looking  at  the  woman, 
I  thought  I  saw  the  skeleton  of  Idonea. 

Ono,  But  the  pretended  Father 

Mar,  Earthly  law 

Measures  not  crimes  like  his. 

Otw.  We  rank  not,  happily. 

With  those  who  take  the  spirit  of  their  rule 
From  that  soft  class  of  devotees  who  feel 
Reverence  for  life  so  deeply,  that  they  spare 
The  verminous  brood,  and  cherish  what  they  spare 
While  feeding  on  their  bodies.  Would  tliat  Idonea 
Were  present,  to  the  end  that  we  might  hear 
What  she  can  urge  in  his  defence  ;  she  loves  him. 

JIf ar.  Yes,  loves  liim ;  'tis  a  truth  that  multiplies 
His  guilt  a  thousand-fold. 

Otto.  rris  most  perplexing  : 

What  must  be  done  t 

Mar,  We  will  conduct  her  hither  ; 

These  walls  shall  witoess  it — from  first  to  last 
He  shall  reveal  himself. 

Oaw.  Happy  are  we. 

Who  Hve  in  these  disputed  tracts,  tliat  own 
No  law  but  what  each  man  makes  for  himself ; 
Here  justice  has  indeed  a  field  of  triumph. 

if  or.  Let  us  begone  and  bring  her  hitlier ;— here 
The  truth  shall  be  hud  open,  his  guilt  proved 
Before  her  (sLce.    Tlie  rest  be  left  to  me. 

Otw.  You  will  be  firm  :  but  tliough  we  well  uiay 
trust 
The  issue  to  the  justice  of  the  cause, 
Caution  must  not  be  flung  aside  ;  remember, 
Yours  is  no  common  life.     Self-stationed  here. 
Upon  these  savage  confines,  we  liave  seen  you 
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Stand  like  an  isthmus  'twixt  two  stormy  seas 
That  oft  have  checked  their  fury  at  your  bidding. 
'Mid  the  deep  holds  of  Solway's  mossy  waste. 
Your  angle  virtue  has  transformed  a  Band 
Of  fierce  barbarians  into  Mimsters 
Of  peace  and  order.    Aged  men  with  tears 
Have  blessed  their  steps,  the  fatherless  retire 
For  shelter  to  their  banners.    But  it  is, 
As  you  must  needs  have  deeply  felt,  it  is 
In  darkness  and  in  tempest  that  we  seek 
The  majesty  of  Him  who  rules  the  world. 
Benevolence,  that  has  not  heart  to  use 
The  wholesome  ministry  of  pain  and  evil. 
Becomes  at  last  weak  and  contemptible. 
Your  generous  qualities  have  won  due  praise. 
But  vigorous  Spirits  look  for  something  more 
Than  Youth's  spontaneous  products  ;  and  to-day 
You  will  not  disappoint  them  ;  and  hereafter 

Mar,  You  are  wasting  words ;  hear  me  then, 
once  for  all : 
You  are  a  Man — and  therefore,  if  compassion. 
Which  to  our  kind  is  natural  as  life. 
Be  known  unto  you,  you  will  love  this  Woman, 
Even  as  I  do  ;  but  I  should  loathe  the  light, 
If  I  could  think  one  weak  or  partial  feeling 

Osw.  You  will  forgive  me 

Mar,  If  I  ever  knew 

My  heart,  could  penetrate  its  inmost  core, 
'Tis  at  this  moment — Oswald,  I  have  loved 
To  be  the  friend  and  father  of  the  oppressed, 
A  comforter  of  sorrow  ;— there  is  something 
Which  looks  like  a  transition  in  my  soul. 
And  yet  it  is  not — Let  us  lead  him  hither. 

Osw.  Stoop  for  a  moment ;  'tis  an  act  of  justice ; 
\nd  where 's  the  triumph  if  the  delegate 
>[ust  fall  in  the  execution  of  his  office  f 
The  deed  b  done— if  you  will  have  it  so- 
il ere  where  we  stand — ^that  tribe  of  vulgar  wretches 
(You  saw  them  gathering  for  the  festival) 
Rush  in — ^the  villains  seize  us 

Mar,  Seize  I 

Osw,  Yes,  they — 

Men  who  are  little  given  to  sift  and  weigh — 
Would  wreak  on  us  the  passion  of  the  moment 

Mar,  The  cloud  will  soon  disperse— farewell — 
but  stay. 
Thou  wilt  relate  the  story. 

Otw,  Am  I  neither 

To  bear  a  part  in  this  Man's  punishment^ 
Nor  be  its  witness ! 

Mar,  I  had  many  hopes 

That  were  most  dear  to  me,  and  some  will  bear 
To  be  transferred  to  thee. 

Otw,  When  I  'm  dishonored  I 


Mar,  I  would  preserve  thee.    How  n 
done ! 

Osw,  By  showing  that  you  look  beyond  t 
A  few  leagues  hence  we  shall  have  open 
And  nowhere  upon  earth  is  place  so  fit 
To  look  upon  the  deed.  Before  we  ente 
Tlie  barren  Moor,  hangs  from  a  beetling 
The  shattered  Castle  in  which  Clifford  o: 
Has  held  infernal  orgies — ^with  the  glooi 
And  very  superstition  of  the  place. 
Seasoning  his  wickedness,  llie  Debaoe 
Would  there  perhaps  have  gathered  the 
Of  this  mock  Father's  guilt 

Enter  Hoflt  amdueiing  nrasniT. 

Bo8t,  The  Baron  He 

Attends  your  pleasure. 

Otw,  (to  Host).  We  are  ready— 

(to  Herbert) 

I  hope  you  are  refreshed. — I  have  just  ^ 

A  notice  for  your  Daughter,  that  she  m 

What  is  become  of  you. — You  11  sit 

sign  it ; 

'TwiU  glad  her  heart  to  see  her  fiUher's 

IQlvet  the  Utter  he  > 

Her,  Thanks  for  your  care. 

[SU<  down  and  writti, 

Otw,  (aside  to  Marmadukb).  Perhapi 

be  useful 

Tliat  you  too  should  subscribe  your  nao 

[Mabmaouks  overlooks  Hkrbbrt— <li«ii  lerile 
the  letter  eagerly. 

Mar,  I  cannot  leave  this  paper. 

iH<  puts  it  I 
Otw.  (attde),  Dastuti  1  Conn 

[Marmadukb  goes  towards  Hbrbrrt  andms\ 
MARMADtTKK  tremblingly  tteckons  Obwau 
place. 

Mar,  (at  he  quits  Herbert).  There 

in  his  limbs — he  shakes. 

[Exe^nt  Oswald  and  Hbrbbrt— Mabm 
lowing. 


ScsMB  changet  to  a  Wood — a  Cfroup  q 
and  Idonea  Vfith  them. 

First  Pil,  A  grove  of  darker  and  ] 
shade 
I  never  saw. 

Sec,  Pil,       The  music  of  the  birds 
Drops  deadened  from  a  roof  so  thick  wl 

Old  Pil,  This  news  I  It  made  my  ha 
with  joy. 

Idon,  I  scarcely  can  believe  it 

Old  PU,  My« 

The  Sheriff  read,  in  open  Court,  a  lettai 
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Which  pmrported  it  was  the  royal  pleasure 
The  Baron  Herbert,  who,  as  was  supposed. 
Had  taken  refhge  m  this  neighbourhood, 
Sbofold  be  forthwith  restored.  The  hearing,  Lady, 
nOed  my  dim  eyes  with  tears. — When  I  returned 
From  Palestine,  and  brought  with  me  a  heart, 
Though  rich  in  heavenly,  poor  in  eartlily,  comfort, 
I  met  your  Father,  then  a  wandering  Outcast : 
He  had  a  Guide,  a  Shepherd's  boy  ;  but  grieved 
He  was  that  One  so  young  should  pass  his  youth 
In  sach  sad  service  ;  and  he  parted  with  him. 
We  j<Hned  oar  tales  of  wretchedness  together. 
And  begged  our  daily  bread  from  door  to  door. 
1  talk  fiuniliarly  to  you,  sweet  Lady  I 
For  oooe  you  loved  me. 

/<2o».  You  shall  back  with  me 

And  see  your  Friend  agiun.    The  good  old  Man 
Win  be  rejoiced  to  greet  you. 

Ofd  PiL  It  seems  but  yesterday 

Tliai  A  fierce  8t<nnn  o'ertook  us,  worn  with  travel. 
In  a  deep  wood  remote  from  any  town. 
A  cave  that  opened  to  the  road  presented 
A  firiendly  shelter,  and  we  entered  in. 
/cfoa.  And  I  was  with  you ! 
(Hd  PiL  If  indeed  'twas  you — 

But  yoa  were  thai  a  tottering  Little-one^ 
We  nte  na  down.    The  sky  grew  dark  and  darker: 
I  ftmek  my  flint,  and  built  up  a  small  fire 
Widi  rotten  boughs  and  leaves,  such  as  the  winds 
Of  many  antomns  in  the  cave  had  piled. 
Meanwhile  the  storm  fell  heavy  on  the  woods  ; 
Our  little  fire  sent  forth  a  cheering  warmth 

And  we  were  comforted,  and  talked  of  comfort ; 

Bat  'twas  an  angry  night,  and  o'er  our  heads 

The  thunder  rolled  in  peals  that  would  Iiave  made 

A  deeping  man  uneasy  in  his  bed. 

0  Lady,  you  have  need  to  love  your  Father. 

His  voice — ^metliinks  I  hear  it  now,  his  voice 

When,  after  a  broad  flash  that  filled  the  cave, 

He  said  to  me,  tliat  he  had  seen  his  Child, 
;  A  face  (no  cherub's  face  more  beautiful) 

Revealed  by  lustre  brought  with  it  from  Heaven  ; 

And  it  was  yon,  dear  Lady  ! 
Id/M,  God  be  piiiised, 

Tliat  I  h*ve  been  his  comforter  till  now ! 
And  will  be  so  tlirough  every  change  of  fortune 
.  And  everj'  sacrifice  liis  peace  requires. — 

U(  OS  be  gone  with  speed,  that  he  may  hear 
.  ^^Mae  jo^-ful  Udings  from  no  lips  but  mine. 

[,Exeunt  Idonka  and  Pilgrims. 


Scene,  (he  Area  of  a  half -ruined  Cattle — tm  one 
aide  tlie  entrance  to  a  dungeon — Oswald  and 
Marxaduke  pacing  hachpards  and  forwards. 

Mar.  'Tis  a  wild  night 

Osw.  I  'd  give  my  cloak  and  bonnet 

For  sight  of  a  warm  fire. 

Mar,  The  wind  blows  keen  ; 

My  hands  are  numb. 

Osw,  Ha  1  ha  I  'tis  nipping  cold. 

[Blowing  hi  singer  t, 
I  long  for  news  of  our  brave  Comrades  ;  Lacy 
Would  drive  those  Scottish  Rovers  to  their  dens 
If  once  they  blew  a  horn  this  side  tlie  Tweed. 

Mar.  I  think  I  see  a  second  range  of  Towers  ; 
Tliis  castle  has  another  Area — come. 
Let  us  examine  it 

Osw.  'Tis  a  bitter  night ; 

I  hope  Idonea  is  well  housed.    Tliat  horseman. 
Who  at  full  speed  swept  by  us  where  the  wood 
Roared  in  tlie  tempest,  was  within  an  ace 
Of  sending  to  his  grave  our  precious  Charge  : 
That  would  have  been  a  vile  mischance. 

Mar,  It  would. 

OsTC,  Justice  had  been  most  cruelly  defrauded. 

Mar,  Most  cruelly. 

Osw.  As  up  the  steep  we  clomb, 

I  saw  a  distant  fire  in  the  north-east ; 
I  took  it  for  tlie  blaze  of  Cheviot  Beacon  : 
With  proper  speed  our  quarters  may  be  gained 
To-morrow  evening. 

[Looks  resLlessljf  towards  (he  mouVt  o/the  dungeon. 

Mar.  When,  upon  the  plank, 

I  had  led  him  'cross  the  torrent,  his  voice  blessed  me: 
You  could  not  hear,  for  the  foam  beat  the  rocks 
With  deafening  noise, — the  benediction  fell 
Back  on  himself  ;  but  changed  into  a  curse. 

Osw.     As  well  indeed  it  might. 

Mar.  And  this  you  deem 

The  fittest  place  I 

Osw.  (aside).        He  is  growing  pitiful. 

Mar.  (listening).  What  an  odd  moaning  that  is ! — 

Osw.  Mighty  odd 

The  wind  should  pipe  a  little,  while  we  stand 
Cooling  our  heels  in  tliis  way  ! — I  'U  begin 
And  count  the  stars. 

Mar.  (still  listening).  Tliat  dog  of  his,  you  are  sure. 
Could  not  come  after  us — he  mitst  liave  perished  ; 
The  torrent  would  have  dashed  an  oak  to  splintera 
You  said  you  did  not  like  his  looks — that  he 
Would  trouble  us  ;  if  he  were  here  again, 
I  swear  the  si^ht  of  him  would  quail  me  mmre 
Than  twenty  armies. 


84 


POEMS  WRITTEN  IN  YOUTH. 


Om.  How! 

Mait,  The  old  blind  Many 

When  70a  had  tdd  him  the  mischanoey  was  troa- 

bled 
Eren  to  the  shedding  of  some  natonl  tean 
Into  the  torrent  orer  which  he  hong. 
Listening  in  Tain. 

Om,  He  has  a  tender  heart ! 

[OnrAio  offtrt  to  go  down  into  Vu  dtnipmm. 

Mar,  How  now^  what  mean  yon ! 

(kw.  Truly,  I  was  going 

To  waken  oar  stray  Baron.    Were  there  not 
A  fium  or  dwelling-hoase  within  five  leagues, 
We  should  deeenre  to  wear  a  cap  and  bells, 
Three  good  roond  years,  for  playing  the  fool  here 
In  snch  a  night  as  this. 

Maar,  Stop,  stop. 

(kw.  Periiaps, 

Ton  'd  better  like  we  should  descend  together, 
And  lie  down  by  his  side—what  say  yon  to  it ! 
Three  of  us — ^we  should  keep  each  other  warm : 
1 11  answer  for  it  that  our  four-legged  (liend 
Shall  not  disturb  us ;  further  1 11  not  engage  ; 
Come,  come,  for  manhood's  sake  ! 

Mar.  These  drowsy  shiverings, 

This  mortal  stupor  which  is  creeping  over  me, 
What  do  they  mean !  were  this  my  single  body 
Opposed  to  amues,  not  a  nerve  would  tremble : 
Why  do  I  tremble  now  f — Is  not  the  depth 
Of  this  Man's  crimes  beyond  the  reach  of  thought! 
And  yet,  in  plumbing  the  abyss  for  judgment. 
Something  I  strike  upon  which  turns  my  mind 
Back  on  herself,  I  think,  again — ^my  breast 
Concentres  all  the  terrors  of  the  Universe : 
I  look  at  him  and  tremble  like  a  child. 

Otw,  Is  it  possible ! 

Mar.  One  thing  you  noticed  not : 

Just  as  we  left  the  glen  a  clap  of  thunder 
Burst  on  the  mountains  with  hell-rouang  force. 
This  is  a  time,  said  he,  when  guilt  may  shudder  ; 
But  there 's  a  Providence  for  Uiem  who  walk 
In  helplessness,  when  innocence  is  with  them. 
At  this  audacious  blasphemy,  I  thought 
The  spirit  of  vengeance  seemed  to  ride  the  air. 

Osw.  Why  are  yon  not  the  man  you  were  that 

moment ! 

[H«  dratet  BIarmadukb  to  the  dungeon. 

Mar.  You  say  he  was  asleep^ — ^look  at  this  arm, 
And  tell  me  if  'tis  fit  for  such  a  work. 
Oswald,  Oswald  1  [Leant  upon  Oswald. 

Ono.  This  is  some  sudden  seizure  ! 

Mar.  A  most  strange  famtness^— will  you  hunt 
me  out 
A  draught  of  water ! 


Otw.  Nay,  to  see  you  thus 

Moves  me  beyond  my  bearing. — ^I  win  try 
To  gam  the  torrsnt's  brink.  {Exit  Qbwaldi. 

Mar.  {after  a  paum).         It  seems  an  age 
Smoe  tiiat  Man  left  me. — ^No,  I  am  not  lost 

Her.  (at  the  mimtk  of  ikt  ditrngtm^.  Give  me  yon 
hand ;  where  are  yon.  Friends !  and  t^me 
How  goes  the  night 

Mar.  'TIS  hard  to  measure  tone, 

In  such  a  weary  night,  and  such  a  place. 

Her.  I  do  not  hear  the  voice  of  my  friend  Oswald. 

Mar.  A  minute  past,  he  went  to  fetch  a  draoght 
Of  water  from  the  torrent    l^i  y<'Q  ^  ny, 
A  cheerless  beverage. 

Her.  How  good  it  was  in  joa 

To  stay  behind  ! — ^Hearing  at  first  no  answer, 
I  was  alarmed. 

Mar.  No  wonder ;  this  is  a  place 

That  well  may  put  some  fears  into  yewr  heart 

Her.  Why  so  1  a  roofless  rock  had  been  a  eani- 
fort, 
Storm-beaten  and  bewOdered  as  we  were  ; 
And  in  a  night  like  this,  to  lend  your  cloaks 
To  make  a  bed  for  me  I — My  Giri  will  weep 
When  she  is  told  of  it 

Mar.  This  Daughter  of  yoort 

Is  very  dear  to  you. 

Her.  Oh  !  but  yon  are  young  ; 

Over  your  head  twice  twenty  years  must  loD, 
With  all  their  natural  weight  of  sorrow  and  pai% 
Ere  can  be  known  to  you  how  much  a  Father 
May  love  his  Child. 

Mar.        Thank  you,  old  Man,  for  this !  \AmiU 

Her,  Fallen  am  I,  and  worn  out,  a  useless  it^**; 
Kindly  have  you  protected  me  to-night, 
And  no  return  have  I  to  make  but  prayers  ; 
May  you  in  age  be  blest  with  such  a  daughter  K— 
When  from  the  Holy  Land  I  had  returned 
Sightless,  and  from  my  heritage  was  driven, 
A  wretched  Outcast — ^but  this  strain  of  thou^ 
Would  lead  me  to  talk  fondly. 

Mar.  Do  not  fear; 

Your  words  are  precious  to  my  ears  ;  go  on. 

Her.  You  will  forgive  me,  but  my  heart  runs  ovu 
When  my  old  Leader  slipped  into  the  flood 
And  perished,  what  a  piercing  outcry  you 
Sent  after  him.    I  have  loved  you  ever  since. 
You  start — ^where  are  we ! 

Mar.  Oh,  there  is  no  dangei 

The  cold  blast  struck  me. 

Her.  'Twas  a  foolish  questia 

Mar.  But  when  you  were  an  Outcast! — Heavi 
is  just ; 
Your  piety  would  not  miss  its  due  reward  ; 
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p  lift  Otftma  Am  vouU  b«  yoor  suiecoiir, 
t^fffimnirm,  iboaghBlw  knew  il  not, 
fer>  I  imnmt  bh  &«n   the  ilwnUiiigB  of  af 

I  »-. 

pcw^  hit  Ifcan  <riw  mtnplcd  on  my  Hgbta 
LrffcHWhirmtL     To  Ibe  wide  world 
toh«,laBi7u^;  bra  lools  won  pity ; 
I  ■■•  mj  Itk*m  id  ibr  wvlilfnimi, 
IWl^AvaloDd.     lUn  I  cot  c«i»  to  lovo 


N«  liwi  crer  Pucnt  bred  s  Oiilii  T 

r*- 

1  wJD  not  nmnnur,  DKirdful  Qod  [ 
.  H  I  hare  been, 
■r  ID/  DkoghtPr'a  vmet, 
■■■  la  Ud  hn  Is  my  bcarl    Sulinuudiely 
>  I  al«^  a^  flwl  my  tvnt  in  Eutli. 

K  Bwbai  t— (ooftuiaa  I    (wtiJO-    Hrre  it 


Ha  t  Onrnld  1  Ion  briglit  eretees 
Ul  to»  ih^  x^  many  minut»  goo^, 
ba  iMri  }a«r  niitWi 

p^  Yvur  raudi,  I  too;  good  Bvon, 

Ilka  M  CMrfbnloa  i  ud  yn  thu  t>lwv, 
M  te  t^i^aMea  Kind  lint  droic  ua  hither, 

bwfciii miiiiit     riij. 

m*iwnBatM>L 

kMuaumLi  <■*•■&).  H*  hu  mlflnd  yod. 
■  ka**  h*iPB  nntily  mlrrtuncd  I 

>■  b*  {anh  I    Tbe  Night-nura 


Id  fondnet  the  aSUr 
I,  do  ynn  tliink 
tf  tmm  •toqgtW  with  tny  Nature, 
■1  >■  itat -W  nun  in  nw  I— awwy  •— 

b^wVtfcifwymj  rfhim»liobcrt 
^WlfaakiM.    1  b»n  nagoal  ■  privilege  ; 


OtK.  What  then  must  be  done  I 

Star,  Which  wayioo'er  1  turn,  I  am  perplexed. 

One,  Now,  on  my  life,  I  grieve  for  you.     Tlia 
mtBery 
or  doubt  is  msnpportiihle.    Pity,  tbe  beta 
Did  not  admit  of  stronger  eTiden« ; 
TwelTC  honest  men,  plain  men,  woold  act  ni  right; 
Their  TerdicI  would  ubolieh  tliese  veak  acmples. 

Mar.  Weak  1  I  am  weak — there  doea  my  tor- 
ment lie, 
Fe«]ing  itself. 

Oiw.  Verily,  when  he  aaid 

How  hia  old  heart  would  leap  to  heiir  her  steps. 
You  thought  liis  voice  tbe  echo  af  Idouca'i. 

itar.  And  never  heard  a  sound  so  lerribte. 

One.  Perchance  you  think  so  now  I 

Mar.  I  eanoot  do  it : 

Twice  did  I  sprin;  to  gnup  his  withered  throat. 
When  such  a  sudden  weakness  foil  npon  me, 
I  could  liave  dropped  aalcep  upon  his  hreost 

Ota.  Justice — is  there  not  thunder  in  tbe  wordi 
Shall  it  be  law  to  stab  the  petty  robber 
Who  aims  but  at  our  purse  ;  S4id  slwll  Itiia  Pai^ 

Worse  ia  be  far,  far  none  (it  foul  dishooour 
Uk  worse  than  death)  to  cliat  confiding  Creature 
Wh'.m  he  to  mure  than  Hlial  love  and  duly 
Halh  falsely  Irninod— shall  he  fulfil  his  pun<oer  I 
But  you  are  fallen. 

Mar,  Fallen  should  I  be  indeed — 

Harder — perh^is  asleep,  blind,  old,  alone, 
Betrayed,  in  darkneaa  I  Here  to  strike  the  blow — 
Away  !  away  ! [  Ftingi  cttmy  hi*  neirrH, 

Om.  Nay,  I  have  dune  with  ynu  : 

Wo  'U  hsd  b!m  to  the  Convent    He  shall  live. 
And  she  shall  love  him.    With  uut]ueetioned  title 
He  alioll  be  seated  in  bis  Barony, 
And  we  too  chant  the  pnuse  of  but  good  ileeila. 
1  now  perceive  we  do  mistake  our  Diaaters, 
And  most  defuse  the  mm  wba  best  can  teach  us  : 
llmcefortb  it  ihall  be  Bud  that  bad  men  only 
Aro  brave  :  Oifford  is  brave ;  and  that  old  Man 
Is  brave. 

To  CliRbnl's  arms  be  would  have  led 
Hia  Victim— haply  to  lliis  dcaolaU  house. 

Mar.  ladranting  to  tht  ilungtim).  It  must  bo 

On.  Softly  ;  do  not  rouse  him  ; 

lie  will  deny  it  to  the  bsL     He  lies 
WithiD  lbs  Vault,  a  sycar's  length  to  tbe  left. 

(Ahiu.)  The  Vilhuns  rose  m  mutiny  to  deatmy  me ; 
I  could  have  quelled  tlie  Cowards,  but  this  Stripling 
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Moit  needs  ttep  in,  wad  nre  mj  fife.    Hie  look 

With  whiefa  he  g&Te  the  boon — I  see  it  now ! 

The  Maie  tint  tempted  me  to  loethe  the  fpiL — 

For  this  old  Teoenble  Grey-beard — fiuth 

Tit  his  own  fiwlt  if  he  hsth  got  a  Cue 

Which  doth  pkj  tricks  with  them  tint  look  on  it : 

Twss  this  tint  pot  it  in  my  thooghfei — that  eoon- 


His  staff— his  figore— Murder  ! — ^what,  of  whom  t 
We  kill  a  worn-oat  horse,  and  who  but  women 
Si^  at  the  deed  !    Hew  down  a  withered  tree, 
And  none  look  grave  but  dotards.    He  may  live 
To  thank  me  for  this  serrice.    Rainbow  arches, 
Highways  of  dreaming  passion,  have  too  long, 
Yoong  as  he  is,  diverted  wish  and  hope 
From  the  unpretending  groond  we  mortals  tread; — 
Then  shatter  the  delusion,  break  it  up 
And  set  him  free.  What  follows !   I  have  learned 
That  things  will  work  to  ends  the  sUkves  o'  the  worid 
Do  never  dream  ot    I  have  been  what  he — 
This  Boj — when  he  oomes  forth  with  bloody 

hands— 
Mig^t  envy,  and  am  now^-4rat  he  shall  know 
Whatlamnow —    {Ooa  and  liitau  at  the  dungeon. 

Praying  or  parleying  1 — tut ! 
Is  he  not  eyeless !    He  has  been  haJf-dead 
These  fifteen  years 

EnUr/lmaU  Beggar  with  two  or  three  ef  her  Companions, 
{Titminff  abruptly).  Hal  «p«ub— what  Thing 

art  thou! 
{Recogniiu  her).  Heavens  I  my  good  Friend  ! 

[To  her. 

Beg.  Forgive  me,  gracious  Sir  ! — 

Ono.  (to  her  wmpanione).  Begone,  ye  Slaves,  or 

I  will  raise  a  whirlwind 

And  send  ye  dancing  to  the  clouds,  like  leaves. 

{They  retire  affrighted. 

Beg,  Indeed  we  meant  no  harm ;   we  lodge 

sometimes 

In  this  deserted  Castle— 7  repent  me. 

[Oswald  goet  to  the  dungeon^istene— returns  to 
the  BoKgar. 

Oiw.  Woman,  thou  hast  a  helpless  Infant — keep 
Thy  secret  for  its  sake,  or  verily 
That  wretched  life  of  thine  shall  be  the  forfeit 

Beg.  1  do  repent  me.  Sir  ;  I  fear  the  curse 
Of  that  blind  Mao.   'Twas  not  your  money^  sir 

Otw,  Begone  1 

Beg.  (going).       TheN  is  some  wicked  deed  in 

hand :  [Aside. 

Would  I  could  find  the  old  Man  and  his  Daughter. 

[£M(  Beggar. 

Marmadukb  ro-enters/^rom  the  dungeon. 
(kw.  It  is  all  over  then ;— your  foolish  fears 


Afs  hnsbrd  to  sleep,  by  jour  own  act  and  deed, 
Made  qpnetasheis. 

Mar.  Why  came  yon  down  t 

And  when  I  felt  jour  hand  upon  my  arm 
And  spake  to  yoo,  why  did  you  give  no  answer  t 
Feared  you  to  waken  him  I  he  must  have  been 
In  a  deep  sleep.    I  whispered  to  him  tfiriee. 
There  sre  the  strangest  echoes  in  that  plaoe  I 

One.  Tut!  let  them  gabble  till  the  day  of  doon 

Jf or.  Scaroelyy  by  groping^  had  I  readied  di 
Spot, 
When  round  my  wrist  I  felt  a  oord  drawn  ti{^ 
As  if  the  blind  Man's  dog  were  pnlhng  at  it. 

Oiw.  But  after  thatt 

Mar.  The  features  of  Idoosft 

Luzked  inhisfiiee 

Ono.  Psha  !    Never  to  these  eji 

Win  retribution  show  itself  again 
With  aspect  so  inviting.    Why  foriud  me 
To  share  your  triumph ! 

Mar.  YeB,  her  veizy  look. 

Smiling  in  sleep 

Oiw.  a  pretty  feat  of  Fancy  I 

Mar.  Though  but  »  glimpse^  it  sent  ms  to  ■ 
prayers. 

Oiw,  Is  he  alive  f 

Mar.  What  mean  you!  whoafivf 

Otw.  Herbert !  nnce  you  will  have  il^  Ban 
Heri)ert ; 
He  who  will  gain  his  Seignory  when  Idonea 
Hath  become  Clifford's  harlot — is  he  living ! 

Mar,  The  old  Man  in  that  dungeon  if  alive. 

Oiw,  Henceforth,  then,  will  I  never  in  camp 
field 
Obey  you  more.    Your  weakness,  to  the  Band, 
Shall  be  prochdmed :   brave  Men,  they  all  A 

hear  it. 
You  a  protector  of  humanity  I 
Avenger  you  of  outraged  innocence  ! 

Mar.  'Twas  dark — dark  as  the  grave  ;  yet 
I  see, 
Saw  him — ^his  face  tamed  toward  me ;  and  I 

thee 
Idonea's  filial  countenance  was  there 
To  baffle  me — ^it  put  me  to  my  prayers. 
Upwards  I  cast  my  eyes,  and,  through  a  crevii 
Beheld  a  star  twinkling  above  my  head, 
Andy  by  the  living  God,  I  could  not  do  it 

ISinksexhat 

Oiw,  (to  himulf)'  Now  may  I  perish  if  tiiis 
do  more 
Than  make  me  change  my  course. 
(To  Marmaduks.)  Dear  Marmk 

My  words  were  rashly  spoken ;  I  recal  them 
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I  ieel  m J  error  ;  ihedding  hmiuui  blood 
Is  a  mort  Krioas  thing. 

Mar,  Not  I  alone^ 

Tboa  too  art  deqp  in  gmlt 

Onp.  We  have  indeed 

Been  most  pcesamptnoim.    There  if  guilt  in  this, 
Elee  eoold  id  ttrong  a  mind  have  ever  known 
Ilieie  trepidatiomi  i    Plain  it  is  that  Heaven 
Has  mftri^ed  out  this  fool  Wretch  as  one  idioae 


Most  never  come  before  a  mortal  jndgment-eeat^ 
Or  be  rhaatieed  bjr  mortal  instroments. 

Mor.   A  thought   that's    worth    a  thousand 
worlds  1  \(heM  towards  the  dtmgeon, 

O&m.  I  grieve 

Tkai,  in  mj  zesl^  I  have  caused  you  so  much  pain. 

ifor.  Think  not  of  that  1  'tis  over — we  are  safe. 

Om,  (as  (^  lo  kimtdf,  yet  tpeaking  aloud).  The 

trath  is  hideous^  but  how  stifle  it  i 

[2^m<ii^  to  MAMCADvax. 

Givs  me  your  sword — ^najr^  here  are  stones  and 


The  kast  of  which  would  beat  out  a  man's  brains ; 

Or  JOB  mi^t  drive  your  head  against  that  waU. 

No  I  this  is  not  the  place  to  hear  the  tale  : 

It  ihould  be  told  you  pinioned  in  your  bed^ 

Or  on  same  vast  and  solitary  plain 

Bbwn  to  yon  from  a  trumpet. 

Jfor.  Why  talk  thus! 

Whatever  the  monster  brooding  in  your  breast 

I  are  not :  fear  I  have  none,  and  cannot  fear 

lTh€  sound  qfa  horn  u  heard. 

Tbat  horn  again — "Us  some  one  of  our  Troop  ; 

What  do  they  here  I    Listen  I 

Om,  What !  dogged  like  thieves  I 

Enter  Wallacb  and  Lacy»  &o. 
Imcf.  You  are  found  at  last,  thanks  to  the 
vagrant  Troop 
Far  not  misleading  us. 
(km,  {looking  at  Wallace).  That  subtle  Grey- 


I  'd  rather  see  my  father's  ghost 

Lacy  (to  Mabhaduke).  My  Captain, 

We  come  by  order  of  the  Band.    Belike 
You  have  not  heard  that  Henry  has  at  last 
DiMolved  the  Barons'  League,  and  sent  abroad 
His  Sherifls  with  fit  force  to  reinstate 
The  genuine  owners  of  such  Lands  and  Baronies 
Ai^  in  these  long  conunotions,  have  been  seized. 
His  Power  is  this  way  tending.    It  befits  us 
To  stand  upon  our  guard,  and  with  our  swords 
Defend  the  innocent. 

Jfor.  Lacy  1  we  look 

But  at  the  surfaces  of  things  ;  we  hear 


Of  towns  in  flames,  flelds  ravaged,  young  and  old 
Driven  out  in  troops  to  want  and  nakedness ; 
Then  grasp  our  swords  and  rush  upon  a  cure 
That  flatters  us,  because  it  asks  not  thought : 
The  deeper  malady  is  better  hid ; 
The  world  is  poisoned  at  the  heart 
Lacy.  What  mean  yon  t 

Wid,  {tDhoee  eye  ha»  been  faced  tuapicioutly  upon 

Oswald).  Ay,  what  is  it  you  mean ! 
Mar,  Harkee,  my  Friends  ;— 

[Appearing  gap. 

Were  there  a  Man  who,  being  weak  and  helpless 
And  moet  forlorn,  should  bribe  a  Mother,  pressed 
By  penury,  to  yield  him  up  her  Daughter, 
A  little  Infant,  and  instruct  the  Babe, 
Prattling  upon  his  knee,  to  call  him  Father 

Lacy,  Why,  if  his  heart  be  tender,  that  offence 
I  could  forgive  hincL 

Mar.  {going  on).  And  should  he  make  the  Child 
An  instrument  of  falsehood,  should  he  teach  her 
To  stretch  her  arms,  and  dim  the  gladsome  li^t 
Of  infant  playfulness  with  piteous  looks 
Of  misery  that  was  not 

Lacy.  Troth,  tis  hard — 

But  in  a  world  like  ours 

Mar.  (changing  hit  tone).  This  self-same  Man — 
Even  while  he  printed  kisses  on  the  cheek 
Of  this  poor  Babe,  and  taught  its  innocent  tongue 
To  lisp  the  name  of  Father — could  he  look 
To  the  unnatural  harvest  of  that  time 
When  he  should  give  her  up,  a  Woman  grown, 
To  him  who  bid  the  highest  in  the  market 
Of  foul  pollution—^ 

Lacy,  The  whole  visible  world 

Contains  not  such  a  Monster  1 

Mar.  For  this  purpose 

Should  he  resolve  to  taint  her  Soul  by  means 
Which  bathe  the  limbs  in  sweat  to  think  of  them  ; 
Should  he,  by  tales  which  would  draw  tears  from  iron. 
Work  on  her  nature,  and  so  turn  compassion 
And  gratitude  to  ministers  of  vice. 
And  make  the  spotless  spirit  of  filial  love 
Prime  mover  in  a  plot  to  damn  his  Victim 
Both  soul  and  body 

Wal.  'Tis  too  horrible  ; 

Oswald,  wnat  say  you  to  it ! 

Lacy, 
And  fling  him  to  the  ravens. 

Mar.  But  his  aspect 

It  is  so  meek,  his  countenance  so  venerable. 

Wal,  (with  an  appearance  of  mistrust).  But  how, 
what  say  you,  Oswald  I 

Lacy,  (at  the  same  moment).     Stab  him,  were  it 
Before  the  Altar. 


Hew  him  down, 
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Ma/t,                    What,  if  he  were  ack. 
Tottering  upon  the  yery  verge  of  life. 
And  old,  and  blind 

jMcy,  Blind,  »y  you ! 

Onr.  {coming  forward).  Are  we  Men, 

Or  own  we  baby  Spirits !    Grenuine  courage 
Ib  not  an  accidental  quality, 
A  thing  dependent  for  its  casual  birth 
On  opposition  and  impediment 
Wisdom,  if  Justice  speak  the  word,  beats  down 
The  giant's  strength  ;  and,  at  the  Toice  of  Justice, 
Spares  not  the  worm.    The  giant  and  the  worm — 
She  weighs  them  in  one  scale.    The  wOes  of  woman, 
And  craft  of  age,  seducing  reason,  first 
Made  weakness  a  protection,  and  obscured 
The  moral  shapes  oi  tnings.    His  tender  cries 
And  helpless  innocence— do  they  protect 
The  infant  lamb  1  and  shall  the  infirmities. 
Which  have  eniibled  this  enormous  Culprit 
To  perpetrate  his  crimes,  serve  as  a  Sanctuary 
To  cover  him  from  punishment !  Shame  ! — Justice, 
Admitting  no  resistance,  bends  alike 
The  feeble  and  the  strong.    She  needs  not  here 
Her  bondsand  chains,  which  make  the  mighty  feeble. 
— We  recognise  in  this  old  Man  a  victim 
Prepared  already  for  the  sacrifice. 

Lacy,  By  heaven,  his  words  are  reason  ! 

Osw,  Yes,  my  Friends, 

His  countenance  is  meek  and  venerable  ; 
And,  by  the  Mass,  to  see  him  at  his  prayers  ! — 
I  am  of  flesh  and  blood,  and  may  I  perish 
When  my  heart  does  not  ache  to  think  of  it ! — 
Poor  Victim  !  not  a  virtue  under  heaven 
But  what  was  made  an  engine  to  ensnare  thee  ; 
But  yet  I  trust,  Idonea,  thou  art  safe. 

Lacy,  Idonea ! 

WdL  How  !  what !  your  Idonea  1 

[To  Marmadukb. 

Mar,  Mine ; 

But  now  no  longer  mine.    You  know  Lord  Clifford ; 
He  is  the  Man  to  whom  the  Maiden — pure 
As  beautiful,  and  gentle  and  benign, 
And  in  her  ample  heart  loving  even  me^- 
Was  to  be  yielded  up. 

La^.  Now,  by  the  head 

Of  my  own  child,  this  Man  must  die  ;  my  hand, 
A  worthier  wanting,  shall  itself  entwine 
In  his  grey  hairs  ! — 

Mar,  {to  Lact).        I  love  the  Father  in  thee. 
You  know  me,  Friends ;  I  have  a  heart  to  feel. 
And  I  have  felt,  more  than  perhaps  becomes  me 
Or  duty  sanctions. 

Lacy,  We  will  have  ample  justice. 

Who  are  we.  Friends  \  Do  we  not  live  on  ground 


Where  Souls  aze  self-defended,  firee  to  grow 
Lake  mountain  oaks  rocked  by  the  stormy  wind. 
Mark  the  Almighty  Wisdom,  which  decreed 
This  monstrous  crime  to  be  laid  open — here^ 
Where  Reason  has  an  eye  that  she  can  use. 
And  Men  alone  are  Umpires.    To  the  Camp 
He  shall  be  led,  and  there,  the  Countr}'  roimd 
All  gathered  to  the  spot,  in  open  day 
Shall  Nature  be  avenged. 

Ono.  'Tis  nobly  thought ; 

His  death  will  be  a  monument  for  ages. 

Mar,  {to  Lact).  I  thank  you  for  that  hint.    Hi 
shall  be  brought 
Before  the  Camp,  and  would  that  best  and  wiseit 
Of  every  country  might  be  present.    There, 
His  crime  shall  be  proclaimed  ;  and  for  the  zcft 
It  shall  be  done  as  Wisdom  shall  decide  : 
Meanwhile,  do  you  two  hasten  back  and  see 
That  all  is  well  prepared. 

Wal,  We  will  obey  you. 

{Atidi),  But  softly  1  we  must  look  a  little  neaxer. 

Mar,  Tell  where  you  found  ua.    At  some  fatav 
time 
I  will  explain  the  cause.  [ExemA 


ACT  III. 


Scene,  the  door  of  the  JEfostel,agroupof  POgrimsa 
before;  Idonea  and  the  Host  among  tfiem. 

Host.  Lady,  you'll  find  your  Father  at  the  Convco 
As  I  have  told  you  :  He  left  us  yesterday 
With  two  Companions ;  one  of  them,  as  seemed. 
His  most  familiar  Friend.     {Going.)     There  was  j 

letter 
Of  which  I  heard  them  speak,  but  that  I  fancy 
Has  been  forgotten. 

Idon.  {to  Host).      Farewell  I 

Host.  Gentle  pilgrin^ 

St.  Cuthbert  speed  you  on  your  holy  errand. 

[Exeunt  Izwnsa  and  PilgriH 


Scene,  a  desolate  Moor, 

Oswald  (alone'U 
Osw,  Carry  him  to  the  Camp  1  Yes,  to  the  Gun 
Oh,  Wisdom  !  a  most  wise  resolve  I  and  then. 
That  half  a  word  should  blow  it  to  the  winds  I 
This  last  device  must  end  my  work. — Methinki 
It  were  a  pleasant  pastime  to  construct 
A  scale  and  table  of  belief — as  thus — 
Two  columns,  one  for  passion,  one  for  proof; 
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M  Umb  odier  fidls :  and  Grst, 
a  mut  and  offointt  us — proof — 
Nay,  we  must  travel  in  another  path. 
Or  we  Vb  atnck  Cut  for  ever  ; — ^paasion,  then, 
Shafl  be  »  unit /or  na  ;  proof— no,  paaaion  1 
Well  not  inmlt  thjr  majesty  by  time, 
Person,  and  place — ^the  where,  the  when,  the  how. 
And  aD  partieolan  that  doU  brains  require 
To  eonstitnte  the  spiritless  shape  of  Fact, 
Thsj  bow  to^  calling  the  idol.  Demonstration. 
A  wlii|>|Hng  to  the  Moralists  who  preach 
Tbat  misefy  is  a  sacred  thing  :  for  me, 
I  know  no  dieaper  engine  to  degrade  a  man. 
Nor  any  half  so  sore.    This  Stripling's  mind 
Is  shaken  till  the  dregs  float  on  the  surface  ; 
Andy  in  the  storm  and  anguish  of  the  heart. 
Ha  talks  of  a  transition  in  his  Sonl, 
And  dreams  that  he  is  happy.    We  dissect 
The  tmmlnm  body,  and  why  not  the  mind  t — 

are  strange  sights — the  mind  of   man. 


Is  in  all  natores  a  strange  spectacle  ; 

In  same  a  hideous  one — hem  !  shall  I  stop  ! 

Nog — ^Tboogfats  and  feelings  will  sink  deep,  but  then 

Tbey  have  no  sobstance.    Pass  but  a  few  minutes. 

And  ssmrthing  diall  be  done  which  Memory 

May  loudly  whene'er  her  Vassals  are  at  work. 

Alter  ^iAMMADVEm,/hm  behind. 
(km,  (tmnUmg  to  meet  Atm).  But  listen,  for 

Mar,  ^^Jy  I  hdicve  you. 

(km.  But  bear  the  proofSs 

Mar,  Ay,  prove  that  when  two  peas 


sn^y  in  a  pod,  the  pod  must  then 
Be  larger  than  the  peas^prove  this — 'twere  matter 
Worthy  the  hearing.    Fool  was  I  to  dream 
It  ever  could  be  otherwise  ! 

(km.  Last  night 

When  I  retomed  with  water  from  the  brook, 
I  overheard  the  Villains— every  word 
like  red-hot  iron  burnt  into  my  heart 
Said  one, « It  is  agreed  on.    The  blind  Man 
Shall  fieign  a  sodden  illness,  and  the  Girl, 
Who  on  her  journey  must  proceed  alone. 
Under  pretence  of  violence,  be  seized. 
She  is,"  continued  the  detested  Slave, 
**  She  is  right  willing — strange  if  she  wore  not  I — 
They  say.  Lord  Clifford  is  a  savage  man  ; 
Bat,  fiuth,  to  see  him  in  his  silken  tunic, 
Fitting  his  low  voice  to  the  minstrel's  harp. 
There's  witchery  in't.    I  never  knew  a  maid 
That  could  withstand  it     True,"  continued  he, 
^  When  we  arranged  the  afiair,  she  wept  a  little 


(Not  the  less  welcome  to  my  Lord  for  that) 
And  said,  *  My  Father  he  will  have  it  so'.  ** 

Mar.  I  am  your  hearer. 

(km.  This  I  caught,  and  more 

That  may  not  be  retold  to  any  ear. 
The  obstinate  bolt  of  a  small  iron  door 
Detained  them  near  the  gateway  of  the  Castle. 
By  a  dim  lantern's  light  I  saw  that  wreaths 
Of  flowers  were  in  their  hands,  as  if  designed 
For  festive  decoration  ;  and  they  said. 
With  brutal  laughter  and  most  foul  allusion. 
That  they  should  share  the  banquet  with  their  Lord 
And  his  new  Favorite. 

Mar,  Misery  I — 

(kw,  I  knew 

How  ypu  would  be  disturbed  by  this  dire  news. 
And  therefore  chose  this  solitary  l^oor. 
Here  to  impart  the  tale,  of  which,  last  night, 
I  strove  to  ease  my  mind,  when  our  two  Comrades, 
Commissioned  by  the  Band,  burst  in  open  us. 

Mar.  Last  night,  when  moved  to  lift  the  avenging 
steel, 
I  did  believe  all  things  were  shadows — ^yea. 
Living  or  dead  all  things  were  bodiless. 
Or  but  the  mutual  mockeries  of  body. 
Till  that  same  star  summoned  mo  back  again. 
Now  I  could  laugh  till  my  ribs  ached.    Oh  Fool  I 
To  let  a  creed,  built  in  the  heart  of  things, 
Dissolve  before  a  twinkling  atom  ! — Oswald, 
I  could  fetch  lessons  out  of  wiser  schools 
Than  you  have  entered,  were  it  worth  the  pains. 
Young  as  I  am,  I  might  go  forth  a  teacher, 
And  you  should  see  how  deeply  I  could  reason 
Of  love  in  all  its  shapes,  beginnings,  ends  ; 
Of  moral  qualities  in  their  diverse  aspects  ; 
Of  actions,  and  their  laws  and  tendencies. 

Osio.  You  take  it  as  it  merits 

Mar.  One  a  King, 

Oeneral  or  Cham,  Sultan  or  Emperor, 
Strews  twenty  acres  of  good  meadow-ground 
With  carcases,  in  lineament  and  shape 
And  substance,  nothing  differing  from  his  own. 
But  that  they  cannot  stand  up  of  themselves  ; 
Another  sits  i'  th'  sun,  and  by  the  hour 
Floats  kingcups  in  Uie  brook — a  Hero  one 
We  call,  and  scorn  the  other  as  Time's  spend- 
thrift; 
But  have  they  not  a  world  of  common  ground 
To  occupy — ^both  fools,  or  wise  alike, 
Elach  in  his  way  I 

Osw,  Troth,  I  begin  to  tliink  so. 

Mar,  Now  for  the  comer-stone  of  my  philosophy: 
I  would  not  give  a  denier  for  the  man 
Who,  on  such  provocation  as  this  earth 
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Yields,  could  not  chuck  hb  babe  beneath  the  chin, 
And  send  it  with  a  fillip  to  its  grave. 

Osw,  Nay,  you  leave  me  behind. 

Mar,  That  such  a  One, 

So  pious  in  demeanour  !  in  his  look 

So  saintly  and  so  pure  I Hark'ee,my  Friend, 

I  *11  plant  myself  before  Lord  Clifford's  Castle, 
A  surly  mastiff  kennels  at  the  gate. 
And  he  shall  howl  and  I  will  laugh,  a  medley 
Most  tunable. 

OifUf,  In  faith,  a  pleasant  scheme  ; 

But  take  your  sword  along  with  you,  for  that 
Might  in  such  neighbourhood  find  seemly  use. — 
But  first,  how^  wash  our  liands  of  this  old  Man  1 

Mar,  Oh  yes,  that  mole,  that  viper  in  the  path  ; 
Plague  on  my  memory,  liim  I  had  forgotten. 

Oaw,  Yon  know  we  left  him  sitting — see  him 
yonder. 

Mar.  Ha  1  ha  !— 

Onp,  As  'twill  be  but  a  moment's  work, 

I  will  stroll  on ;  you  follow  when  'tis  done. 

lExeunU 


ScENB  changes  to  another  part  of  the  Moor  at  a  short 
distance — Heubert  is  discovered  seated  on  a  stone. 

Her,  A  sound  of  laughter,  too  ! — 'tis  well — ^I 
feared, 
The  Stranger  had  some  pitiable  sorrow 
Pressing  upon  his  solitary  heart. 
Hush  ! — 'tis  the  feeble  and  earth-loving  wind 
That  creeps  along  tlie  bells  of  the  crisp  heather. 
Alas  !  'tis  cold — I  shiver  in  tlie  sunshine — 
What  can  this  mean  ?    There  is  a  psalm  that  speaks 
Of  God's  parental  mercies — with  Idonea 
I  used  to  sing  it — Listen  ! — what  foot  is  there  1 

Enter  Marm adukb. 
Ma/r,  {aside — looking  at  Heroebt).  And  I  have 
loved  tliis  Man  1  and  she  hath  loved  him  I 
And  I  loved  her,  and  she  loves  tlie  Lord  Clifford  ! 
And  tliere  it  ends  ; — ^if  this  be  not  enough 
To  make  mankind  merry  for  evermore, 
Then  plain  it  is  as  day,  that  eyes  were  made 
For  a  wise  purpose — verily  to  weep  with  ! 

[,Looking  round. 
A  pretty  prospect  Uiis,  a  masterpiece 

Of  Nature,  finished  with  most  curious  skill ! 

(To   Herbert).    Good    Baron,   have   you    ever 

practised  tillage! 
Pray  tell  me  what  this  land  is  worth  by  the  acre  ! 
Her,  How  glad  I  am  to  hear  your  voice!  I  know  not 
Wherein  I  have  offended  you  ; — last  night 
I  found  in  you  the  kindest  of  Protectors  ; 


This  morning,  when  I  spoke  of  weariness, 

You  from  my  slioulder  took  my  scrip  and  tfazev  U 

About  your  own  ;  but  for  these  two  hours  pait        | 

Once  only  liave  you  spoken,  when  the  Urk 

Whirred  from  among  the  fern  beneath  otir  fiset, 

And  I,  no  coward  in  my  better  days, 

Was  almost  terrified. 

Mar,  That  *b  excellent  U-^ 

So,  you  bethought  you  of  the  many  ways 
In  which  a  man  may  come  to  his  end,  wbose 
Have  roused  all  Nature  up  against  him — pshaw  !• 

Ifer.  For  mercy's  sake,  is  nobody  in  sight  f 
No  traveller,  peasant,  herdsmaa  t 

Mar,  Not »  soul : 

Here  is  a  tree,  ragged,  and  bent,  and  bare, 
That  turns  its  goat's-beard  flakes  of  pea-green 
From  the  stem  breatliing  of  the  rough  sea-wind ; 
This  have  we,  but  no  other  company  : 
Commend  me  to  the  place.    If  a  man  should  £• 
And  leave  liis  body  here,  it  were  all  one 
As  he  were  twenty  fathoms  undergroondi 

Ifer,  Where  is  our  common  Friend ! 

Mar,  A  ghost,  methinks — 

The  Spirit  of  a  murdered  man,  for  instance — 
Might  have  fine  room  to  ramble  about  here, 
A  grand  domain  to  squeak  and  gibber  in. 

Jltr,  Lost  Man  I  if  thou  have  any  doee-psBt 
guilt 
Pressing  upon  thy  heart,  and  ibis  the  hour 
Of  visitation 

Mar,  A  bold  word  from  ytm/ 

Jltr.  Restore  him,  Heaven  I 

Mar,  The  desperate  Wretch  ! — A  Flower, 

Fairest  of  all  flowers,  was  she  once,  but  now 
They  have  snapped  her  from  the  stem — Poh  !  let 

her  lie 
Besoiled  with  mire,  and  let  the  houseless  snail 
Feed  on  her  leaves.     You  knew  her  well— «y, 

tliere, 
Old  Man  !  you  were  a  very  L^tix,  you  knew 
The  worm  was  in  her 

Her.  Mercy  !  Sir,  what  mean  you  I 

Mar.  You  have  a  Daughter  I 

Ilcr.  Oh  that  she  were  here ! — 

She  hath  an  eye  that  sinks  into  all  hearts. 
And  if  I  have  in  aught  offended  you. 
Soon  would  her  gentle  voice  make  peace  betweeo 
us. 

Mar.  (aside).  I  do  behere  he  weeps — I  could 
weep  too — 
Tliere  is  a  vein  of  her  voice  that  runs  through  lus : 
Even  such  a  Man  my  fancy  bodied  forth 
From  the  first  moment  that  I  loved  the  Maid  * 
And  for  his  sake  I  loved  her  more  :  these  tears — 
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I  £d  not  dunk  that  Might  was  left  in  me 

Of  wbal  I  have  been — yee,  I  thank  thee,  Heaven  ! 

One  h^>pj  thou^t  has  passed  across  my  nund. 

— It  may  not  be — I  am  cat  off  from  man  ; 

No  more  shall  I  be  man — no  more  shall  I 

Have  hmnan  feelings  ! — (To  HERBEaT)^-Now^  for 

a  little  more 
AlMNtt  yoar  Danghter  I 

jr<r.  Troops  of  armed  men, 

Met  in  the  roads,  would  bless  as  ;  little  children, 
Rndung  along  in  the  fall  tide  of  play. 
Stood  silent  as  we  passed  them  I  I  have  heard 
The  boistcroos  carman,  in  the  miry  road. 
Cheek  his  load  whip  and  hail  as  with  mild  voice. 
And  speak  with  milder  voice  to  his  poor  beasts. 

Mar,  And  whither  were  you  going  1 

JSTer.  Learn,  young  Man, 

To  fear  Ute  virtnoas^  and  reverence  misery, 
Wheiber  too  much  for  patience,  or,  like  mine. 
Softened  till  it  becomes  a  gift  of  mercy. 

Mar,  Now^  this  is  as  it  should  be  ! 

Her,                                              I  am  weak  ! — 
Mj  Danghter  does  not  know  how  weak  I  am  ; 
Andy  as  thoa  see'st,  under  the  arch  of  heaven 
Hen  do  I  stand,  alone,  to  helplessness, 
By  the  good  God,  oar  common  Father,  doomed  I — 
But  I  had  once  a  spirit  and  an  arm 

Mar,  Now,  for  a  word  about  your  Barony  : 
I  hattj  when  you  left  the  Hdy  Land, 
And  came  to— what 's  your  title— eh  1  your  claims 
Were  undiluted  1 

Iftr,  Like  a  mendicant, 

WhoBi  no  one  comes  to  meet,  I  stood  alone  ; — 
I  murmured — but,  remembering  Him  who  feeds 
The  pelican  and  ostrich  of  the  desert, 
From  my  own  threshold  I  looked  up  to  Heaven 
And  did  not  want  glimmerings  of  quiet  hope. 
So,  from  the  court  I  passed,  and  down  the  brook. 
Led  by  its  murmur,  to  the  ancient  oak 
I  came ;  and  when  I  felt  its  cooling  shade, 
I  sate  me  down,  and  cannot  but  believe — 
While  in  my  lap  I  held  my  litde  Babe 
And  dasped  her  to  my  heart,  my  heart  that  ached 
More  with  delight  than  grief — I  heard  a  voice 
Sodi  as  by  Chmth  on  Elijah  called  ; 
It  said,  « I  wiU  be  with  thee."     A  little  boy, 
A  shepherd-lad,  ere  yet  my  trance  was  gone, 
Hafled  us  as  if  he  had  been  sent  from  heaven, 
And  said,  with  tears,  that  he  would  be  our  guide  : 
I  had  a  better  guide — that  innocent  Babe — 
Her,  who  hath  saved  me,  to  this  hour,  from  harm, 
From  cold,  from  hunger,  penury,  and  death  ; 
To  whom  I  owe  the  best  of  all  the  good 
I  bavei,  or  wifh  for,  upon  earth — and  more 


And  higher  far  than  lies  within  earth's  bounds : 
Therefore  I  bless  her :  when  I  think  of  Man, 
I  bless  her  with  sad  spirit, — when  of  God, 
I  bless  her  in  the  fulness  of  my  joy  ! 

Mar.  The  name  of  daughter  in  his  mouth,  he 
prays ! 
With  nerves  so  steady,  that  the  very  flies 
Sit  unmolested  on  his  staff. — ^Innocent  [ — 
If  he  were  innocent — ^then  he  would  tremble 
And  be  disturbed,  as  I  am.   {Ikbrning  aside),  I 

have  read 
In  Story,  what  men  now  alive  have  witnessed. 
How,  when  the  People's  mind  was  racked  with 

doubt. 
Appeal    was   made    to    the   great   Judge :   the 

Accused 
With  naked  feet  walked  over  burning  ploughshares. 
Here  is  a  Man  by  Nature's  hand  prepared 
For  a  like  trial,  but  more  merciful. 
Why  else  have  I  been  led  to  this  bleak  Waste ! 
Bare  is  it^  without  house  or  track,  and  destitute 
Of  obvious  shelter,  as  a  shipiess  sea. 
Here  will  I  leave  him — ^here — All-seeing  God  I 
Such  as  ^  is,  and  sore  perplexed  as  I  am, 
I  will  commit  him  to  this  final  Ordeal/ — 
He  heard  a  voice — a  shepherd-lad  came  to  him 
And  was  his  guide  ;  if  once,  why  not  again, 
And  in  this  desert !    If  never-^then  the  whole 
Of  what  he  says,  and  looks,  and  does,  and  is. 
Makes  up  one  damning  falsehood.    Leave  him  here 
To  cold  and  hunger  ! — Pain  is  of  the  heart, 
And  what  are  a  few  throes  of  bodily  suffering 
If  they  can  waken  one  pang  of  remorse  1 

lOoet  up  to  Hkrbsrt. 
Old  Man  !  my  wrath  is  as  a  flame  burnt  out, 
It  cannot  be  rekindled.     Thou  art  here 
Led  by  my  hand  to  save  thee  from  perdition  ; 
Thou  wilt  have  time  to  breathe  and  think 

Ifer.  Oh,  Mercy  I 

Mar,  I  know  the  need  that  all  men  have  of  mercy. 
And  Uierefore  leave  thee  to  a  righteous  judgment 

Ifer,  My  Child,  my  blessed  Qiild  ! 

Mar.  No  more  of  that ; 

Thou  wilt  have  many  guides  if  tliou  art  innocent ; 
Yea,  from  the  utmost  comers  of  tlie  earth. 
That  Woman  will  come  o'er  this  Waste  to  save  tliee. 
iHe  pauses  and  looks  at  Hkrbkrt'h  stoj". 
Ha  !  what  is  here  1  and  carved  by  her  own  hand  ! 

IReads  upoti  the  staff. 
^  I  am  eyes  to  the  blind,  saith  the  Lord. 
He  that  puts  his  trust  in  me  shall  not  fail !" 
Yes,  be  it  so  ; — repent  and  be  forgiven — 
God  and  that  staff  are  now  thy  only  guides. 

[£/«  leaves  Hkrbkrt  on  the  Moor. 
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Scene,  an  eaUnenee^  a  Beacon  on  the  tumnUL 

Lact,  Wallao,  Lsmnoz,  &o.  ice. 

Several  of  the  Band  {cor^fuaedly).  But  patience  ! 

One  of  the  Band,  CuMee  on  that  Traitor, 

Oswald  I — 
Our  Captain  made  a  prey  to  foul  device  I — 

Len.  (to  Wal.),  His  tool,  the  wandering  Beggar, 
made  last  night 
A  plain  confession,  such  as  leaves  no  doubt, 
Knowing  what  otherwise  we  know  too  well. 
That  she  revealed  the  truth.    Stand  by  me  now  ; 
For  rather  would  I  have  a  nest  of  vipers 
Between  my  breast-plate  and  my  skin,  than  make 
Oswald  my  spedal  enemy,  if  you 
Deny  me  your  support 

Lacy,  We  have  been  fooled — 

But  for  the  motive  t 

Wal.  Natures  such  as  his 

Spin  motives  out  of  their  own  bowels.  Lacy  1 
I  leamM  this  when  I  was  a  Confessor. 
I  know  him  well ;  there  needs  no  other  motive 
Than  that  most  strange  incontinence  in  crime 
Which  haunts  this  Oswald.    Power  is  life  to  him 
And  breath  and  being  ;  where  he  cannot  govern. 
He  will  destroy. 

Lacy.         To  have  been  trapped  like  moles  I — 
Yes,  you  are  right,  we  need  not  hunt  for  motives : 
There  is  no  crime  firom  which  this  man  would  shrink; 
He  recks  not  human  law  ;  and  I  have  noticed 
That  often  when  the  name  of  God  is  uttered, 
A  sudden  blankness  overspreads  his  face. 

Len.  Yet,  reasoner  as  he  is,  his  pride  has  built 
Some  uncouth  superstition  of  its  own. 

Wal.  I  have  seen  traces  of  it 

Len.  Once  he  headed 

A  band  of  Pirates  in  the  Norway  seas  ; 
And  when  the  King  of  Denmark  summoned  him 
To  the  oath  of  fealty,  I  well  remember, 
'Twas  a  strange  answer  that  he  made  ;  he  said, 
^  I  hold  of  Spirits,  and  the  Sun  in  heaven.*' 

Lacy.  He  is  no  madman. 

Wal.  A  most  subtie  doctor 

Were  that  man,  who  could  draw  the  line  that  parts 
Pride  and  her  daughter.  Cruelty,  from  Madness, 
That  should  be  scourged,  not  pitied.     Restiess 

Minds, 
Such  Minds  as  find  amid  thdr  fellow-men 
No  heart  that  loves  them,  none  that  they  can  love. 
Will  turn  perforce  and  seek  for  sympathy 
In  dim  relation  to  imagined  Beings. 

One  of  the  Band.  What  if  he  mean  to  ofier  up 
our  Captain 


An  expiation  and  a  sacrifioe 
To  those  infernal  fiends  ! 

WaL  Now,  if  the  event 

Should  be  as  Lennox  has  foretold,  then  swear. 
My  Friends,  his  heart  shall  have  as  many  wooi 
As  there  are  daggers  here. 

Lacy.  What  need  of  swearin 

One  of  the  Band.  Let  us  away  I 

Another.  Away  t 

A  third.  Hark  !  how  the  horns 
Of  those  Scotch  Rovers  echo  through  the  vale. 

Lacy.  Stay  you  behind;  and  when  the  snnisdir 
Light  up  this  beacon. 

One  of  the  Band.        You  shall  be  obeyed. 

[rWy  go  out  togel 


Scene,  ike  Wood  on  the  edffeqfthe  Moor. 

Marmaduui  {alone). 

Mar.  Deep,  deep  and  vast,  vast  beyond  hun 
thought. 
Yet  calm. — ^I  could  believe,  that  there  was  hen 
The  only  quiet  heart  on  earth.    In  terror. 
Remembered  terror,  there  is  peace  and  rest 

Enter  Oswald. 

Otw.  Ha  !  my  dear  detain. 

Mar.  A  later  meeting,  Oswi 

Would  have  been  better  timed. 

Otw.  Alone,  I  see  ; 

You  have  done  your  duty.  I  had  hopes,  whidi  a 
I  feel  that  you  will  justify. 

Mar.  I  had  fears. 

From  which  I  have  freed  myself— but  'tis  my  n 
To  be  alone,  and  therefore  we  must  part 

Osw.  Nay,  then — I  am  miBtaken.    There  ^ 
weakness 
About  you  still ;  you  talk  of  solitude — 
I  am  your  friend. 

Mar.  What  need  of  this  asson 

At  any  time  I  and  why  given  now  I 

Otw.  Because 

You  are  now  in  truth  my  Master ;   you  k 

taught  me 
What  there  is  not  another  Uving  man 
Had  strength  to  teach  ;— and  therefore  gratitll 
Is  bold,  and  would  relieve  itself  by  praise. 

Mar.  Wherefore  press  this  on  me  ! 

Ontf.  Because  11 

That  you  have  shown,  and  by  a  signal  instanqi^ 
How  they  who  would  be  just  must  seek  the  nl 
By  diving  for  it  into  their  own  bosoms. 
To-day  you  have  thrown  off  a  tyranny 
That  lives  but  in  the  torpid  acquiescence 
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■oq]8>  tlie  tynony 
iht  vorld**  mMten,  with  the  musty  rules 
«ydi  iImj  uphold  their  cnHfrom  sge  to  age : 
1  hum  obqned  the  ooly  kw  thst  smae 
■ilB  to  wtfiopwse ;  the  immediate  law^ 

li^t  of  circumstanoesy  flashed 

i  Intellect 
prospects  open  on  jrour  path  ; 
slMwld  g;row  with  the  demand ; 
wS  be  jour  friend,  will  deaye  to  you 
good  and  evil,  obloquy  and  scorn, 
ihcj  dare  to  ibOow  on  your  steps. 
I  would  be  left  alone. 

{aaaikimgijf).  I  know  your  motives  ! 

*  of  the  world's  presumptuous  judges, 
they  can  neither  see  nor  feel, 
a  hard-hearted  ignoianoe  ;  your  struggles 
d,  and  now  haO  your  victory. 
Span  me  awhile  that  greeting. 

It  may  be, 
Be  thers   are,   squeamish   half-thinking 


fv. 


ih 
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a  viB  tan  pale  upon  you,  call  you  murderer, 

I  you  wiD  walk  in  s(4itade  among  them. 

■fhiy  evfl  lor  a  strong-built  mind ! — 

i  tacaty  tapers  of  unequal  height 

1  fifht  diem  joined,  and  you  will  see  the  less 

V  *iwii  bam  down  tiie  taller ;  and  they  all 

illRjapOB  the  tallest    Solitude  I— 

»  Eii(fe  hvca  in  Solitude  I 

Viar.  Even  so, 

•  Spaovw  so  on  the  house-top,  and  I, 

of  God's  creatures,  stand  resolved 

isBoe  of  my  act,  alone. 
0^  iVbw  would  you !  and  for  ever ! — My  young 


itM advances  adier  we  become 

i»  pRy  «r  masters  of  our  own  past  deeds. 

AMihip  we  wuut  have,  willing  or  no  ; 

d  if  food  Angels  fiul,  slack  in  their  duty, 

^ilMia,  tarn  our  fiices  where  we  may, 

>>d  tetheooiing ;  some  which,  though  they  bear 

'■BH^  can  render  no  ill  services, 

niwspi'i)  for  what  themselves  required. 

>Meiestraaea  in  this  mysterious  world, 

^  ^fpailw  thus  melt  into  each  other. 

Xir.  Tteie,  since  Man  first  drew  breath,  has 

sever  moved 
U  mtsh  a  wiright  upon  his  wings  as  now  ; 
">  ^  via  sooo  be  lightened. 
^  Ay,  look  up— 

*  naad  you  your  mind's  eye,  and  you  will  learn 
■fiftdt  is  the  child  of  Enterprise  : 
(^  actioBs  move  our  admiration,  chiefly 


Because  they  carry  in  themselves  an  earnest 
That  we  can  suffer  greatly. 

Mar.  Very  true. 

Otw.  Action  is  transitory — a  step,  a  blow. 
The  motion  of  a  muscle — ^this  way  or  that — 
*Tis  done,  and  in  the  after-vacancy 
We  wonder  at  ourselves  like  men  betrayed  : 
Suffering  is  permanent,  obscure  and  dark. 
And  shares  the  nature  of  infinity. 

Mar,  Truth — and  I  feel  it 

Otw.  What !  if  you  had  bid 

Eternal  farewell  to  unmingled  joy 
And  the  light  dancing  of  the  thoughtless  heart ; 
It  is  the  toy  of  fools,  and  little  fit 
For  such  a  world  as  this.    The  wise  abjure 
All  thoughts  whose  idle  composition  lives 
In  the  entire  forgetfiilneas  of  pain. 
— I  see  I  have  disturbed  you. 

Mar.  By  no  means. 

Otw,  Compassion  ! — ^pity  !— pride  can  do  without 
them ; 
And  what  if  you  should  never  know  them  more! — 
He  is  a  puny  soul  who,  feeling  pain. 
Finds  ease  because  another  feels  it  too. 
If  e'er  I  open  out  this  heart  of  mine 
It  shall  be  for  a  nobler  end — to  teach 
And  not  to  purchase  puling  sympathy. 
— Nay,  you  are  pale. 

Mar,  It  may  be  so. 

Otw,  Remofse — 

It  cannot  live  with  thought ;  think  on,  tliink  on, 
And  it  will  die.     What !  in  this  universe. 
Where  the  least  things  control  the  greatest,  where 
The  faintest  breath  that  breathes  can  move  a  world  ; 
What !  feel  remorse,  where,  if  a  cat  had  sneezed, 
A  leaf  had  fallen,  the  thing  had  never  been 
Whoso  very  shadow  gnaws  us  to  the  vitals. 

Mar.  Ijow,  whither  are  you  wandering  1    That 
a  man 
So  used  to  suit  his  language  to  the  time. 
Should  thus  so  widely  differ  from  himself — 
It  is  most  strange. 

Otw,  Murder  ! — what 's  in  the  word  ! — 

I  have  no  cases  by  me  ready  made 
To  fit  all  deeds.     Carry  him  to  the  Camp  ! — 
A  shallow  project ; — you  of  late  have  seen 
More  deeply,  taught  us  that  the  institutes 
Of  Nature,  by  a  cunning  usurpation 
Banished  from  human  intercourse,  exist 
Only  in  our  relations  to  tlie  brutes 
That  make  the  fields  their  dwelling.     If  a  snake 
Crawl  from  beneath  our  feet  we  do  not  ask 
A  license  to  destroy  him  :  our  good  povemors 
Hedge  in  the  life  of  every  pest  and  plague 
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That  bean  the  ahape  of  man ;  and  for  what  pur- 

pofle, 
Bnt  to  protect  themselyeB  from  extirpation  t — 
This  flimsy  barrier  you  have  overleaped. 

Mar,  My  Office  is  fulfilled — the  Man  is  now 
Delivered  to  the  Judge  of  all  things. 

Otw.  Dead! 

Mar,  I  have  borne  my  burthen  to  its  destined  end. 

Otw,  This  instant  well  return  to  our  Cknn- 
panions — 
Oh  how  I  long  to  see  their  fitces  again  ! 

EnUr  iDOif  BA.  wilX  Pilgrinu  loAo  e<tnHn%u  their  joumep. 

Idon,  {after  wme  time).  What,  Marmaduke  1 
now  thou  art  mine  for  ever. 
And  Oswald,  too  !  {To  Marmaduke).    On  will  we 

to  my  Father 
With  the  glad  tidings  which  this  day  hath  brought ; 
We  11  go  together,  and,  such  proof  received 
Of  his  own  rights  restored,  his  gratitude 
To  GU>d  above  will  make  him  feel  for  ours. 

Otw,  I  interrupt  you  t 

Jdcn,  Think  not  so. 

Mar,  Idonea^ 

That  I  should  ever  live  to  see  this  moment  I 

/(ion.    Forgive  me. — Oswald  knows  it  all — he 
knows, 
Each  word  of  that  unhappy  letter  fell 
As  a  blood  drop  from  my  heart 

Otw,  'Twas  even  so. 

Mar,  I  have  much  to  say,  but  for  whose  ear  \ — 
not  thine. 

Tdon,  111  can  I  bear  that  look — Plead  for  me, 
Oswald  1 
You  are  my  Father's  Friend. 
{To  Marmaduke).  Alas,  you  know  not, 

And  never  can  you  know,  how  much  he  loved  me. 
Twice  had  he  been  to  me  a  father,  twice 
Had  given  me  breath,  and  was  I  not  to  be 
Hb  daughter,  once  his  daughter  1  could  I  withstand 
His  pleading  face,  and  feel  his  clasping  arms. 
And  hear  his  prayer  that  I  would  not  forsake  him 
In  his  old  age [Hides  her  face. 

Mar,  Patience — Heaven  grant  me  patience  I — 
She  weeps,  she  weeps — my  brain  shall  bum  for  hours 
Ere  /  can  shed  a  tear. 

Idon,  I  was  a  woman  ; 

And,  balancing  the  hopes  that  are  the  dearest 
To  womankind  with  duty  to  my  Father, 
I  yielded  up  those  precious  hopes,  which  nought 
On  earth  could  else  have  wrested  from  me  ; — if 

erring. 
Oh  let  me  be  forgiven  I 


Mar.  I  do  foigive  thee 

Idon,  Bit  take  me  to  your  anna — thi 
alas! 
It  throbs,  and  you  have  a  heart  that  does  t 

Mar,  {exuUvngly),  She  is  innocent 

iUeema 

Otw,  {aside).  Were  I  a 

I  should  make  wondrous  revolution  here ; 
It  were  a  quaint  experiment  to  show 
The  beauty  of  truth—  [A  ddreu 

I  see  I  interrupt  j 
I  shall  have  business  with  you,  Marmadu 
Follow  me  to  the  Hostel  [ExU 

Idon,  Marmaduke, 

This  is  a  happy  day.  My  Father  soon 
Shall  sun  himself  before  his  native  doors ; 
The  lame,  the  hungry,  will  be  welcome  th 
No  more  shall  he  complain  of  wasted  stre 
Of  thoughts  that  fail,  and  a  decaying  heax 
His  good  works  will  be  balm  and  life  to  h 

Mar,  This  is  most  strange ! — I  know 
it  was, 
But  there  was  something  which  most  plal: 
That  thou  wert  innocent 

Idon,  How  innocent  1 

Oh  heavens  !  you  've  been  deceived. 

Mar,  Thou  art  a 

To  bring  perdition  on  the  universe. 

Idon,  Already  I  've  been  punished  to  ti 
Of  my  offence.  [Smiling  afu 

I  see  you  love  me  still, 
The  labours  of  my  hand  are  still  your  joy 
Bethink  you  of  the  hour  when  on  your  oh 
I  hung  this  belt 

{Pointing  to  the  belt  on  which  ufot 
Hsrbkrt's  icrip. 

Mar,  Mercy  of  Heaven  ! 

Idon,  What  ails  you!  [Dim 

Mar,  The  scrip  that  held  his  food,  and 
To  give  it  back  again  I 
Idon,  What  mean  yon 

Mar,  1  know  not  what  I  said — all  maj 
Idon.  That  smile  hath  life  in  it  I 
Mar,  This  road  18] 

I  will  attend  you  to  a  Hut  that  stands 
Near  the  wood's  edge — ^rest  there  to-ni|^ 

you  : 
For  me,  I  have  business,  as  you  heard. 
But  will  return  to  you  by  break  of  day. 
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ACT  IV. 

ScB!cx,  A  dcBokUe  protpect — a  ridge  of  roekt — a 
Ckapd  <m  the  wmmit  of  one — Moon  behind  the 
roek9 — m^  ilormy — irreguiar  mmnd  of  a  bell — 
HKBBtaa  enten  exhausted. 

Her.  TluitClu^>el-bdliniiierc78eemedtogiiidemey 
But  now  it  mocks  my  steps  ;  its  fitful  stroke 
Oui  sesredj  be  the  work  of  hnmsn  hands. 
Hear  me,  je  Men,  upon  the  cliffs,  if  such 
There  be  who  pray  nightly  before  the  Altar. 
Oh  that  I  had  hot  stresigth  to  reach  the  place ! 
M J  ChUd-Hoay  diild— dark— dark— I  fiun^— this 


Uasts — God  help  me ! 

JU.  Better  this  bare  rock, 

Thoa|^  it  were  tottering  oyer  a  man's  head, 
Ulan  a  ti^  caae  of  dungeon  walla  for  shelter 
Fhn  aucli  roug^  dealing. 

[A  mooning  voice  it  heard. 
Ha  I  what  sound  is  that ! 
T^eea  ereaking  in  the  wind  (but  none  are  here) 
Send  forth  audi  noises — and  that  weary  bell  1 
Smelj  some  evil  Spirit  abroad  to-nig^t 
la  riqging  it — ^'twould  stop  a  Saint  in  prayer. 
And  that  ■  what  is  it  t  never  was  sound  so  like 
A  human  groan.  Ha  !  what  is  here  t  Poor  Man — 
Murdered  I  alas !  speak — speak,  I  am  your  friend : 
No  answer — hush — lost  wi-etch,  he  lifts  his  hand 
And  lays  it  to  his  heart — (Kneels  to  him),    I  pray 

yoaq>eak  ! 
What  has  be&Ilen  you  ! 

Eer,  (feAly),  A  stranger  has  done  this, 

And  in  the  arms  of  a  stranger  I  must  die. 
Eld,  Nay,  think  not  so :   come,  let  me  raise 
you  up  :  [Raises  him. 

Hub  is  a  dismal  place — ^well — that  is  well — 
I  WIS  too  fearful — take  me  for  your  guide 
had  your  support— my  hut  is  not  far  off. 

IDrauft  him  gentip  off  the  stage. 


Scii%  a  room  tn  the  Hvstd — Ma&maduks  and 

Oswald. 

Ifor.  But  for  Idonea  1 — ^I  hare  cause  to  think 
Ibt  die  is  innocent. 

Otm.  Leave  that  thought  awhile, 

Ai  one  of  those  beliefs  which  in  their  hearts 
Wn  lock  up  as  pearls,  though  oft  no  better 
IW  feathers  clinging  to  their  points  of  passion. 


This  day's  event  has  laid  on  me  the  duty 

Of  opening  out  my  story ;  you  must  hear  it. 

And  without  further  preface. — In  my  youth, 

Except  for  that  abatement  which  is  paid 

By  envy  as  a  tribute  to  desert, 

I  was  the  pleasure  of  all  hearts,  the  darling 

Of  every  tongue— as  you  are  now.    You  've  heard 

That  I  embarked  for  Syria.    On  our  voyage 

Was  hatched  among  the  crew  a  foul  Conspiracy 

Against  my  honour,  in  the  which  our  Captain 

Was,  I  believed,  prime  Agent    The  wind  fell ; 

We  lay  becalmed  week  after  week,  until 

The  water  of  the  vessel  was  exhausted  ; 

I  felt  a  double  fever  in  my  veins. 

Yet  rage  suppressed  itself ; — to  a  deep  stillness 

Did  my  pride  tame  my  pride  \ — ^for  many  days, 

On  a  dead  sea  under  a  burning  sky, 

I  brooded  o'er  my  injuries,  deserted 

By  man  and  nature  ; — ^if  a  breeze  had  blown, 

It  might  have  found  its  way  into  my  heart, 

And  I  had  been — no  matter — do  ,>ou  mark  me  1 

Mar,  Quick — to  the  point — if  any  untold  crime 
Doth  haunt  your  memory. 

Osw,  Patience,  hear  me  further ! — 

One  day  in  silence  did  we  drift  at  noon 
By  a  bare  rock,  narrow,  and  white,  and  bare  ; 
No  food  was  there,  no  drink,  no  grass,  no  shade. 
No  tree,  nor  jutting  eminence,  nor  form 
Inanimate  large  as  the  body  of  man. 
Nor  any  living  thing  whose  lot  of  life 
Might  stretch  beyond  the  measure  of  one  moon. 
To  dig  for  water  on  the  spot,  the  Capt^n 
Landed  witli  a  small  troop,  myself  being  one : 
There  I  reproached  him  wiUi  his  treachery. 
Imperious  at  all  times,  his  temper  rose  ; 
He  struck  me  ;  and  that  instant  had  I  killed  him. 
And  put  an  end  to  his  insolence,  but  my  Comrades 
Rushed  in  between  us  :  then  did  I  insist 
(All  hated  him,  and  I  was  stung  to  madness) 
That  we  should  leave  him  there,  alive  I — we  did  so. 

Mar,  And  he  was  famished  t 

Osw,  Naked  was  the  spot ; 

Metliinks  I  see  it  now — how  in  the  sim 
Its  stony  surface  glittered  like  a  shield  ; 
And  in  that  miserable  place  we  left  him. 
Alone  but  for  a  swarm  of  minute  creatures 
Not  one  of  which  could  help  him  while  alive. 
Or  mourn  him  dead. 

Mar,  A  man  by  men  cast  off. 

Left  without  burial  !  nay,  not  dead  nor  dying, 
But  standing,  walking,  stretching  forth  his  arms, 
In  all  things  like  ourselves,  but  in  the  agony 
With  which  he  called  for  mercy ;  and— even 
He  was  forsaken  I 
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Osw,                        There  is  a  power  in  sounds  : 
The  cries  he  uttered  might  have  stopped  the  boat 
That  bore  us  through  the  water 

Mar.  You  returned 

Upon  that  dismal  hearing— did  you  not  1 

Otw,  Some  scoffed  at  him  wiUi  hellisli  mockery, 
And  laughed  so  loud  it  seemed  that  the  smooth  sea 
Did  from  some  distant  region  echo  us. 

Mar,  We  all  are  of  one  blood,  our  veins  are  filled 
At  the  same  poisonous  fountain  1 

Osw,  'Twas  an  island 

Only  by  sufferance  of  the  winds  and  waves, 
Which  with  their  foam  could  cover  it  at  will. 
I  know  not  how  he  perished  ;  but  the  calm, 
The  same  dead  calm,  continued  many  days. 

Mar,  But  his  own  crime  had  brought  on  him 
this  doom, 
His  wickedness  prepared  it ;  these  expedients 
Are  terrible,  yet  ours  is  not  the  fault 

Oaw,  The  man  was  famished,  and  was  innocent! 

Mar.  Impossible  ! 

Osw,  The  man  had  never  wronged  me. 

Mar,  Banish  the  thought,  crush  it,  and  be  at 
peace. 
His  guilt  was  marked — these  things  could  never  be 
Were  there  not  eyes  that  see,  and  for  good  ends. 
Where  ours  are  baffled. 

Osw,  I  had  been  deceived. 

Mar,  And  from  tliat  hour  the  miserable  man 
No  more  was  heard  of ! 

Osvj,  I  had  been  betrayed. 

Mar,  And  he  found  no  deliverance  ! 

Otw,  The  Crew 

Gave  mo  a  hearty  welcome  ;  they  had  laid 
The  plot  to  rid  tlicmsclvcs,  at  any  cost, 
Of  a  tyrannic  Master  whom  they  loathed. 
So  we  pursued  our  voyage  :  when  we  landed, 
Tlie  tale  was  spread  abroad  ;  my  power  at  ouce 
Slirunk  from  me ;  plans  and  schemes,  and  lofty 

hopes — 
All  vanished.     I  gave  way — do  you  attend  ? 

Mar,  The  Crew  deceive*!  you  ! 

Ojw.  Nay,  command  yourself. 

Mar.  It  is  a  dismal  night — how  the  wind  howls ! 

Otw.  I  hid  my  head  within  a  Convent,  tliere 
Lay  passive  as  a  dormouse  in  mid  winter. 
That  was  no  Hfo  for  me — I  was  overthrown. 
But  not  destroyed. 

Mar.  The  proofs — you  ought  to  have  seen 

The  guilt — have  touched  it — felt  it  at  your  heart — 
As  I  have  done. 

08W.  A  fresli  tide  of  Crusadi-rs 

Drove  by  the  place  of  my  retreat :  three  nights 
Did  constant  meditation  dr}'  my  blood  ; 


Tliree  sleepless  nights  I  passed  in  Boanding  on. 
Through  woirds  and  things,  a  dim  and  pdKloaa  way ; 
And,  wheresoe*er  I  turned  me,  I  beheld 
A  slavery  compared  to  which  the  dnngeon 
And  cUinkmg  chains  are  perfect  liberty. 
You  understand  me— I  was  comforted  ; 
I  saw  that  every  possible  shape  of  action 
Might  lead  to  good — I  saw  it  and  burst  forth 
Thirsting  for  some  of  those  exploits  that  fill 
The  earth  for  sure  redemption  of  lost  peaoeu 

{^Marking  Maemadukb's  wfwao. 
Nay,  you  have  had  the  worst.    Fefodty 
Subsided  in  a  moment,  like  a  wind 
That  drops  down  dead  out  of  a  sky  it  Tezed. 
And  yet  I  had  within  me  evermore 
A  salient  spring  of  enex^  ;  I  mounted 
From  action  up  to  action  with  a  mind 
That  never  rested — without  meat  or  drink 
Have  I  lived  many  days — my  sleep  was  bound 
To  purposes  of  reason — not  a  dream 
But  had  a  continuity  and  substance 
That  waking  life  had  never  power  to  give. 

Mar,    O  wretched  Human-kind!  —  Until  tiie 
mystery 
Of  all  tliis  world  is  solved,  wdl  may  we  envy 
The  worm,  tliat,  underneath  a  stone  whose  w«|^t 
Would  crush  the  lion's  paw  with  mortal  angoidiy 
Doth  lodge,  and  feed,  and  ooil,  and  sleep,  in  safety. 
Fell  not  the  wrath  of  Heaven  upon  those  traitont 

Osw.  Give  not  to  them  a  thought  FromP^estine 
Wo  marched  to  Sv-ria :  oft  I  left  the  Camp, 
Wlien  all  that  multitude  of  hearts  was  still. 
And  followed  on,  t)irou<;h  woods  of  gloomy  cedar. 
Into  deep  chafims  troubled  by  roaring  streams  ; 
Or  from  the  top  of  Lebanon  surveyed 
The  mooiili<;ht  desert,  and  tlie  moonlight  sea  : 
In  these  my  lonely  wanderings  I  perceived 
What  mighty  objects  do  impreiis  their  forms 
To  elevate  our  intellectual  being  ; 
And  felt,  if  auj^lit  on  earth  deserves  a  curse^ 
*Tis  that  worst  principle  of  ill  which  dooms 
A  thing  so  great  to  ])€ri8h  self-consumed. 
— So  much  for  my  remorse  I 

Mar.  Unhappy  Man  ! 

Osw.  When  from  these  forms  I  turned  to  eoo* 
template 
The  World*8  opinions  and  her  usages, 
I  seemed  a  Being  who  had  passed  alone 
Into  a  region  of  futurity. 
Whose  natural  element  was  freedom 

Mar.  Stop— 

I  may  not,  cannot,  follow  tliee. 

0«w.  You  must 

I  had  been  nourishe<l  by  the  sickly  food 
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But  wtut  i>  done  will  k 

or  living  wilbout  koowledge  tlmt 


bi*^  wiliTTirt  «f  slut  tiiev  ue, 

^Ab  a^7  lUag  llutt  tbav  wuulil  wish  to  be. 

A*  Dm  ■Bit  hw  no  tanr  twi 

L  AhVT  :  t>>M,  if  « -»h  »  »rve 

L«KMDiMk>w«e,i»(  dereire  b>  ulinw, 

■  MM  bMMM  uiaunion*  tu  ibi  hsw, 

IXv.    I    faqi,    au>    br^Tc,    j'ou ;    but  Ihnae 

KTvfi  ilowti  voar  wrsth. 
1,  qiuriuiu  Fwiie  iln|il<ed, 
k  of  IgDonnoe,  I  fuanH 

ic  anooth  u  >omE  broad  mty 
[inigwfc  PriraUinigbtapia 
fc  «4  hM  BM  fcr  m«— 'twM  >n  fit  pbco 
I  luul  been, 
n  had  left  my  luiitc  fuid, 
^rflaMFk^npla  bondanrii—the  loft  ehaia 
;  and  ibe  mm,  from  whom 
^u,  yoQ  would  destroy : 
n  Cv  their  blind  Hrricob 
jRHfaage  ircluiig  tlut,  whou  ws  would 


No> 


re  Boffenng — for  the  fu 


*  havn   betrayed  me— I  bave 

'  tliat  ba  ii  guHtlcia— 
I,  vithool  »pot  or  (tab. 
Poor  old  Man  ! 
n  Iv  thu^  becauH  Ihou  lovtdM 
Dcy  had  been 
b  b>  tby  blood  I— Tngetlier 
iTumH)  It  OnruA. 
»,  ba  laaMd  npuo  iia  both. 
E  J[f ,  ^  ov  eoapUd  b;  a  dnun  of  adamant ; 
l«at*  M>»1alMKUw«,  Ihon,  to  enlarge 
■■rt^  <m|iine.    Wa  mbaiit 
:  «fl  ii  aktrwy  ;  «t  rmaiira 
■^  IM  avaii  ■«  irtmee  tboao  laws  lian  Mme  ; 
■1  (award  Ming  to  goad  ua  on, 
am  jva  Utnyi^  nu  r    Speak  (o  iliat 

Thcmaalc, 
a  taaaoa  I  bare  atoopod  lo  wear, 
,  -Mt  iA— Know  ILm  tbat  I  wu  urged, 

h  iAv  Mjailaii  lat  it  jam)  waa  dnien, 
■■Atr^n^adij',  beeanaa  1  law 
>f«aB*Mraf  aqtyiNidiliil  wit: 

Mtda  a  aqiM]  one*  again, 
li^l^ataift  hap*.    Ym  have  (truck  home, 
(ta  ba  *api  af  bkwd  cut  jJu.n  the  busium  ; 
M  ;>lald  tu  me. 


'TU  bin  who  will  cc 
Herbert  is  itinoixttt. 

Mar.  (Ml  a  faint  voice,  and  dbuAltni//^)  Yon  in 
but  echo 
Mj  own  wild  worda  I 

Young  Mnn,  the  aeod  must  lio 
I  lie  eftrlh,  or  there  can  be  no  harvoet ; 
■lure's  hkW.     Wbal  I  hoTo  done  in  darkDCSS 
I  will  avow  before  the  &ce  of  duy. 
Herbert  u  innocenL 

What  fiend  conld  prompt 
This  action  !    Innocent  1 — oh,  brealdng  heart  1— 
r  dead,  I  'U  find  him.  lExil. 

Alito— perdition  !  [Exit,    | 


ScEfE,  iJlc  mtidt  </  a  poor  Cotla-jt. 
lilm.  The  storm  beats  liard— Mercy  for  poor 

Wboae  beads  are  ihelteirleaB  in  mch  a  night ! 
J  reus  wiOoA.   HoUa  1   to  bed,  good  Folks, 


Blta.  O  sKTe  ns  1 

I  don.  What  can  this  mean  t 

Elfa.  Has,  for  my  poor  fausbMid  ! — 

Wb  *!]  hare  a  eounting  of  obt  flocks  to-morrow  ; 
Tlie  wolf  keeps  festiTai  these  stormy  nighu  : 
Be  calm,  sweel  Iddy,  they  are  wanaileis 

ttetnmiDg  from  their  Feast — my  heart  beats  so — 
L  noise  at  midnight  doea  so  MgbteD  roe. 

lili/n.  Hush  I  [lAtlm'vj, 

EUa.  They  are  gone.  On  such  n  night,  my 

husband. 
Drugged  from  his  bed,  was  cast  into  a  dungeon, 
Where,  hid  from  ms^  he  coimled  many  years, 
A  rriminal  in  no  one's  ayes  bat  theirs — 
Not  e*en  in  thein — wboae  brutal  violence 
3a  dealt  with  him. 

/don.  1  have  a  noble  Friend 

Firal  among  youtba  of  kni^lly  breeitin^,  (Ine 
Who  lira  bat  to  protocl  the  weak  or  injuird. 
Then  agun  !  [Lirit^my 

Tis  my  hatband's  fooL     Gmid  Klilmd 
Hai  a  kind  heart ;  but  his  imtTifwnmi 
Has  made  liim  fearful,  and  he  ll  nevei 
The  num  he  was. 

Idm. 
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Enter  Eu>ikd»  {hida  a  bundU\. 

Eld.  Not  yet  in  bed,  Eleanor  1 — ^there  are  stainfi 
in  that  frock  which  must  be  washed  out 

Eieet,  What  has  befSUlen  yon  1 

Eld.  1  am  belated,  and  ycm  must  know  the  cause 
—{tpeaking  low)  that  is  the  blood  of  an  unhappy 
Man. 

EU(L  Oh  !  we  are  undone  for  ever. 

Eld.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  lift  my  hand 
against  any  man.  Eleanor,  I  have  shed  tears  to- 
night, and  it  comforts  me  to  think  of  it 

Elect.  Where,  where  is  he  t 

Eld.  I  have  done  him  no  harm,  but it  will 

be  forgiven  me  ;  it  would  not  have  been  so  once. 

EUa.  You  have  not  buried  anything  t  You  are 
no  richer  than  when  you  left  me  1 

Eld.  Be  at  peace  ;  I  am  innocent 

Elea.  Then  God  be  thanked— 

lA  short  pause  t  she /alii  ttpon  hie  neck. 

Eld.  To-nig^t  I  met  with  an  old  Man  lying 
stretched  upon  the  ground — a  sul  spectacle :  1 
raised  him  up  with  a  hope  that  we  might  shelter 
and  restore  him. 

Elea.  (cu  if  ready  to  run).  Where  is  he  t  You 
were  not  able  to  bring  him  all  the  way  with  you  ; 
let  us  return,  I  can  help  you. 

[Eldrsd  ihakes  his  head. 

Eld.  He  did  not  seem  to  wish  for  life  :  as  I  was 
struggling  on,  by  the  light  of  the  moon  I  saw  the 
stains  of  blood  upon  my  clothes — he  waved  his 
hand,  as  if  it  were  all  useless ;  and  I  let  him  tank 
again  to  the  ground. 

Elea.  Oh  that  I  had  been  by  your  side  ! 

Eld.  I  tell  you  his  hands  and  Ins  body  were  cold 
— ^how  could  I  disturb  his  last  moments  I  he  strove 
to  turn  from  me  as  if  he  wished  to  settle  into 
sleep. 

Elea.  But,  for  the  stidns  of  blood — 

Eld.  He  must  have  fallen,  I  fancy,  for  his  head 
was  cut ;  but  I  think  his  malady  was  cold  and 
hunger. 

Elea.  Oh,  Eldred,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  look 
up  at  this  roof  in  storm  or  fair  but  I  shall 
tremble. 

Eld.  Is  it  not  enough  that  my  ill  stars  have  kept 
me  abroad  to-night  till  this  hour  1  I  come  home, 
and  tliis  is  my  comfort  I 

Elea.  But  did  he  say  nothing  which  might  have 
set  you  at  ease  I 

Eld.  I  thought  he  grasped  my  hand  while  he 
was  muttering  something  about  his  Child  —  his 
Daughter— (ftor^fi^  at  if  he  hoard  a  fwite).  What 
is  that  I 


Elea.  Eldred,  you  are  a  fitther. 
Eld.  God  knows  what  was  in  my  heart,  i 
not  curse  my  son  for  my  sake. 

Elea.  But  you  prayed  by  him  t  yon  wai 
hour  of  Ins  release  t 

Eld.  The  night  was  wasting  £ut;  I  l 
fiiend ;  I  am  q>ited  by  the  world — ^his 
terrified  me — ^if  I  had  brought  him  along  n 

and  he  had  died  in  my  arms  1 1  am  sure 

something  breathing — and  this  chair  ! 

.£200.  Oh,  Eldred,  you  will  die  alone.     1 
have  nobody  to  close  your  eyes — ^no  hand  t 
your  dying  hand — I  shall  be  in  my  grave, 
will  attend  us  all 

Eld.  Have  you  foigot  your  own  trooblei 
was  in  the  dungeon  ! 
Mea.  And  you  left  lum  alive  t 
Eld.  Alive  ! — the  damps  of  death  were  o 
— ^he  could  not  have  survived  an  hour. 
EUa.  In  the  cold,  cold  night 
Eld.  (m  a  tavage  tone).    Ay,  and  his  fa 
bare  ;  I  suppose  you  would  have  had  me 
bonnet  to  cover  it — You  will  never  rest  t 
brought  to  a  felon's  end. 

EUa.  Is  there  nothing  to  be  done  t  eanE 
to  the  Convent  I 

Eld.  Ay,  and  say  at  onoe  that  I  n 
him  I 

Elea.  Eldred,  I  know  that  ours  is  the  oi 
upon  the  Waste  ;  let  us  take  heart ;  this  1 
be  rich  ;  and  could  he  be  saved  by  our  m 
gratitude  may  reward  us. 
Eld.  'Tis  aU  in  vain. 
EUa.  But  let  us  make  the  attempt 
Man  may  have  a  wife,  and  he  may  have 
— let  us  return  to  the  spot ;   we  ma^ 
him,  and  his  eyes  may  yet  open  upon  ti 
love  him. 

Eld.  He  will  never  open  them  more  ;  §p 
he  spoke  to  me,  he  kept  them  firmly  i 
if  he  had  been  blind. 

Idon.  {rushing  out).  It  is,  it  is,  my  Fkl 
Eld.   We  are  betrayed  (lof^ng  at  loot 
EUa.  His  Daughter  I — God  have  merof 
ing  to  Idonea). 

Idon.  (tinking  dovm).  Oh  I  lift  me  up  1 
me  to  the  place. 
You  are  safe  ;  the  whole  world  shall  noil 
Elea.  This  Lady  is  his  Daughter. 
Eld.  (moved).  1 11  lead  you  to  the  spol 
Idon.  (springing  up).   Alive  ! — yoa  h 
breathe  I  quick,  quick — 
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ACT  V. 

ScBci^  A  wood  OH  the  edge  of  the  Waste* 

Enter  Oswald  and  a  Forester. 

For.  He  leaned  upon  the  bridge  thatspans  the  glen. 
And  down  into  the  bottom  east  his  eye, 
Tbat  fiMtened  there,  as  it  would  check  the  current 

Ons.  Helistened  too ;  did  you  notsay  he  listened  ? 

For.  As  if  there  came  such  moaning  from  the 
flood 
Afl  is  beard  often  after  stormy  nights. 

Ona.  Bat  did  he  utter  nothing  ? 

For.  See  him  there  1 

Marhaddks  appearing. 

Mar,  BnzZybnzz,  yeblackaiid  winged  freebooters; 
That  is  no  substance  which  ye  settle  on  ! 

For.  His  senses  ]>lay  him  false ;  and  see,  his  arms 
Outspread,  as  if  to  save  himself  from  filling  ! — 
Some  terrible  plmntom  1  believe  is  now 
Passing  before  him,  such  ns  God  will  not 
Permit  to  visit  any  but  a  man 
Who  has  been  guilty  of  some  horrid  crime. 

[Marmadukk  diiappeart. 

Otm»  The  game  is  up  ! — 

For.  If  it  be  needful.  Sir, 

I  will  aarict  yoo  to  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Otm.  No,  no,  my  Friend,  you  may  pursue  your 


Tb  a  poor  wretch  of  an  unsettled  mind, 
I   Who  has  a  trick  of  straying  from  his  keepers  ; 
We  most  be  gentle.    Leave  him  to  my  care. 

I  Exit  F(»re8ter. 
If  Ins  own  eyes  play  false  with  him,  these  freaks 
Of  fimey  shall  be  quickly  tamed  by  mine  ; 
The  goal  is  reached.     My  Master  shall  become 
A  ihadow  of  myself — made  by  myself. 


ScE-HE,  the  edge  of  the  Moor. 

Xaixaocxb  and  Fldrbd  enter  from  oppotite  tides. 

Mar.  {raiting  his  eyes  and  perceiving  Eldred).  I 
In  any  comer  of  this  savage  Waste, 
Bate  vou,  good  Peasant,  seen  a  blind  old  Man  I 

Eid,  1  heard 

Mar,  You  heard  him,  where  1  when 

heard  him  I 

£fdL  As  you  know, 

The  first  hours  of  last  night  were  rough  with  storm: 
1  had  lieen  out  in  search  of  a  stray  heifer  ; 
"*tuming  late,  1  heard  a  muaninju:  sound  ; 
1^,  thinking  that  my  fancy  had  deceived  me, 
I  harried  on,  when  straight  a  second  moan. 


A  human  voice  distinct,  struck  on  my  ear. 
So  guided,  distant  a  few  steps,  I  found 
An  aged  Man,  and  such  as  you  describe. 

Mar.  You  heard  ! — he  called  you  to  him  ?  Of  all 
men 
The  best  and  kindest ! — ^but  where  is  he  ?  guide  me, 
That  I  may  see  him. 

Eld.  On  a  ridge  of  rocks 

A  lonesome  Chapel  stands,  deserted  now  : 
The  bell  is  left,  which  no  one  dares  remove  ; 
And,  when  tlie  stormy  wuid  blows  o^er  the  peak. 
It  rings,  as  if  a  human  hand  were  there 
•To  pull  the  conl.     I  guess  he  nmst  have  heard  it ; 
And  it  had  led  him  towards  the  precipice. 
To  climb  up  to  the  spot  whence  the  sound  came  ; 
But  he  had  failed  through  weakness.     From  liis 

hand 
His  staff  luid  dropped,  and  close  upon  the  brink 
Of  a  small  pool  of  water  he  was  laid. 
As  if  he  liad  stooped  to  drink,  and  so  remained 
Without  the  strength  to  rise. 

Mar.  Well,  well,  he  livea^ 

And  all  is  safe  :  what  said  he  ! 

Eld.  But  few  words  : 

He  only  spake  to  me  of  a  dear  Daughter, 
Who,  so  he  feared,  would  never  see  him  more  ; 
And  of  a  Stranger  to  him.  One  by  whom 
He  had  been  sore  misused  ;  but  he  forgave 
The  wrong  and  the  wrong-doer.    You  are  trou- 
bled— 
Perhaps  you  are  his  son  I 

Mar.  The  All-seeing  knows, 

I  did  not  think  he  had  a  living  Child. — 
But  whither  did  you  carry  him  I 

Eld.  He  was  torn. 

His  head  was  bruised,  and  there  was  blood  about 
him 

Mar.  That  was  no  work  of  mine. 

Eld.  Nor  was  it  mine. 

Mar.  But  had  he  strength  to  walk  1 1  could  have 
borne  him 
A  thousand  miles. 

Eld.  I  am  in  poverty. 

And  know  how  busy  are  the  tongues  of  men  ; 
My  heart  was  willing,  Sir,  but  I  am  one 
Whose  good  deeds  will  not  stand  by  tlieir  own  light; 
And,  though  it  smote  me  more  than  words  can  tell, 
I  left  him. 

Mar.          I  believe  that  there  are  phantoms, 
That  in  tlie  shape  of  man  do  cross  our  path 
On  evil  instigation,  to  make  sport 
Of  our  distress — and  thou  art  one  of  them  ! 
But  tilings  substantial  have  so  pressed  on  me 

Eld.  My  wife  and  children  came  into  my  mind. 
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Mar,  Oh  Monster  I  Monster !  there  are  threo 
of  us, 
And  we  shall  howl  together. 

\J^JUr  a  pauu  and  in  a  fuhU  voice. 
I  am  deserted 
At  mj  worst  need,  my  crimes  have  in  a  net 
[Pointing  to  Eldrbd)  Entangled  this  poor  man. — 
Where  was  it !  where  t 

iDragffinp  him  along. 
Eld,  'Tis  needless  ;  spare  your  Yiolence.     His 

Daughter 

Mar,  Ay,  in  the  word  a  thousand  scorpions  lodge: 
This  old  man  had  a  Daughter. 

Eld,  To  the  spot 

I  hurried  hack  with  her. — 0  save  me,  Sir, 

From  such  a  journey  ! there  was  a  black  treo^ 

A  mngle  tree  ;  she  Uiought  it  was  her  Father. — 

Oh  Sir,  I  would  not  see  that  hour  again 

For  twenty  lives.   The  daylight  dawned,  and  now — 

Nay ;  hear  my  tale,  'tis  fit  that  you  should  hear  it — 

As  we  approached,  a  solitary  crow 

Rose  from  the  spot ; — the  Daughter  clapped  her 

hands, 
And  then  I  heard  a  shriek  so  terrible 

[Marmadukb  ihrinkt  back. 
The  startled  bird  quivered  upon  the  wing. 
Mar.  Dead,  dead  ! — 

Eld,  (after  a  pause),  A  dismal  matter.  Sir,  forme, 
And  seems  the  like  for  you  ;  if  'tis  your  wish, 
I  '11  lead  you  to  his  Daughter ;  but  'twere  best 
That  she  should  be  prepared ;  I  '11  go  before, 
jlfar.  There  will  be  need  of  preparation. 

[ELDRKogoet  of. 
Elea.  (enters).  Master  ! 

Your  limbs  sink  under  you,  shall  I  support  you  ? 
jlfar.  (taking  her  arm).  Woman,  I  've  lent  my 
body  to  the  service 
Wliicli  now  thou  tak'st  upon  thee,     God  forbid 
That  thou  shouldst  ever  meet  a  like  occasion 
With  such  a  purpose  in  thine  heart  as  mine  was. 
EUa.  Oh,  why  have  I  to  do  with  tilings  like  these! 

iExeunU 


ScsifB  etumges  to  the  door  of  Eldred's  cottage — 
Idonea  scaled — etUer  Eldbed. 

Eld,  Your  Father,  Lady,  from  a  wilful  hand 
Has  met  unkindness  ;  so  indeed  he  told  me. 
And  you  remember  such  was  my  report : 
From  what  has  just  bef&Uen  me  I  have  cause 
To  fear  the  very  worst 

Idon,  My  Father  is  dead  ; 

Why  dost  thou  come  to  me  with  words  like  these  t 

Eld.  A  wicked  Man  should  answer  for  his  crimes. 


Idon.  Thou  seest  me  what  I  am. 

Eld.  It  was  most  heinoal^ 

And  doth  call  out  for  vengeance. 

Idon.  Do  not  add, 

I  prithee,  to  the  harm  ihoa  %t  done  already. 

Eld.  Hereafter  you  will  thank  me  for  this  service. 
Hard  by,  a  Man  I  met,  who,  from  plain  proofe 
Of  interfering  Heaven,  I  have  no  doubt,^ 
Laid  hands  upon  your  Father.    Fit  it  were 
You  should  prepare  to  meet  him. 

Idon.  I  have  nothing 

To  do  with  others  ;  help  me  to  my  Father — 

iSke  turns  and  nes  Marmaoukb  laming  on  Ex.saiioi 
^■throvn  heriel/upan  hit  neck,  and  afUr  sown 
timet 
In  joy  I  met  thee,  but  a  few  hours  past ; 

And  thus  we  meet  again  ;  one  human  stay 

Is  left  me  still  in  thee.     Nay,  shake  not  so. 

Afar,  In  such  a  wilderness — to  see  no  things 
No,  not  the  pitying  moon  ! 

Idon,  And  perish  so. 

Mar,  Without  a  dog  to  moan  for  him. 

IcUm,  Think  not  of  it^ 

But  enter  there  and  see  him  how  he  sleeps^ 
Tranquil  as  he  had  died  in  his  own  bed. 

Mar,  Tranquil — why  not ! 

Idoti.  Oh,  peace ! 

Mar.  He  is  at  peace  ; 

His  body  is  at  rest :  there  was  a  plot, 
A  hideous  plot,  against  the  soul  of  man  : 
It  took  effect — and  yet  I  baffled  it, 
In  some  degree. 

Idon,  Between  us  stood,  I  though 

A  cup  of  consolation,  filled  from  Heaven 
For  both  our  needs  ;  must  I,  and  in  thy  presence 
Alone  partake  of  it  1 — Beloved  Marmaduke  I 

Mar.  Give  me  a  reason  why  the  wisest  thing 

That  the  earth  owns  shall  never  choose  to  die. 

But  some  one  must  be  near  to  count  his  groans. 

Tlie  wounded  deer  retires  to  solitude. 

And  dies  in  solitude  :  all  things  but  man. 

All  die  in  solitude. 

IMoving  toieardt  the  cottage  dc& 

Mysterious  God, 

If  she  had  never  lived  I  had  not  done  it  ! — 

Idon,  Alas,  the  thought  of  such  a  cruel  death 
Has  overwhelmed  him. — I  must  follow. 

Eld.  Ladyt 

You  will  do  well  ;  (she  goes)  unjust  suspicion  mi 
Cleave  to  this  Stranger  :  if,  upon  his  entering. 
The  dead  Man  heave  a  groan,  or  from  his  side 
UpUft  his  hand — tliat  would  be  evidence. 

Elea,  Shame  I  Eldred,  shame  ! 

Mar,  (both  returning)  The  dead  have  1 

one  face,  (to  Jiimsdf). 
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mA  b  Ma»-»  nmk  uiJ  onaRLixliDS— 

A  mortal  mtvlndy^l  am  accnnt : 

hB  M>d  lanifaa  »  •  btlM :  •  Mui, 

AU  nature  quraee  me,  and  in  my  heart 

ny  curse  is  fixed  ;  the  truth  muat  be  hud  hare. 

Hr  fcA«)i.i    to  d>»7  bim  I^ 

It  muflt  ho  told,  and  home.    I  am  the  man. 

^^1 

M.  «s  lad  j««  •«■  bim  linng  :- 

(Abused,  bettujed,  but  how  it  mBllera  not) 

^^H 

r.                                         1  (M  HUcd 

^^H 

,  femn- ii  lU.  w<>fd)  un  unto  lb« 

Who,  casting  aa  I  thought  a  guilty  Peraon 

^^H 

Ms  MM  rnnooa,  ilat  It  now  TCObilofl : 

Upon  Heaven's  righteous  judgment,  did  become 

^^H 

^^H 

Thy  Fatiier  perished. 

^^H 

»fe.rNA!- 

1 

Ih                                0  miseniMH  F;illier  1 

Mar.  BcloTed!— if!  dared,  BO  would  I  oiU  thee— 

Conflict  must  cenae,  and,  hi  Iby  froien  heart. 

^*ttm    li>T.  1  «vEr  wbhed 

The  eitremea  of  suffering  meet  in  absolute  peace. 

^^Jjj 

t»  >V  Mnv  lUdR ;  but  h«r  m«, 

[H,^,.«*«-aW(«-. 

^^1 

t  M^  J*  Hainaa  !— (t-Boiinii)— may  venge- 

Idem,    (readt)   'Be  not  surprised  if  you  hear 

^^H 

MMtMnMUMHend 

that  some  signal  judgment  baa  befallen  the  man 

•iiMM*n>lD»rtler:  IH  bim  lin> 

who  oalls  Inmaelf  your  father ;  be  is  now  will. 

^^H 

!■«•■■  larar  of  ill*  elfotrDM  ; 

me,  as  his  signature  will  shew  :  abBlain  from  eon- 

^^H 

^m^  Hi4  bin  w  Ub  kn«a  b>  pn}^ 

jeclure  till  you  see  ma. 

■ 

b  i|«  n«M,  knd  let  him  ihink  be  «ee>. 

'  HEBnEBT. 

l«bt«MMh  tha  hooK  or  God, 

•Mahuidiikk.' 

The  writing  Oswald's  ;  the  signature  my  Father's: 

lt«tM,>hD  b>  WDOld  lie  down  at  ni^t. 

(Look*  ttwdilg  at  lAe  paper)  And  ben  is  yours,— 

»wkk«llidM>  Uood-^lropa  on  hU  pUlow  ! 

or  do  my  eyes  deceive  me  t 

^^Jl 

^  ■;  tite  «u  Blent,  bat  m;  Lcut  lialli 

You  have  then  seen  my  Fathw  1 

^^H 

>«^lhi.. 

ifar.                                     Be  hM  leaned 

^M 

tk  (Im^  ••  Muxaddkk).   Left  U>  die 

Upon  tilts  arm.                                                           j^^^H 

■nr^lWaangeUaol 

■■«  te  «D  sps  hi.  Child  1-0  FKead ! 

Mar.  That  Convent  wna  Stooe-.irtbur  Caade. 

^m 

[T^.1.,  M  HWMAPDIl. 

Thiiher 

,^H 

fMHtat  nl  aHj  Comfertcr. 

We  were  bis  guides.    I  on  that  night  roolved 

li».A};,i^loaw*iulw»p.  (HiUmaluT.) 
aHlMM»y.         Yea,  Variet,  iM^ 

That  bo  shonld  wait  thy  oomiug  till  the  day 

^^1 

^^H 

^MkalMA  d^iM  do  dap  thnr  hatida. 

IJim.               Uisenble  Woman, 

ZSwMBT,Urti*larmid. 

Too  quickly  movff],  loo  «aily  giving  way. 

^^1 

k  1^  *M  I*  torn,  Ibr  chHk  ia  dcadl;  pale ; 

!  put  denial  on  ihy  suit,  and  hence. 

^^H 

With  Uie  dianslrons  isue  of  last  night, 

^^H 

■■:                            I  hi.B  found  him^ 

Thy  perturbation,  and  thcoo  faintic  word& 

^^H 

;l  v^ltelbmi  ha^  prnahi^l  in  tlie  ihunca  1 

Ik  calm,  I  pray  thee  I 

^^H 

Ite  Bm  an  ibiiB.  then  can  1  be  dooUte  t— 

Miir.                              Oswald 

^^H 

lk.1W>«Mk>bu,wh«i  Ihli  protMlingbaiul 

Idm.                                           Name  bim  noL 

^^1 

a*W--lh.mi«fcV:»«r.no« 

^^H 

■  ihrtV  «aU  Bpni  a  drcd  of  miM. 

EnltrfinaU  Bttpa. 

^^H 

hVUvwib  ror  ma  lo  boar,  te  nw,  an 

Bts-  And  he  is  dead  I— that  Moor— how  iball 

^^H 

•1^ 

Icroesitt 

^^H 

PlV^KlM  ldrci*ni  me,  I>t  ma  hope, 

By  tu'ght,  by  day.  never  shall  I  be  able 

^^1 

To  tniTcl  half  a  mile  alone.— Good  Lady  I 

Forgive  mo  I— Saints  forgive  me.     Had  I  thought 

■ 

i^«n  |-ba>^  ia  u  maWlj. 

It  would  have  eome  to  tbis  1— 

^H 

[r**i-i7»(.o"i.. 

/(ton.                  What  brings  you  hither  1  speak  1 

^Ita^-amataJr- 

Big.  lifting  to  M*B«»DVKK).   Tliis  innoceot 

^^1 

mrM  kw(  mmd  /exiMd)  And  h(r(>.  and 

Sneb  tales  of  yonc  deed  Father  1— God  is  my  judge. 

1 

1 
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POEMS  WRITTEN  IN  YOUTH. 


I  ihougbt  there  was  no  liarm  :  but  that  bad  Man, 
He  bribed  me  with  bin  gold,  and  looked  ho  fierce. 
Mercy  !  I  said  I  know  not  whatr— oh  pity  me — 
1  said,  sweet  I^y,  you  were  not  his  Daughter- 
Pity  me,  I  am  haunted  ; — thrice  this  day 
My  conscience  mafle  me  wish  to  bo  struck  blind  ; 
And  tJien  I  would  have  prayed,  and  had  no  voice. 

Idon.  (to  M  ARM  A  duke).  Was  it  my  Father  t — 
no,  no,  no,  for  he 
Was  meek  and  |)atientY  feeble,  old  and  blind, 
Helpless,  and  loved  me  dearer  than  his  life. 
— But  hcai*  me.     For  one  question,  I  have  a  heart 
Tliat  will  sustain  me.     Did  vou  murder  him  t 

Mar.  No,  not  by  stroke  of  arm.     But  learn  the 

process  : 

Proof  after  pniof  wta  pressed  upon  mo  ;  guilt 

Made  c\'ident,  as  seemed,  by  blacker  guilt. 

Whose  impious  folds  en  wrap|KHl  even  thee ;  and  truth 

And  innocence,  embodied  in  his  looks, 

His  words  and  tones  and  gestures,  did  but  serve 

With  me  to  aggravate  his  crimes,  and  heaped 

Kuin  upon  the  cause  for  which  they  pleaded. 

Then  pity  cn)ssed  the  |>ath  of  my  resolve : 

Confounded,  I  looked  up  to  Heaven,  and  cast, 

Idonea  !  tliy  blind  Father,  on  the  Ordeal 

Of  the  bleak  Waste — left  him — and  so  he  died  ! — 

[Idonba  sinks  senseless;  Deggnr, Kkranor,  4'C*> 
erotcd  round,  and  bear  her  off. 

Why  may  we  speak  these  things,  and  do  no  more ; 
Why  should  a  thrust  of  the  arm  have  such  a  power, 
And  words  that  tell  these  things  be  heard  in  vain  \ 
She  is  not  dead.    Why  ! — if  I  loved  this  Woman, 
I  would  take  care  she  never  woke  again  ; 
But  she  WILL  wake,  and  she  will  weep  for  me, 
And  say,  no  blame  was  mine — and  so,  poor  fool, 
Will  waste  her  curses  on  another  name. 

IIU  walks  about  distractedly. 

Enter  Oswald. 
OswAXD  {to  himself).  Strong  to  o'ertum,  strong 

also  to  build  up.  [  To  Marmadukk. 

The  starts  and  sallies  of  our  last  encounter 
Were  natural  enough  ;  but  that,  I  trust. 
Is  all  gone  by.     You  have  cast  off  the  chains 
Tliat  fettered  your  nobility  of  mind — 
Delivered  heart  and  head  ! 

Let  us  to  Palestine  ; 
Tills  is  a  paltry  field  for  enterprise. 
Mar.  Ay,  what  shall  we  encounter  next !   This 

issue — 
'Twas  nothing  more  than    darkness    deepening 

darkness, 
And  weakness  crowned  with  the  impotence  of 

dcatli ! — 
Your  pupil  is,  you  see,  an  apt  proficient,  (ironically). 


Start  not ! — Here  is  another  face  hard  by  ; 

Come,  let  us  take  a  peep  at  boUi  together. 

And,  wiUi  a  voice  at  which  the  dead  will  quake 

Resound  tlie  praise  of  your  morality — 

Of  this  too  much. 

iDrawinff  OSWALD  towards  the  Coltaffe—4tcpid 
at  the  door. 

Men  are  tliere,  millions,  Oswald, 

Who  with  bare  hands  would  have  plucked  oat  t 

heart 

And  flung  it  to  the  dogs :  but  I  am  raised 

Above,  or  sunk  below,  all  further  sense 

Of  provocation.     Leave  me,  with  the  weight 

Of  that  old  Man's  forgiveness  on  thy  heart. 

Pressing  as  liea\'ily  as  it  doth  on  mine. 

Coward  1  liave  been  ;  know,  there  lies  not  now 

Within  the  compass  of  a  mortal  thought, 

A  deed  that  I  would  shrink  from  ; — but  to  endn 

That  is  my  destiny.     May  it  bo  tliiiie  : 

Thy  office,  thy  ambition,  be  henceforth 

To  feed  remorse,  to  welcome  every  sting 

Of  penitential  anguish,  yea  witli  tears. 

When  seas  and  continents  shall  lie  between  us- 

The  wider  space  the  better — we  may  find 

In  such  a  course  fit  links  of  sympathy. 

An  incommunicable  ri\alship 

Maintained,  for  peaceful  ends  beyond  oar  view. 

iCoii/tised  voieesseveral  of  the  hand  emter'^r\ 
upon  Oswald  and  seize  him. 

One  of  them.  I  would  have  dogged  him  to  \ 

jaws  of  hell — 

Osw.  Ha  !  is  it  so  ! — That  vagrant  Hag  ! — ti 

comes 

Of  having  left  a  thing  like  her  alive  I  [AA 

Several  voices.  Despatch  him  ! 

Osw.  If  I  pass  beneath  a  ID 

And  shout,  and,  with  the  echo  of  my  voice, 

Bring  down  a  heap  of  rubbish,  and  it  crush  tagif 

I  die  without  dishonour.     Famished,  starved, 

A  Fool  and  Coward  blended  to  my  wish  ! 

[Smiles  scornfully  and  exultingly  at  MAHAUOOi 

Wal.  'Tis  done  !  (stabs  him.) 

Another  of  the  barid.  The  rutliless  Traitor  ! 

Mar,  A  rasli  deed' 

With  that  reproof  I  do  resign  a  station 
Of  which  1  have  been  proud. 

Wil.   (approaching  Maruaduke).    O  my  f 
Master ! 

Mar.  Discerning  Monitor,  my  faithful  WiUfc 
Why  art  tliou  here  1  [Turning  to  Wall 

Wallace,  upon  these  Bord 
Many  there  be  whose  eyes  %vill  not  want  cauat 
To  weep  tliat  I  am  gone.     Brothers  iu  arms  I 
Raise  on  that  dreary  Waste  a  monument 
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1^  record  mj  itorjr :  nor  let  words — 
mC  tiiej  be,  aud  delicate  in  their  touch 
t  ttaelf— be  there  withheld  from  Her 
thnogh  mott  wicked  arts,  was  made  an 
oqihan 

r  «bo  would  hare  died  a  thousand  times, 
hi  her  from  a  moment's  harm.    To  you, 
i  and  Wilfred,  I  commend  the  Lady, 
r  nature  reared,  as  if  to  make  her 
lin^  worthier  of  that  noble  birth, 
kmg-muspeuded  rights  are  now  on  the  eve 
naboo  :  with  j'our  tendercst  care 

>rcr  ber,  I  l^ray —  sustain  her 

ioftkt  band  (etuferly),  Gaptain  1 

KoMOfeoftluU;  mttleooehearmydoom: 


A  hermitage  has  furnished  fit  relief 
To  sonic  offenders  ;  otlicr  penitents, 
Less  patient  in  their  ^vretchedne8S,  liaye  fallen, 
Like  the  old  Roman,  on  their  o%vn  sword's  point. 
They  had  their  choice  :  a  wanderer  muU  I  go. 
The  Spectre  of  that  innocent  Man,  my  guide. 
No  human  ear  fJiall  ever  hear  me  speak  ; 
No  human  dwelling  ever  give  me  food. 
Or  sleep,  or  rest :  but,  over  waste  and  wild. 
In  search  of  nothing,  that  this  earth  can  give, 
But  expiation,  will  I  wander  on — 
A  Man  by  pain  and  tliought  compelled  to  live, 
Yet  loatliiug  life — till  anger  is  appeased 
In  Heaven,  and  Mercy  gives  me  leave  to  die. 

1796-9, 
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POEMS  REFERRING  TO 


POEMS  REFERRING  TO  THE  PERIOD  OP  CHILDHOOI 


Mt  heart  leaps  op  when  I  behoid 

A  rainbow  in  the  sky  : 
So  was  it  when  my  life  began  ; 
So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man  ; 
So  be  it  when  I  shall  grow  old^ 

Or  let  me  die  ! 
The  Child  is  father  of  the  Man  ; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 


1804. 


II. 
TO  A  BUTTERFLY. 

Stat  near  me— do  not  take  thy  flight  1 

A  httle  longer  stay  in  nght  1 

Much  converse  do  I  find  in  thee^ 

Historian  of  my  infancy ! 

Float  near  me  ;  do  not  yet  depart ! 

Dead  times  revive  in  thee : 

Thou  bring'sti  gay  creature  as  thou  art ! 

A  solemn  image  to  my  hearty 

My  father's  family  I 

Oh  I  pleasant,  pleasant  were  the  days^ 
The  time,  when,  in  our  childish  plays^ 
My  sister  Emmeline  and  I 
Togetlior  chased  the  butterfly  ! 
A  very  hunter  did  I  rush 
Upon  the  prey : — wiUi  leaps  and  springs 
I  followed  on  from  brake  to  bush  ; 
But  slie,  God  love  her  I  feared  to  brush 
The  dust  from  off  its  wings. 


1801. 


in. 

THE  SPARROWS  NEST. 

Behold,  within  the  leafy  shade, 
Those  bright  blue  eggs  together  laid  I 
On  me  the  chance-discovered  sight 
Gleamed  like  a  vision  of  delight 
I  started — seeming  to  espy 
The  home  and  sheltered  bed. 


The  Sparrow's  dwelling,  which,  hard  \jj 
My  Father's  house,  in  wet  or  diy 
My  sister  Emmeline  and  I 
Together  visited. 

She  looked  at  it  and  seemed  to  fear  it ; 
Dreading,  tho'  wishing,  to  be  near  it : 
Such  heart  was  in  her,  being  then 
A  little  Prattler  among  men. 
The  Blessing  of  my  later  years 
Was  with  me  when  a  boy  : 
She  gave  me  eyes,  she  gave  me  ears  ; 
And  humble  cares,  and  delicate  fears ; 
A  heart,  the  fountain  of  sweet  tears ; 
And  love,  and  thouj^t^  and  joy. 


IV. 

FORESIGHT. 

That  is  work  of  waste  and  ruin- 
Do  as  Charles  and  I  are  doing ! 
Strawberry-blossoms,  one  and  aD, 
We  must  spare  them — here  are  many  t 
Look  at  it — the  flower  is  small, 
Small  and  low,  tliough  fair  as  any : 
Do  not  touch  it  I  summers  two 
I  am  older,  Anne,  than  you. 

Pull  the  primrose,  sister  Anne  I 

Pull  as  many  as  you  can. 

— Here  are  daisies,  take  your  fill; 

Pansies,  and  Uie  cuckoo-flower : 

Of  the  lofty  dafi'odil 

Make  your  bed,  or  make  your  bower  ; 

Fill  your  lap,  and  fill  your  bosom  ; 

Only  spare  the  strawberry-blossom  1 

Primroses,  the  Spring  may  love  them«« 
Simimer  knows  but  little  of  them  : 
Violets,  a  barren  kind, 
Withered  on  the  ground  must  lie  ; 
Daisies  leave  no  fruit  behind 
When  the  pretty  flowerets  die ; 
Pluck  them,  and  another  year 
As  many  will  be  blowing  here. 


i 
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God  has  given  a  kindlier  power 
To  the  fkyoured  strawberrj'-flower. 
Hither  soon  as  spring  is  fled 
Yon  and  Charles  and  I  will  walk ; 
Larking  berries,  ripe  and  red^ 
Then  will  hang  on  every  stalky 
Each  within  its  leafy  bower  ; 
And  for  that  promise  spare  tho  flower  I 


i8oe. 


T. 

CHARACTERISTICS  OF  A  CHILD  THREE 
YEARS  OLD. 

LoviKo  die  isy  and  tractable,  though  wild  ; 

And  Innocence  hath  privilege  in  her 

To  dignify  arch  looks  and  laughing  eyes  ; 

And  feats  of  conning  ;  and  the  pretty  round 

Of  trespasses^  affected  to  provoke 

Hoek-cfaastisement  and  partnership  in  play. 

And,  as  a  faggot  sparkles  on  the  hearth^ 

Not  kss  if  unattended  and  alone 

Tfain  when  both  young  and  old  sit  gathered  round 

And  take  delight  in  its  activity  ; 

Etco  80  this  happy  Creature  of  herself 

Ii  iD-sufBdent ;  solitude  to  her 

Ii  blithe  society,  who  fills  the  air 

With  gladness  and  involuntary  songs. 

Ijgbt  are  her  sallies  as  the  tripping  fawn's 

Fortli-startled  from  the  fern  where  she  lay  couched  ; 

Uotbonght-of,  unexpected,  as  the  stir 

Of  the  soft  breeze  ruffling  tlie  meadow-flowerSy 

Or  from  before  it  chasing  wantonly 

Iht  many-coloured  images  imprest 

Upon  the  bosom  of  a  pUdd  lake. 

1811. 


TI. 

ADDRESS  TO   A  CHILD, 

DUKIXO  ▲   BOISTEROUS  WINTER  EVENING. 
BY  MY  SISXHR. 

What  way  does  the  Wind  come !    What  way  does 

he  go ! 
He  rides  over  the  water,  and  over  the  snow, 
nirough  wood,  and  through  vale ;  and,  o'er  rocky 

height 
^Hiieh  the  goat  cannot  climb,  takes  his  sounding 

flight ; 
He  tosses  about  in  every  bare  tree. 
As,  if  you  look  up,  you  pUunly  may  see  ; 


But  how  he  will  come,  and  whither  he  goes, 
There 's  never  a  scholar  in  England  knows. 

He  will  suddenly  stop  in  a  cunning  nook. 

And  ring  a  sharp  *hurum  ;— but,if  you  should  look, 

There  's  notliing  to  see  but  a  cushion  of  snow 

Round  as  a  pillow,  and  whiter  than  milk. 

And  softer  than  if  it  were  covered  witli  silk. 

Sometimes  he  '11  hide  in  the  cave  of  a  rock. 

Then  whistle  as  slirill  as  the  buzzard  cock  ; 

— Yet  seek  liim,~and  what  shall  you  find  in  the 

place  t 
Nothing  but  silence  and  empty  space  ; 
Save,  in  a  comer,  a  heap  of  dry  leaves, 
That  he's  left,  for  a  bed,  to  beggars  or  thieves ! 

As  soon  as  'tis  daylight  to-morrow,  with  me 
You  shall  go  to  the  orchard,  and  then  you  will  see 
That  he  has  been  tliero,  and  made  a  great  rout. 
And  cracked  the  branches,  and  strewn  them  about ; 
Heaven  grant  that  he  spare  but  that  one  upright 

twig 
Tliat  looked  up  at  the  sky  so  proud  and  big 
All  last  summer,  as  well  you  know. 
Studded  with  apples,  a  beautiful  show  ! 

Hark  !  over  the  roof  he  makes  a  pause, 
And  growls  as  if  he  would  fix  his  claws 
Right  in  the  slates,  and  with  a  huge  rattle 
Drive  them  down,  like  men  in  a  battle  : 
— But  let  him  range  round  ;   he  does  us  no  harm. 
We  build  up  tlie  fire,  we  're  snug  and  warm  ; 
Untouched  by  his  breath  see  the  caudle  shines  bright, 
And  bums  with  a  clear  and  steady  light ; 
Books  have  we  to  read,—  but  that  half-stifled  knell, 
Alas  I  'tis  the  sound  of  tlio  eight  o'clock  bell. 
— Come  now  we  '11  to  bed  I  and  when  we  are  there 
He  may  work  his  own  will,  and  what  shall  we  care  I 
He  may  knock  at  the  door, — we  '11  not  let  him  in  ; 
May  drive  at  the  windows, — we  '11  laugh  at  his  din  ; 
Let  him  seek  his  own  home  wherever  it  be  ; 
Here 's  a  cozic  warm  house  for  Edward  and  me. 

1806. 


VII. 

THE   MOTHER'S  RETURN. 

BY  THE  SAMB. 

A  MONTH,  sweet  Little-oncs,  is  past 
Since  your  dear  Mother  went  away,- 
And  slie  to-morrow  will  return ; 
To-morrow  is  the  happy  day. 
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0  bfeflKd  ti&igpi !  dioi^fit  of  joy  ! 
The  eldest  heard  with  iteadir  ;Iee  ; 
Silent  be  itood  ;  then  bogbed 
And  AtiMgd,**  ilother,  come  to  me  f 

Loader  ftnd  louder  did  be  ibooty 
With  witieee  hope  to  bring  her  neir ; 
*  Nay,  petienee !  petieocey  little  boj  I 
Yoor  ieoder  mother  eumoC  hear." 

1  told  of  billfl^  and  fw-off  towm^ 

And  long,  long  Tales  to  travel  throogfa  ;— . 
He  fistensy  pozzled,  lore  perplexed. 
But  be  aobmits ;  liiat  can  be  do  I 

No  strife  distmtshis  aster's  brcast  ; 
8be  wan  not  with  the  mystery 
Of  time  and  distance,  night  and  day  ; 
The  bonds  of  our  hiunaaity. 

Her  joy  b  like  an  instinct,  joy 
Of  kitten,  bird,  or  summer  fly  ; 
8be  dances,  runs  without  an  aira^ 
She  chattera  in  her  ecstasy* 

Her  brother  now  takes  op  the  note. 
And  echoes  back  his  sister's  glee  ; 
They  hog  the  infant  in  my  armi^ 
As  if  to  force  his  sympathy. 

Then,  settling  mto  fond  discoorwy 
We  rested  in  the  garden  bower  ; 
While  sweetly  shone  the  evening  son 
In  his  departing  hour. 

We  told  o'er  all  that  we  had  done,-. 
Oor  rambles  by  tlie  swift  brook's  side 
For  as  the  willow-skirted  pool. 
Where  two  £ur  swans  together  glide. 

We  talked  of  change,  of  winter  gone. 
Of  green  leaTes  on  the  liawtliom  spray. 
Of  birds  tlmt  build  their  nests  and  sbg 
And  all  ^  since  Mother  went  away  1 " 

To  her  these  tales  they  will  repeat, 
To  her  our  new-bom  tribes  will  show, 
Tlie  goslings  green,  the  aas^s  colt. 
The  lambs  that  in  the  meadow  go. 

—But,  see,  the  erening  star  comes  forth  I 
To  ImhI  tlio  children  must  depart ; 
A  moment's  heaviness  they  feel, 
A  MklnsM  at  the  heart : 


fit 

SOB 

«d. 


ma 
Thry  mn  up  siair*  rn 
I,  too,  infectcti  by  tiieir 
I  could  have  joined  the 


FWe  minntes  past — and,  O  the 
Asleep  upoD  their  beds  they  lie  ; 
Their  bnsy  limbs  in  perfiect 
And  yi<?efd  the 


Tin* 
ALICE  FELL; 


I  The  post-boy  drore  with  fierce  «.^««., 
For  threatening  clouds  the  mooo  had  d 
When,  as  wc  hurried  on,  my  ear 
Was  smitten  with  a  startling  sound. 


As  if  the  wind  blew  many  ways^ 
I  hea&rd  the  sound, — and  more  and 
It  seemed  to  follow  «idi  tlie  chais^ 
And  still  i  heard  it  as  before. 


At  length  I  to  the  boy  called  out ) 
He  stopped  his  horses  at  the  word. 
But  neither  cry,  nor  voice,  nor  shoot. 
Nor  aught  else  like  it,  could  be  heard. 

The  boy  then  smacked  his  whip,  and  fast 
Tlie  horses  scampered  through  tlie  rain  ; 
But,  hearing  soon  upon  the  blast 
The  cry,  I  bade  him  halt  again. 

Forthwitli  alighting  on  the  ground, 
**  Whence  comes,"  said  I,  ^  tliis  piteoos 
And  there  a  little  Girl  I  found. 
Sitting  behind  the  chaise,  alone. 

**  My  cloak  !"  no  other  word  she  spake. 
But  loud  and  bitterly  slie  wept. 
As  if  her  innocent  heart  would  break  ; 
And  down  from  off  her  seat  she  leapt. 

«  What  ails  you,  child  ?"— she  sobbed  «Look  here  r 

I  saw  it  in  the  wheel  entangled, 

A  weather-beaten  rag  as  e'er 

From  any  garden  scare-crow  danced. 

There,  twisted  between  nave  and  spoke, 
It  hung,  nor  could  at  once  be  freed ; 
But  oor  joint  pains  unloosed  the  cloak, 
A  miserable  rag  indeed  I 
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*  And  whither  xte  yoa  going,  child, 
To-nig^t  along  these  lonesome  ways !" 

*  To  Dnrtuun,*'  answered  she,  half  wild — 
'^  Then  oome  with  me  into  the  chaise.^ 

Insensible  to  all  relief 
Sat  the  poor  girl,  and  forth  did  send 
Sob  after  sob,  as  if  her  grief 
Could  nerer^  never  have  an  end. 

*  My  diHd,  in  Durham  do  you  dwell !" 
She  checked  herself  in  her  distress. 
And  said, «  My  name  is  AUce  Fell ; 
Vm  fatherless  and  motherless. 

And  I  to  Durham,  Sir,  belong." 
Again«  as  if  the  thought  would  choke 
Her  very  heart,  her  grief  grew  strong ; 
And  all  was  for  her  tattered  cloak  1 

Hie  diaise  drove  on  ;  our  journey's  end 
Was  nigh  ;  and,  sitting  by  my  side. 
As  if  she  had  lost  her  only  friend 
She  wepty  nor  would  be  pacified. 

Up  to  the  tavern-door  we  post ; 
Of  Alice  and  her  grief  I  told  ; 
And  I  gave  money  to  the  host. 
To  buy  a  new  cloak  for  the  old. 

*  And  let  it  be  of  duffil  grey. 

As  warm  a  cloak  as  man  can  sell  I" 

Prood  creature  was  she  the  next  day. 

The  httle  orphan,  Alice  Fell ! 

180L 


LUCY  GRAY; 


OR,  KUJTUDS. 
4 


Orr  I  had  heard  of  Lucy  Gray  t 
And,  when  I  crossed  the  wild, 
I  chanced  to  see  at  break  of  day 
The  solitary  child. 

No  mate,  no  comrade  Lucy  knew ; 
She  dwelt  on  a  wide  moor, 
— The  sweetest  thing  that  ever  grew 
Beside  a  human  door  ! 


You  yet  may  spy  the  fawn  at  play. 
The  hare  upon  the  green  ; 
But  the  sweet  face  of  Lucy  Gray 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 

^  To-night  will  be  a  stormy  night— 
You  to  the  town  must  go  ; 
And  take  a  lantern,  Cliild,  to  light 
Yoiur  mother  through  the  snow." 

<«  That,  Father  !  will  I  gladly  do : 
'Tis  scarcely  afternoon — 
The  minster-dock  has  just  struck  two, 
And  yonder  is  the  moon !' 


i>» 


At  this  the  Father  raised  his  hook. 
And  snapped  a  faggot-band  ; 
He  plied  his  work  ; — and  Lucy  took 
The  lantern  in  her  hand. 

Not  blither  is  the  mountain  roe : 
With  many  a  wanton  stroke 
Her  feet  disperse  tlie  powdery  snow. 
That  rises  up  like  smoke. 

The  storm  came  on  before  its  time : 
She  wandered  up  and  down  ; 
And  many  a  hill  did  Lucy  climb : 
But  never  reached  the  town. 

The  wretched  parents  all  tliat  nignt 
Went  shouting  far  and  wide  ; 
But  there  was  neither  sound  nor  sight 
To  serve  them  for  a  guide. 

At  day-break  on  a  hill  they  stood 
That  overlooked  the  moor  ; 
And  thence  tliey  saw  tlie  bridge  of  wood, 
A  furlong  from  their  door. 

They  wept — and,  turning  homeward,  cried, 
"  In  heaven  we  all  shall  meet ;" 
—When  in  tlie  snow  tlie  mother  spied 
The  print  of  Lucy's  feet. 

Then  downwards  from  the  steep  hill's  edge 
They  tracked  the  footmarks  small ; 
And  through  the  broken  hawthorn  hedge, 
And  by  the  long  stone-wall ; 

And  then  an  open  field  they  crossed : 
The  marks  were  still  the  same  ; 
They  tracked  them  on,  nor  ever  lost ; 
And  to  the  bridge  they  came. 
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They  followed  from  the  snowy  bank 
Those  footmarks,  one  by  one. 
Into  the  middle  of  the  plank  ; 
And  further  there  were  none  ! 

— Yet  some  nuuntain  that  to  this  day 
She  is  a  living  child  ; 
That  yon  may  see  sweet  Lucy  Gray 
Upon  the  lonesome  wild. 

O'er  rough  and  smooth  she  tripe  along^ 
And  never  looks  behind  ; 
And  sings  a  solitary  song 
That  whistles  in  the  wind. 


I799L 


X. 


WE  ARE  SEVEN. 


A  simple  Child, 


That  lightly  draws  its  breath. 
And  feels  its  life  in  every  limb, 
What  should  it  know  of  death ! 

I  met  a  little  cottage  Girl : 
She  was  eight  years  old,  she  said ; 
Her  hair  was  tliick  with  many  a  curl 
That  clustered  round  her  head. 

She  had  a  rustic,  woodland  air, 
And  she  was  wildly  clad  : 
Her  eyes  were  fair,  and  very  hir ; 
^Uer  beauty  made  me  glad. 

*<  Sisters  and  brothers,  little  Maid, 
How  many  may  you  be  1" 
«  How  many  I    Seven  in  all,"  she  said, 
And  wondering  looked  at  me. 

**  And  where  are  tliey !    I  pray  you  telL** 
She  answered,  "  Seven  are  we  ; 
And  two  of  us  at  Conway  dwell^ 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 

Two  of  us  in  the  church-yard  lie. 
My  sister  and  my  brotlicr ; 
And,  in  the  church-yard  cottage,  I 
Dwell  near  them  with  my  mother." 

**  You  say  that  two  at  Conway  dwell. 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea, 
Yet  ye  are  seven  I — I  pray  you  tell. 
Sweet  Maid,  how  this  may  be." 


Then  did  the  little  Maid  reply, 
**  Seven  boys  and  girls  are  we ; 
Two  of  us  in  the  church-yard  lie, 
Beneath  the  diureh-yard  tree.' 


,  M 


**  You  run  about,  my  little  Bfaid, 
Your  lunbs  they  are  alive ; 
If  two  are  in  the  church-yard  laid. 
Then  ye  are  only  five." 

^  Their  graves  are  green,  they  may  be  tee 
The  UtUe  Maid  replied, 
^  Twelve  steps  or  more  from  mj  mother's 
And  they  are  side  by  side. 

My  stockings  there  I  often  knil^ 
My  kerchief  there  I  hem ; 
And  there  upon  the  ground  I  mig 
And  sing  a  song  to  them. 

And  often  after  sunnwt,  Sir, 
When  it  is  light  and  fair, 
I  take  my  little  porringer. 
And  eat  my  supper  there. 

The  first  that  died  was  aster  Jane  ; 
In  bed  she  moaning  lay. 
Till  God  released  her  of  her  pain  ; 
And  then  she  went  away. 

So  in  tlie  chuj:*ch-yard  she  was  laid ; 
And,  when  tlie  grass  was  dry, 
Togetlier  round  her  grave  we  played. 
My  brother  John  and  I. 

And  when  the  ground  was  white  with  snon 
And  I  could  run  and  slide. 
My  brotlier  John  was  forced  to  go^ 
And  he  lies  by  her  side." 

"  How  many  are  you,  then,'*  said  I, 
"  If  they  two  are  in  heaven  !" 
Quick  was  tlie  little  Maid's  reply, 
"  O  Master  1  we  are  seven." 

^  But  they  are  dead  ;  those  two  are  dead  I 
Their  spirits  are  in  heaven  1" 
'Twas  throwing  words  away  ;  for  still 
Tlic  little  Maid  would  have  her  will. 
And  said,  ^  Nay,  we  are  seven  1" 

r 
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SUH>nERD-&OTS ; 


Sedng  tint  he  aliould  1aso  (lie  ptiM, 
"Stop  l"ta  ilia  coRirs'U  Wulicr  criet- 
JuDCe  ttoppei]  with  no  goad  will : 
Said  WaltiTUirm,  exuUiiig;  "Hero 
You  11  find  •  tuk  for  boU  a  year. 


TW  nagm  tbaUvn  villi  deliglit ; 

■wi  M  dM  BnllwT  hkI  Ok  nest  i 
bl  tar  I"  MnbTuie  <Mt  uul  vat 
k  asA  i(  IMrinni  food  ; 
<klk<i^  tb*  ^ttnug  raptnin  dart 
h<«7  ^ilMBaa  of  bMrt. 

^lA  •  iwk,  «pan  Ibe  sn^ 
f»l«f«  H>  Ati^  In  tb>  (im  t 
Ak  «Nt,  ff  wy  vwk  Uwr  lutcy 

iiiinr^i   III  null! 
fc|ir»rfijiM >b.7  fUj 

Ihbi^HMWmClniuinMbytim  ; 


Vtoli 


«r  fox*!  uil. 


~      ■"  kT  tlie  time  unj. 


ANl  t»  titB^  itao;  mv^ 
Tk^IlM*  dMM*  k  jo;nu>  (ODg  ; 
~     '  *  ^"t  i"  tl"  '•"Xti, 

Utntr  h**  !  '"tfa  orlh  uid  dij 
bf /MObc,  nd  Bum  iliui  >U, 
1W  bji  ■!>!>  tiiir  gnm  curoiul ; 
Tt^WiwbMr  tl»  ay, 

erj  I  vhtch  op  the  hill 

fens  tM  d^lh  of  DllDgMD-tih^U. 


Cross,  if  yon  cUrc,  whero  I  sIuH  croEfr— 

Come  on,  and  trotd  whero  I  aliall  tniitd." 

The  other  took  lilro  at  hii  word. 

And  followed  lU  be  led. 

It  wu  »  fipot  which  j'ou  nuf  lee 

If  ever  ytia  to  Lniigiiote  go  ; 

Into  tt  chaam  a  miglily  bloclc 

Hftth  fnllcn,  and  nuule  a  Lridge  of  rock ; 

The  guir  is  deop  belnw ; 

And,  in  a  baon  bliuk  aod  small, 

Becsilct  ■  lofty  watcrfikIL 

With  atalT  in  hand  across  tlio  deft 

The  challenger  pureueil  his  nuiroh  { 

And  now,  all  bj'cs  and  feet,  halb  gained 

Tlie  middle  of  the  areh. 

WhoB  list  [  he  lienn  a  piteous  moaji — 

Again  !— his  bean  williin  him  diea — 

Hia  pulse  is  stopped,  tits  breath  is  lost, 

lie  bitlcn,  paliid  a*  a  ehosl. 

And,  looking  down,  ■sjpJeB 

A  iamb,  tlint  in  Ilic  \-oiA  is  pent 

Within  thai  hUck  and  Erightiul  net 

The  lamb  lud  slipped  Into  the  atraun, 

And  safe  wilAiout  a  bruise  or  wound 

He  ealanct  had  bonie  him  down 

Into  llie  guir  profound. 

Ilia  dam  liad  seen  bitii  when  he  foil, 

She  saw  him  down  tlie  tiinnit  bumo  f 

And,  while  with  all  a  mullitir'a  loTS 

Sbe  from  the  lofty  rocks  aboTO 

Sent  fonU  a  cry  forlorn, 

The  iamb,  still  swimming  round  and  round 

Made  answer  to  that  plaintive  sound. 

When  he  liaJ  leamt  what  thing  it  was. 
That  seat  tliis  meful  er;  ;  I  ween 
The  Boj  rocorered  heart,  and  told 
The  sigbt  winch  ho  bad  aeoa. 
Bvili  gladly  DOW  deferred  Dioir  task  ; 
Nor  was  lliere  wanting  Dtltrr  aid — 
A  Poet,  one  who  Iotm  ilic  lirauka 
Far  lietter  tlisn  the  aagvs'  <"niks, 
By  clianeo  had  tliitber  Btr»;"-d  j 
And  there  the  livIplctB  Umb  he  found 
By  those  huge  rocks  «neoi»i>awed  rouiid. 
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He  drew  it  from  the  troubled  pool^ 

And  brought  it  forth  uito  the  light : 

The  Shepherds  met  him  with  his  chaige. 

An  unexpected  sight ! 

Into  their  arms  the  lamb  they  took, 

Whose  life  and  limbs  tlie  flood  liad  spared  ; 

Then  up  Uie  steep  ascent  tliey  liied. 

And  pUced  him  at  his  mother's  side  ; 

And  gently  did  tlie  Bard 

Those  idle  Shepherd-boys  upbraid. 

And  bade  them  better  mind  their  trade. 


1800. 


XTX. 

ANECDOTE  FOR  FATHERS, 

*  Retine  Tim  istam*  falsa  enim  dicun*  si  coges.* 

EusKBiin. 

I  HATB  a  boy  of  five  years  old  ; 
His  face  is  fair  and  fresh  to  see  ; 
His  limbs  are  cast  in  beauty's  mouldy 
And  dearly  he  loves  me. 

One  mom  we  strolled  on  our  dry  walk, 
Our  quiet  home  all  full  in  view. 
And  held  such  intermitted  talk 
As  we  are  wont  to  do. 

My  thoughts  on  former  pleasures  ran  ; 
I  thought  of  Kilve^s  delightful  shore. 
Our  pleasant  home  when  spring  began, 
A  long,  long  year  before. 

A  day  it  was  when  I  could  bear 
Some  fond  regrets  to  entertain  ; 
With  so  much  happiness  to  spare, 
I  could  not  feel  a  pain. 

The  green  earth  echoed  to  the  feet 
Of  lambs  that  bounded  through  the  glade. 
From  shade  to  sunsliine,  and  as  fleet 
From  sunshine  back  to  shade. 

Birds  warbled  round  me — and  each  trace 
Of  inward  sadness  had  its  charm  ; 
Kilve,  thought  I,  was  a  favoured  plaoe^ 
And  so  is  Liswyn  farm. 

My  boy  beside  me  tripped,  so  slim 
And  graceful  in  his  rustic  dress  I 
And,  as  we  talked,  I  questioned  him. 
In  very  idleness. 


^  Now  tell  me,  had  you  rather  be,** 

I  said,  and  took  him  by  the  arm, 

^  On  Kilve's  smootli  sliore,  by  the  green  s 

Or  here  at  Liswyn  farm  I " 

In  careless  mood  he  looked  at  me, 
While  still  I  held  him  by  the  arm. 
And  said,  **  At  KUve  I  'd  rather  be 
Than  here  at  Liswyn  farm." 

^  Now,  little  Edward,  say  why  so : 
My  little  Edward,  tell  me  why."— 
**  I  cannot  tell,  I  do  not  know."— 
<*  Why,  this  is  strange,"  said  I ; 

^  For,  here  are  woods,  hills  smooth  and  w 
Tliere  surely  must  some  i*eason  be 
Why  you  would  diange  sweet  Liswyn  (am 
For  Kilve  by  the  green  sea." 

At  this,  my  boy  hung  down  his  head. 
He  blushed  witli  sliame,  nor  made  reply ; 
And  three  times  to  tlie  child  I  said, 
"  Why,  Edward,  tell  me  why  I 


>» 


His  head  he  raised — there  was  in  sights 
It  caught  his  eye,  )ie  saw  it  plain — 
Upon  tlie  house-top,  glittering  bright, 
A  broad  and  gilded  vane. 

Then  did  the  boy  his  tongue  unlock. 
And  eased  his  mind  with  this  reply  : 
**  At  Kilve  thei*e  was  no  weatlier-cock  ; 
And  tlmt  's  tlio  reason  why." 

0  dearest,  dearest  boy  !  my  heart 
For  better  lore  would  seldom  yearn. 
Could  I  but  teach  the  hundredth  part 
Of  what  from  thee  I  learn. 


XIII. 

RURAL  ARCHITECTURE. 

There's  George  Fisher,  Qiarlcs   Fleming, 

Reginald  Shore, 
Three  rosy-checked  school-bo}'8,  the  highes 

more 
Than  the  height  of  a  counsellor's  bag  ; 
To  the  top  of  Great  How  •  did  it  please  the 

climb : 


*  Orbat  How  U  a  sIhrIo  and  coospicuoas  hill,  y 
rises  towards  the  foot  of  Thirlmere,  on  the  western  i 
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And  there  tliey  built  up,  without  mortar  or  Ume, 
A  Man  ou  tho  peak  of  the  crag. 

Th«>y  built  him  of  stones  gathered  up  as  they  lay  : 
Tliev  built  him  and  christened  Iiim  all  in  one  day, 
An  urchin  lioth  vigorous  and  hale  ; 
And  so  witliout  scruple  they  called  him  Ralph  Jones. 
Now  Ralph  is  renowned  for  the  lengtli  of  liis  bones; 
The  Magog  of  Legberthwaite  dale. 

Just  half  a  week  after,  the  wind  sallied  forth. 
And,  in  anger  or  merriment,  out  of  the  north^ 
Coming  on  with  a  terrible  pother. 
From  the  peak  of  the  crag  blew  the  giant  away. 
And  what  did  these  school-boys ! — The  very  next 

day 
Tbej  went  and  they  built  up  another. 

— Some  little  I  've  seen  of  blind  boisterous  works 

By  Christian  disturbers  more  savage  tlian  Turks, 

Spirits  busy  to  do  and  undo  : 

At  remembrance  whereof  my  blood  sometimes  will 

flag; 

Then,  liglit-hearted  Boys,  to  the  top  of  the  crag ; 

And  1 11  build  up  a  giant  with  you. 

1801. 


xnr. 

THE  PET-LAMB. 

A  PASTOriAL. 

The  dew  was  falling  fast,  tlie  stars  began  to  blink ; 
I  beard  a  voice  ;  it  said,  **  Drink,  pretty  creature, 

drink!" 
And,  looking  o'er  the  hedge,  before  me  I  espied 
A  SDow.white  mountain-lamb  with  a  Maiden  at  its 

aide. 

^'or  sheep  nor  kine  were  near ;  the  Iamb  was  all 

alone, 
Aod  by  a  slender  cord  was  tethered  to  a  stone  ; 
With  one  knee  on  the  gvasa  did  the  little  Maiden 

kneel. 
While  to  that  mountain-kmb  she  gave  its  evening 

meal. 

The  lamb,  while  from  her  hand  he  thus  his  supper 

took, 
Seemed  to  feast  with  head  and  ears  ;  and  his  tail 

^ith  pleasure  shook. 


tbe  betntifal  dale  of  Legberthtralte,  along  the  high  road 
between  Keswick  and  Ambleside. 


"  Drink,  pretty  creature,  drink^"  she  said  in  such 

a  tone 
That  I  almost  received  her  heart  into  my  own. 

'Twas  little  Barbara  Lewthwaite,  a  child  of  beauty 

rare ! 
I  watched  tlicm  with  delight,  they  were  a  lovely  pair. 
Now  with  her  empty  can  tlie  maiden  turned  away : 
But  ere  ten  yards  were  gone  her  footsteps  did  slie 

stay. 

Right  towards  the  Iamb  she  looked  ;  and  from  a 

shady  place 
I  unobserved  could  see  tlie  workings  of  her  face  : 
If  Nature  to  her  tongue  could  measured  numbers 

bring, 
Thus,  tliought  I,  to  her  Iamb  that  little  Maid  might 

sing : 

"  What  ails  thee,  young  One !  what !    Why  puU 

so  at  tliy  cord  { 
Is  itnot  well  \vi  th  thee  !  well  both  for  bed  and  board ! 
Tliy  plot  of  grass  is  soft,  and  green  as  grass  can  be ; 
Rest,  httie  young  One,  rest ;  what  is 't  that  aileth 

thee! 

What  is  it  thou  wouldst  seek  1    What  is  wanting 

to  Uiy  heart  ? 
Th^  limbs  are  they  not  strong  I    And  beautiful 

thou  art : 
This  grass  is  tender  grass ;  these  flowers  tliey  have 

no  peers  ; 
And  that  green  com  all  day  is  rustling  in  thy  ears  ! 

If  the  sun  be  shining  hot,  do  but  stretch  tliy  woollen 

chain, 
This  beech  is  standing  by,  its  covert  then  canst  gain  ; 
For  rain  and   mountain-storms !    the  like  thou 

need'st  not  fear, 
The  rain  and  storm  are  things  that  scarcely  can 

come  here. 

Rest, little  young  One,  rest ;  thou  hast  forgot  the  day 
When  my  father  found  tliee  first  in  places  far  away  ; 
Many  flocks  were  on  the  hiUs,  but  thou  wert  o^\l1ed 

by  none. 
And  thy  mother  from  thy  side  for  evermore  was 

gone. 

He  took  thee  in  his- arms,  and  in  pity  brought  thee 

home  : 
A  blessed  day  for  thee  1  then  whither  wouldst 

thou  roam  I 
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A  faithful  none  thou  hast ;  the  dam  that  did  thee 

yean 
Upon  the  mountain  tops  no  kinder  could  hare  been. 

Thou  know*8t  that  twice  a  day  I  hare  brought  thee 

in  this  can 
Fresh  water  from  the  brook,  as  dear  as  ever  ran ; 
And  twice  in  the  day,  when  the  ground  is  wet  with 

dew, 
I  bring  thee  draughts  of  milk,  warm  milk  it  is  and 

new. 

Thy  limbs  will  shortly  be  twice  as  stout  as  they 

are  now, 
Then  I  '11  yoke  thee  to  my  cart  like  a  pony  in  the 

plough  ; 
My  pla}inate  tliou  shalt  be  ;  and  when  the  wind  is 

cold 
Our  hearth  shall  be  thy  bed,  our  house  shall  be 

thy  fold. 

It  will  not,  will  not  rest ! — Poor  creature,  can  it  be 
That  'tis  thy  mother's  heart  which  is  working  so 

in  thee! 
Things  that  I  know  not  of  belike  to  thee  are  denr. 
And  dreams  of  tilings  which  thou  canst  neither  see 

nor  hear. 

Alas,  the  mountain-tops  that  look  so  green  and  ^ir ! 
I  've  heard  of  fearful  winds  and  darkness  that  come 

there ; 
The  little  brooks  that  seem  all  pastime  and  all  play, 
When  they  are  angry,  roar  hke  lions  for  tlieir  prey. 

Here  thou  need'st  not  dread  the  raven  in  the  sky  ; 
Night  and  day  thou  art  safe, — our  cottage  is  hard  by. 
Why  bleat  so  after  me  ?  Why  pull  so  at  thy  chain  ? 
Sleep — and  at  break  of  day  I  will  come  to  thee 
again  !" 

— As  homeward  through  the  lane  I  went  with  lazy 

feet, 
This  song  to  myself  did  I  oftentimes  repeat ; 
And  it  seemed,  as  I  retraced  the  ballad  line  by  line, 
Tliat  but  half  of  it  was  hers,  and  one  half  of  it  wsa 

mine. 

Again,  and  once  again,  did  I  repeat  the  song  ; 
«  Nay,"  said  I,  *»  more  than  half  to  the  damsel 

must  belong, 
For  she  looked  with  such  a  look,  and  she  spake 

with  such  a  tone, 
Tliat  I  almost  received  her  heart  into  my  own." 
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XT. 


TO  a  c. 


■OC  TSAM  OLD. 


0  THOU  1  whose  fancies  from  afar  are  broog^ ; 

Who  of  thy  words  dost  make  a  mock  apparel^ 

And  fittest  to  unutterable  thought 

The  breeze-like  motion  and  the  self-bom  carol ; 

Thou  faery  vo}*ager  !  that  dost  float 

In  such  clear  water,  that  thy  boat 

May  rather  seem 

To  brood  on  air  than  on  an  earthly  stream; 

Suspended  in  a  stream  as  clear  as  sky, 

Where  earth  and  heaven  do  make  one  imageiy; 

0  blessed  vi«on  !  liappy  diild  I 
Thou  art  so  exquisitely  wild, 

1  think  of  thee  with  many  fears 

For  what  may  be  thy  lot  in  future  years. 


I  thought  of  times  when  Pain  might  be  Ay 

Lord  of  thy  house  and  hospitality; 

And  Grief,  uneasy  lover  I  never  rest 

But  when  she  sate  within  the  touch  of  thee. 

0  too  industrious  folly  ! 

0  vain  and  causeless  melancholy  1 

Nature  will  either  end  thee  quite; 

Or,  lengthening  out  thy  season  of  delight^ 

Preserve  for  thee,  by  individual  right, 

A  young  lamb's  heart  among  the  full-grofWiiflodDL 

What  hast  thou  to  do  with  sorrow^ 

Or  the  injuries  of  to-morrow  1 

Thou  art  a  dew-drop,  which  the  mom  brings  forthy 

III  fitted  to  sustain  unkindly  shocks. 

Or  to  be  trailed  along  the  soiling  earth; 

A  gem  that  glitters  while  it  hves, 

And  no  forewarning  gives; 

But,  at  the  touch  of  wrong,  without  a  strife 

Shps  in  a  moment  out  of  life. 
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XVI. 

INFLUENCE  OF   NATURAL  OBJECTS 

IN   CALLING    FORTH    AND    STRENGTHKNINO   THE    IMAOf" 
NATION    IN    BOYHOOD    AND    EARLY    YOUTH. 

FROM  AN  UN  PUBLISH  SO  FORM. 

[This  extract  is  reprinted  from  "The  Friend.'^ 

WisnoM  and  Spirit  of  the  universe  ! 

Thou  Soul,  that  art  the  Eternity  of  thought ! 

And  giv'st  to  forms  and  images  a  breath 

And  everlasting  motion  I  not  in  vain. 

By  day  or  star-light,  thus  from  my  first  dawn 
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«  UDm  intanwine  for  me 
. MU  np  our  bmnan  xml; 
»  aod  raS^t  worki  of  Uui; 
h  tAj'^M^  *^  ondoriiig  things, 
I  Hfe  iai  ibUm;  poring  thos 
It^iMtoatlwGog  ud  of  ihuQgbt, 
■■aHfrlafl  I7  Bidi  diupline 
i|ai«  aaA  Uar, — nntil  *e  reengniM 
m^mr  i>  IW  h«pUiig»  of  the  heul. 


nmditkfn]  to  me 
In  NoTmiber  dajv, 
down  dwnllayi  mide 
unoDf  wnuds 

Runmer  oightii, 
mblitig  Uke, 


»  ■«  il  k  »•  MJi  l»tli  Otj  uid  night, 
1%  Ai  «ata>,  all  Om  mnniFr  bng. 
I  Ib  te  InB^  MMon.  whm  Ihe  aini 
|«^  Md,  tMiIi  far  onnf  »  mile, 
|iB*P>M(i<i«n  ttumigh  tbe  twilSglu  blkzeJ, 
H^  M  tte  mwou:  l»ppy  tim. 
^WMlftriDof  n;  forme 
^-^ Inftart !    Cl*»r  uid  lond 

k  uMmi  itx— 1  wholcd  ftlHiut, 
tlmA  anddnt  Bka  ui  untirvl  hnne 

-     '  —All  •.litxl  «Ui  hi«l 


ing  horn, 
ig,  and  t)i*  hiintml  huv. 
■Dd  th«  colli  wo  flev, 
':  with  tliB  din 


Mb;  otiUe  (uMUstuil  UiUs 
It  not  IB  •lien  Huiid 

J,  BOt  BnDOlkBd  uliilo  the  !ta 


p  ^  afmuDg  died  ■w*]'. 

tav  Ik^  da  npTDir  I  ntind 

■  ti^.  or  tfoi^-nif 
ri  Ah^,  ksmm  iha  tdinultuoiu  tbrcm^ 
IMM  Ibt  nftti  of  a  alH- ; 

p^*ri,  f7<B(  MlU  Iwforv  IDE.  glcained 
iflvghaij  plain:  isil  uftcntimtai, 
h  ■«  kii  iItm  our  bodi«  10  tha  wind, 
lainj  bBiOs oa cillMr «ido 
(  rtiaiUli  ibe  dariuim,  i^ilniiiitg  sliU 
■  ■faM>i>o.tbtnaluic« 
k  1;  mklMK  iMk  opoa  oqr  Iweta, 


Stopped  short  ;  yet  still  tlie  wiUlary  cliffs 
Wheeled  by  me— even  as  if  the  cortli  liad  railed 
With  viailile  motion  her  diumal  round  I 
Behind  nic  did  they  stretch  m  solemn  trun. 
Feebler  and  feehlcr,  and  I  stood  aai  watched 
"nil  aH  waa  tranquil  oa  a  guimner  aeik 
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Lbt  iu  quit  the  leafy  nrbour. 
And  the  torivnt  miinnuring  bj[ 
For  the  Ban  is  in  Lis  liorbonr. 
Weary  of  tlie  open  »liy- 

Evening  now  uohindg  tbe  fetten 
Fashioned  by  the  gloitiag  light; 
All  that  breathe  are  thankful  dcbton 
To  the  horbioger  of  night. 

Yet  by  some  graTe  thoughts  attended 
Etb  renews  her  cahn  career; 

For  die  day  llint  now  ia  ended, 
Is  the  loQgeet  of  the  year, 

r«4a  t  sport,  as  now  thon  cporte*^ 
On  this  ptalfonn,  light  and  Gmo; 
Take  thy  bliss,  while  longest,  aliorteat. 
Are  mdiflereDt  to  thee  I 

Who  would  check  the  happy  feeling 
That  inspires  the  linnet'a  song  I 
Who  would  stop  the  swallow,  wheeling 
On  her  pinions  swift  and  strong  t 

Yet  at  this  impmuTs  season, 
Wotdii  whicb  lendemews  can  apeak 
From  the  tniUis  of  homely  reasou, 
Might  eult  tbe  lorelieat  cheek; 

And,  while  shadea  to  shades  sueceeding 
Steal  the  landscape  Irom  the  nght, 
1  would  urge  tliia  moral  pleading, 
last  forerunner  of**  Good  night  1" 

SoniB  ebbs; — eadi  day  thai  folliiws 
la  a  reflux  from  on  hiph, 
Tendiuj  (u  iho  u.j-tsoroo  hollows 
Where  the  frosta  of  winter  lie. 
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He  who  governs  the  creatioDy 
In  his  providence,  assigned 
Such  a  gi*adual  decHnation 
To  the  Ufe  of  human  kind. 

Yet  we  mark  it  not; — fruits  redden, 
Fresh  flowers  blow,  as  flowers  have  blown, 
And  tlie  heart  is  lotli  to  deaden 
Hopes  that  she  so  long  hath  known. 

Be  thou  wiser,  youthful  Maiden  ! 
And  when  thy  decline  shall  come. 
Let  not  flowers,  or  boughs  fruit-laden, 
Hide  tlie  knowledge  of  thy  doom. 

Now,  even  now,  ere  wrapped  in  slumber. 
Fix  thine  eyes  upon  the  sea 
That  absorbs  time,  space,  and  number ; 
Look  tliou  to  Eternity  1 

• 

Follow  thou  the  flowing  river 
On  whose  breast  are  tliither  borne 
All  deceived,  and  each  deceiver, 
Tlirough  tlio  gates  of  night  and  mom ; 

Through  the  year's  successive  portals  ; 
Through  tlio  bounds  which  many  a  star 
Marks,  not  mindless  of  frail  mortals, 
When  his  light  rctm*ns  fix)m  far. 

Thus  when  thou  with  Time  hast  travelled 
Toward  the  mighty  gulf  of  tilings. 
And  tlie  mazy  stream  unravelled 
With  tliy  best  imaginings  ; 

Think,  if  thou  on  beauty  leanest. 
Think  how  pitiful  that  stay. 
Did  not  virtue  give  the  meanest 
Charms  superior  to  decay. 

Duty,  like  a  strict  preceptor. 
Sometimes  frowns,  or  seems  to  frown  ; 
Cliooso  her  thistle  for  thy  sceptre. 
While  youth's  roses  are  thy  cro\vTi. 

Grasp  it, — if  thou  shrink  and  tremble. 
Fairest  damsel  of  the  green, 
Tliou  wilt  lack  the  only  sj-mbol 
That  proclaims  a  genuine  queen  ; 

And  ensures  those  palms  of  honomr 
Which  selected  spirits  wear. 
Bending  low  before  the  Donor, 
Lord  of  heaven's  unchanging  year  I 
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XYIII. 

THE  NORMAN  BOY. 

High  on  a  broad  unfertile  tract  of  foreet^kiited 

Down, 
Nor  kept  by  Nature  for  herad^  nor  made  by  man 

his  own. 
From  home  and  company  remote  and  everj  playfid 

joy»  I 

Served,  ten^ng  a  few  sheep  and  goats,  a  T9§g&i  I 
Normnn  Boy. 

Him  never  saw  I,  nor  the  spot;  bat  firom  an  En^rii 

Dame, 
Stranger  to  me  and  yet  my  friend,  a  simple  note 

came. 
With  suit  that  I  would  speak  in  verse  of  that  seqfoes- 

tered  child 
Whom,  one  bleak  winter's  day,  she  met  upon  Iht 

dreary  Wild. 

His  flock,  along  the  woodland's  edge  with  reliei 

sprinkled  o'er 
Of  last  night's  snow,  beneath  a  sky  threatenmg  tib 

fall  of  more. 
Where  tufts  of  herbage  tempted  eadi,  were  bnqr  it 

their  feed, 
And  the  poor  Boy  was  busier  still,  wiA  mA  sf 

anxious  heed. 

There  was  he,  where  of  branches  rent  and  withered 

and  decayed. 
For  covert  from  the  keen  north  wind,  his  hands  a 

hut  had  made. 
A  tiny  tenement,  forsooth,  and  frail,  as  needs  must  be 
A  thing  of  such  materials  framed,  by  a  bnikkr 

such  as  he. 


The  hut  stood  flnished  by  his  pains,  nor  seemuogly 

lacked  aught 
That  skill   or  means  of  his  could  add,  but  tilt 

architect  had  wrought 
Some  limber  twigs  into  a  Cross,  well-shaped  widi 

fingers  nice. 
To  be  engrafted  on  the  top  of  his  small  edifice. 


That  Cross  he  now  was  fastening  there,  as  the 

power  and  best 
For  supplying  all  deficiencies,  all  wants  of  the  nidi 

nest 
In  which,  from  burning  heat,  or  tempest  driviBf 

far  and  wide, 
The  innocent  Boy,  else  shelterless,  his  lonely  bsat 

must  hide. 
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luii  Ctom  bdike  he  also  raised  as  a  standard  for 

the  true 
Lnd  &ithfi]l  senrice  of  his  heart  in  the  worst  that 

miglit  ensue 
H  hardship  and  distressfnl  fear,  amid  the  houseless 


I'here  he,  in  his  poor  sdf  so  weak,  by  Proyidenoe 
traced. 


Here,  Lady  1  might  I  cease  ;  but  nay,  let  us 

before  we  part 
VHh  this  dear  holy  shepherd-boy  breathe  a  prayer 

of  earnest  heart, 
rhal  onto  him,  where'er  shall  lie  his  life's  appointed 

way, 
rhe  Crosi^  fixed  in  his  soul,  may  prove  an  all- 

sufficing  stay. 


XUL 

THE  POErS  DREAM, 

SBQCTBI.  lO  THS  MORMAN  SOY. 

Jnr  u  those  final  words  were  penned,  the  sun 

Inoke  oat  in  power, 
Aai  gfaiddened  all  things ;  but,  as  chanced,  within 

that  rery  hour, 
ik  Wickened,  thunder  growled,  fire  flashed  from 

ckmds  that  hid  the  sky. 
And,  for  the  Subject  of  my  Verse,  I  heaved  a 

pensive  sigh. 

Hot  coold  my  heart  by  second  thoughts  from 
beavineas  be  cleared, 

fop  bodied  forth  before  my  eyes  the  cross-crowned 
hut  appeared  ; 

Aadi  while  around  it  storm  as  fierce  seemed  troub- 
ling earth  and  air, 

I  Kw,  within,  the  Norman  Boy  kneeling  alone  in 
prayer. 

The  Quid,  as  if  the  thunder's  voice  spake  with 
ftrtifinlate  calL 

^■■i  ■■■■■•II    ««n>, 

Bowed  meekly  in  submissive  fear,  before  the  Lord 

oTAO; 
Hii  lips  were  moving  ;  and  his  eyes,  upraised  to 

eoe  for  grace. 
With  soft  illumination  cheered  the  dimnews  of  that 

place. 

HovbeantiiuliBholiness  I — ^what  wonder  if  the  sight, 
Afaost  as  vivid  as  a  dream,  produced  a  dream  at 
night! 


It  came  with  sleep  and  showed  the  Boy,  no  cherub, 

not  transformed, 
But  the  poor  ragged  Thing  whose  ways  my  human 

heart  had  warmed. 

Me  had  the  dream  equipped  with  wings,  so  I  took 

him  in  my  arms, 
And  lifted  from  the  grassy  floor,  stilling  his  faint 

alarms. 
And  bore  him  high  through  yielding  air  my  debt 

of  love  to  pay. 
By  giving  him,  for  both  our  sakes,  an  hour  of 

holiday. 

I  whispered,  **  Yet  a  little  while,  dear  Child  !  thou 

art  my  own. 
To  show  thee  some  delightful  thing,  in  country  or 

in  town. 
What  shall  it  be  1  a  mirthful  throng !  or  that  holy 

place  and  calm 
St  Denis,  filled  with  royal  tombe^  or  the  Church  of 

Notre  Dame ! 

^  St  Ouen's  golden  Shrine !  Or  choose  what  else 

would  please  thee  most 
Of  any  wonder  Normandy,  or  all  proud  France, 

can  boast ! " 
**  My  Mother,"  said  the  Boy, "  was  bom  near  to  a 

blessed  Tree, 
The  Chapel  Oak  of  Allonville  ;  good  Angel,  show 

it  me  I" 

On  wings,  from  broad  and  stedfast  poise  let  loose 

by  this  reply. 
For  Allonville,  o'er  down  and  dale,  away  then  did 

we  fly; 
O'er  town  and  tower  we  flew,  and  fields  in  May's 

fresh  verdure  drest ; 
The  wings  they  did  not  flag;  the  Child,  though 

grave,  was  not  deprest 

But  who  shall  show,  to  waking  sense,  the  gleam  of 

light  that  broke 
Forth  from  his  eyes,  when  first  the  Boy  looked 

down  on  that  huge  oak. 
For  length  of  days  so  much  revered,  so  famous 

where  it  stands 
For  twofold  hallowing — Nature's  care,  and  work 

of  human  hands ! 

Strong  as  an  Eagle  with  my  charge  I  glided  round 

and  round 
The  wide-spread  boughs,  for  view  of  door,  window, 

and  stair  that  wound 
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Gimoefollj  up  the  gnaried  tnmk;  nor  left  we 

unsorreyed 
The  pointed  steeple  peering  forth  from  the  centre 

of  the  shade. 

I  lighted — opened  wiA  soft  touch  the  chapel's  iron 

door, 
Past  softly,  leading  in  the  Boy ;  and,  while  from 

roof  to  floor 
From  floor  to  roof  all  ronnd  his  eyes  tho  Qiild 

with  wonder  cast, 
Pleasnre  on  pleasure  crowded  in,  each  livelier  than 

the  last 

For,  deftly  framed  within  the  trunk,  the  sanctuary 

showed. 
By  light  of  lamp  and  precious  stones,  that  glimmered 

here,  there  glowed. 
Shrine,  Altar,  Image,  Offerings  hung  in  agn  of 

gratitude ; 
Sight  that  inspired  accordant  thoughts ;  and  speech 

I  thus  renewed : 

^Hither  the  Afflicted  come,  as  thou  hast  heard 

thy  Mother  say. 
And,  kneeling,  supplication  make  to  our  Lady  de 

la  Paix; 
What  mournful  sighs  have  here  heen  heard,  and, 

when  the  voice  was  stopt 
By  sudden  pangs  ;  what  bitter  tears  have  on  this 

pavement  dropt  1 

*  Poor  Shepherd  of  the  naked  Down,  a  favoured 

lot  is  thine, 
Far  happier  lot,  dear  Boy,  than  brings  full  many 

to  this  shrine ; 
From  body  pains  and  pains  of  soul  tliou  needest  no 

release. 
Thy  hours  as  they  flow  on  are  spent,  if  not  in  joy, 

in  peace. 

**  Then  offer  up  thy  heart  to  God  in  thankfulness 

and  praise, 
GKve  to  Him  prayers,  and  many  thoughts,  in  fhy 

most  busy  days  ; 
And  in  His  sight  the  fragile  Cross,  on  thy  small 

hut,  will  be 
Holy  as  that  which  long  hath  crowned  the  Chapel 

of  this  Tree ; 

^  Holy  as  that  far  seen  which  crowns  the  sumptuous 

Church  in  Rome 
Where  thousands  meet  to  worship  God  under  a 

mighty  Dome ; 


He  sees  the  bending  multitude,  he  hears  ti 

rites. 
Yet  not  the  less,  in  children's  hymns  az 

prayer,  delights. 

^  God  for  lus  service  needeth  not  proud 

human  skill; 
They  please  him  best  who  labour  most 

peace  his  will : 
So  let  us  strive  to  live,  and  to  our  Spirit 

given 
Such  wings  as,  when  our  Saviour  caUs,  si 

us  up  to  heaven." 

The  Boy  no  answer  made  by  words,  but,  8 

was  his  look. 
Sleep  fled,  and  with  it  fled  the  dream — ret 

this  book. 
Lest  all  that  passed  should  melt  away  i 

frt)m  my  mind. 
As  visions  still  more  bright  have  done,  az 

trace  behind. 

But  oh  I  that  Country-man  of  thine,  w] 

loved  Child,  can  see 
A  pledge  of  endless  bliss  in  acts  of  early  ] 
In  verse,  which  to  thy  ear  might  come,  wt 

tins  simple  theme. 
Nor    leave   untold    our   happy    flight 

adventurous  dream. 

Alas  the  dream,  to  thee,  poor  Boy  !  to  i 

whom  it  flowed, 
Was  notliing,  scarcely  can  be  aughty  i 

bounteously  bestowed. 
If  I  may  dare  to  cherish  hope  that  gentl* 

read 
Not  loth,  and  listening  Little-ones,  heart 

their  fancies  feed.* 


XX. 

THE  WESTMORELAND  GIRI 

TO  mr  ORAWDCHILDIlSIir. 

PART  L 

Seek  who  will  delight  in  fable 
I  shall  tell  you  truth.    A  Lamb 
Leapt  from  this  steep  bank  to  foUov 
'Cross  the  brook  its  thoughtless  daaii 

*  See  note. 
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Far  and  wide  on  hill  and  valley 
Bain  had  fcdlen,  unceasing  lain^ 
And  the  bleating  mother's  Yonng-one 
Struggled  with  the  flood  in  Tiun : 

But,  as  chanced,  a  Cottage-nudden 
(Ten  years  scarcely  had  she  told) 
Seeing,  plunged  into  the  torrent, 
O^tsped  the  Lamb  and  kept  her  hold. 

Whirled  adown  the  rocky  channel, 
Sinking,  rising,  on  they  go, 
Peace  and  rest,  as  seems,  before  them 
Only  in  the  lake  below. 

Oh  1  it  was  a  fri^tfdl  current 
Whose  fierce  wrath  the  Girl  had  braved  ; 
Clap  your  hands  with  joy  my  Hearers, 
Shoat  in  triumph,  both  are  saved  ; 

Saved  by  courage  that  with  danger 
Grew,  by  strength  the  gilt  of  love. 
And  bdike  a  guardian  angel 
Gune  with  succour  from  above. 


PARTIL 
Now,  to  a  maturer  Audience, 
Let  me  q»eak  of  this  brave  Cluld 
Left  among  her  native  mountains 
With  wild  Nature  to  run  wild. 

So,  unwatcfaed  by  love  maternal. 
Mother's  care  no  more  her  guide, 
Fared  this  little  bright-eyed  Orphan 
Even  while  at  her  father's  side. 

Spare  your  blame, — remembrance  makes  him 
Loth  to  rule  by  strict  command  ; 
StiD  upon  his  cheek  are  living 
Touches  of  her  infant  hand. 

Dear  caresses  given  in  pity. 
Sympathy  that  soothed  his  grief. 
As  the  dying  mother  witnessed 
To  her  thankful  mind's  relief! 

Time  passed  on  ;  the  Child  was  happy, 
Like  a  Spirit  of  air  she  moved, 
Wayward,  yet  by  all  who  knew  hei 
For  her  tender  heart  beloved. 

Scarcely  less  than  sacred  passions. 
Bred  in  house,  in  grove,  and  field, 
Link  her  with  the  inferior  creatures, 
Urge  her  powers  their  rights  to  shield. 


Anglers,  bent  on  reckless  pastime. 
Learn  how  she  can  feel  alike 
Both  for  tiny  harmless  minnow 
And  the  fierce  and  sharp-toothed  pike. 

Merciful  protectress,  kindling 
Into  anger  or  disdain ; 
Many  a  captive  hath  she  rescued. 
Others  saved  from  lingering  pain. 

Listen  yet  awhile; — with  pati^ice 
Hear  the  homely  truths  I  tell. 
She  in  Grasmere's  old  church-steeple 
Tolled  this  day  the  paasing-belL 

Yes,  the  wild  Girl  of  the  mountains 
To  their  echoes  gave  the  sound. 
Notice  punctual  as  the  minute. 
Warning  solemn  and  profound. 

She,  fulfilling  her  sire's  office. 
Rang  alone  the  far-heard  knell. 
Tribute,  by  her  hand,  in  sorrow. 
Paid  to  One  who  loved  her  welL 

When  his  spirit  was  departed 
On  that  service  she  went  forth ; 
Nor  will  fail  the  like  to  render 
When  his  corse  is  laid  in  earth. 

What  then  wants  the  Child  to  temper, 
In  her  breast,  unruly  fire, 
To  control  the  froward  impulse 
And  restrain  the  vague  desire  1 

Easily  a  pious  training 

And  a  stedfast  outward  power 

Would  supplant  the  weeds  and  cherish. 

In  their  stead,  each  opening  flower. 

Thus  the  fearless  Lamb-deliv'rer, 
Woman-grown,  meek-hearted,  sage, 
May  become  a  blest  example 
For  her  sex,  of  every  age. 

Watchful  as  a  wheeling  eagle. 
Constant  as  a  soaring  lark. 
Should  the  country  need  a  heroine. 
She  might  prove  our  Maid  of  Arc. 

Leave  that  thought ;  and  here  be  uttered 

Prayer  that  Grace  divine  may  raise 

Her  humane  courageous  spirit 

Up  to  heaven,  thro'  peaceful  ways. 

r'j 
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^  These  Tourists,  heaven  preaerre  ns !  needs  must 

Hve 
A  profitable  life:  some  glance  along, 
Rapid  and  gay,  as  if  the  earth  were  air. 
And  they  were  butterflies  to  wheel  about 
Long  as  the  summer  lasted :  some,  as  wise. 
Perched  on  the  forehead  of  a  jutting  crag. 
Pencil  in  hand  and  book  upon  the  knee. 
Will  look  and  scribble,  scribble  on  and  look. 
Until  a  man  might  travel  twelve  stout  miles, 
Or  reap  an  acre  of  his  neighbour's  com. 
But,  for  that  moping  Son  of  Idleness, 
Why  can  he  tarry  yoncfer  t — In  our  church-yard 
Is  neither  epitaph  nor  monument. 
Tombstone  nor  name — only  the  turf  we  tread 
And  a  few  natural  graves." 

To  Jane,  his  wife, 
Thus  spake  the  homely  Priest  of  Ennerdale. 
It  was  a  July  evening;  and  he  sate 
Upon  the  long  stone-seat  beneath  the  eaves 
Of  his  old  cottage,— as  it  chanced,  that  day, 
Employed  in  winter's  work.     Upon  the  stone 
His  wife  sate  near  him,  teasing  matted  wool. 
While,  from  the  twin  cards  toothed  with  glittering 

wire. 
He  fed  the  spindle  of  his  youngest  child, 
Who,  in  the  open  air,  with  due  accord 
Of  busy  hands  and  back-and-forward  steps. 
Her  large  round  wheel  was  turning.  Towards  the  field 
In  which  the  ^Parish  Chapel  stood  alone. 
Girt  round  with  a  bare  ring  of  mossy  wall. 
While  half  an  hour  went  by,  the  Priest  had  sent 
Many  a  long  look  of  wonder  :  and  at  last, 
Risen  from  his  seat,  beside  the  snow-white  ridge 
Of  carded  wool  which  tlie  old  man  had  piled 
He  laid  his  implements  with  gentle  care. 
Each  in  the  other  locked;  and,  down  the  path 
That  from  his  cottage  to  the  church-yard  led. 
He  took  his  way,  impatient  to  accost 
The  Stranger,  whom  he  saw  still  lingering  there. 

'Twas  one  weQ  known  to  him  in  former  days, 
A  Shepherd-lad;  who  ere  his  sixteenth  year 


Had  left  that  calling,  tempted  to  entrast 

His  expectations  to  the  fickle  wmds 

And  perilous  waters;  with  the  marinfln 

A  fellow-mariner; — and  so  had  &red 

Through  twenty  seasons;  but  he  had  been  retnd 

Among  the  mountains,  and  he  in  his  heart 

Was  half  a  shepherd  on  ^tie  stoirmy  seas. 

Oft  in  the  piping  shrouds  had  Leonard  heard 

The  tones  of  waterfidls,  and  inland  loiincb 

Of  caves  and  trees:— and,  when  the  rqgohur  wbd 

Between  the  tropics  filled  ibe  t^ietAj  sail. 

And  blew  with  the  same  breath  throng  dajs  mk 

weeks, 
Lengthening  invisibly  its  weary  Hna 
Along  the  cloudless  Main,  he,  in  those  boon 
Of  tiresome  indolence,  would  often  hang 
Over  the  vessel's  side,  and  gaxe  and  gaie; 
And,  while  the  broad  blue  wave  and  sparfcfiogfcMi 
Flashed  round  him  images  and  hues  that 
In  union  with  the  employment  of  his  heart, 
He,  thus  by  feverish  passion  overcome. 
Even  with  the  organs  of  his  bodfly  eye. 
Below  him,  in  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 
Saw  mountains ;  saw  the  forms  of  sheep  that  { 
On  verdant  hills — ^with  dwellings  among 
And  shepherds  clad  in  the  same  country  grey 
Which  he  himself  had  worn*. 

And  now,  at  ImI, 
From  perils  manifold,  with  some  small  wealth 
Acquired  by  traffic  'mid  the  Indian  Isles, 
To  his  paternal  home  he  is  returned, 
With  a  determined  purpose  to  resume 
The  life  he  had  lived  there;  both  for  the  asks 
Of  many  darling  pleasures,  and  the  love 
Which  to  an  only  brother  he  has  borne 
In  all  his  hardships,  since  that  happy  time 
When,  whether  it  blew  foul  or  fSur,  they  two 
Were  brother^epherds  on  their  native  hills. 
— They  were  the  last  of  all  their  race:  and  now, 
When  Leonard  had  approached  his  home,  his  hsHt 
Failed  in  him;  and,  not  venturing  to  eoqnirs 
Tidings  of  one  so  long  and  deariy  loved. 


*  This  detoriptkm  of  the  Calootura  b  ■fcatciiedfcoMi 
Imperfect  recollection  of  an  ailmtrsMe  one  in  pios»  ty  Ma 
Gilbert,  author  of  the  HorrioaDe. 
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He  to  the  solitexy  chorch-yard  tamed; 
Thaty  as  be  knew  in  what  particular  spot 
His  fiuml J  were  laid,  he  thence  might  learn 
If  still  his  Brother  liyed,  or  to  the  file 
Another  gr%Te  was  added. — He  had  found 
Another  grftve, — near  which  a  fiill  half-hour 
He  had  remained ;  but,  as  he  gazed,  there  grew 
Such  ft  oonfbsioQ  in  his  memory, 
That  he  began  to  doubt;  and  eyen  to  hope 
Tliat  he  had  seen  this  heap  of  turf  before, — 
Ibat  it  was  not  another  grmve ;  but  one 
He  had  focgotten.    He  had  lost  his  path. 
As  up  the  Tale,  that  afternoon,  he  walked 
Throng^  fidds^diich  once  had  been  well  known  to 

him: 
And  oh  what  joy  this  recollection  now 
Snt  to  his  hearti  he  lifted  np  his  eyes, 
Andy  looking  round,  imagined  that  he  saw 
Slmge  ahnation  wrought  on  eveiy  side 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  and  that  the  rocks, 
Aad  efcriaating  hills  themselves  were  changed. 


Bj  dus  the  Priest,  who  down  the  field  had  come, 
IhisMn  by  LeooaH,  at  the  church-yard  gate 
Slopped  short, — and  thence,  at  leisure,  limb  by  limb 
PttMBd  him  with  a  gay  complacency. 
Ajiftosig^  the  Vicar,  smiling  to  himself, 
Ih  OBs  of  tiMMe  who  needs  must  leave  the  path 
Of  fts  worid's  business  to  go  wild  alone : 
I&anns  have  a  perpetual  holiday ; 
IIm  happy  man  will  creep  about  the  fields, 
FoQowing  his  fancies  by  the  hour,  to  bring 
Tttii  down  his  cheek,  or  solitary  smiles 
Iilo  Us  &fie,  until  the  setting  sun 
Write  fool  upon  his  forehead. — Planted  thus 
Bcaesth  a  dlied  that  over-arched  the  gate 
Of  tins  rode  church-yard,  till  the  stars  appeared 
Tbegood  Man  might  have  communed  with  himself, 
Btt  diat  the  Stranger,  who  had  left  the  grave. 
Approached ;  he  recognised  the  Priest  at  once, 
And,  alter  greetings  interchanged,  and  given 
Bj  Leonard  to  the  Vicar  as  to  one 
Uoknown  to  him,  this  dialogue  ensued. 
Lmtard.  Yon  live.  Sir,  in  these  dales,  a  quiet 
nfe: 
Y<Mir  years  make  up  one  peaceful  family  ; 
And  who  would  grieve  and  firet,  if,  welcome  come 
Aad  vdeonie  gone,  they  are  so  like  each  other, 
^hqr  cumot  be  remembered!  Scarce  a  funeral 
Cqomi  to  this  church-yard  once  in  eighteen  months ; 
^  yet,  some  dianges  must  take  place  among  you : 
^  yoQjWho  dwell  here,  even  among  these  rocks, 
^  tnee  the  finger  of  mortality, 
Aad  tatf  that  with  our  threescore  years  and  ten 


We  are  not  all  that  perish. 1  remember, 

(For  many  years  ago  I  passed  this  road) 
There  was  a  foot-way  all  along  the  fields 
By  the  brook-side — ^'tis  gone — and  that  dark  deft ! 
To  me  it  does  not  seem  to  wear  the  face 
Which  then  it  had  1 

Priat.  Nay,  Sir,  for  aught  I  know, 

That  chasm  is  much  the  same — 

Leonard.  But,  surely,  yonder — 

Priat,  Ay,  there,  indeed,  your  memory  is  a  friend 
That  does  not  play  you  false. — On  that  tall  pike 
(It  is  the  loneliest  place  of  all  these  hills) 
There  were  two  springs  which  bubbled  side  by 

side, 
As  if  they  had  been  made  that  they  might  be 
Companions  for  each  other :  the  huge  crag 
Was  rent  with  lightning — one  hath  disappeared ; 
The  other,  left  behind,  is  flowing  still. 
For  acddents  and  changes  such  as  these. 
We  want  not  store  of  them  ; — a  water-spout 
Will  bring  down  half  a  mountain  ;  what  a  feast 
For  folks  that  wander  up  and  down  like  you. 
To  see  an  acre's  breadth  of  that  wide  cliff 
One  roaring  cataract  I  a  sharp  May-storm 
Will  come  with  loads  of  January  snow,     * 
And  in  one  night  send  twenty  score  of  sheep 
To  feed  the  ravens  ;  or  a  shepherd  dies 
By  some  untoward  death  among  the  rocks : 
The  ice  breaks  up  and  sweeps  away  a  bridge  ; 
A  wood  is  felled  : — and  then  for  our  own  homes ! 
A  child  is  bom  or  christened,  a  field  ploughed, 
A  daughter  sent  to  service,  a  web  spun. 
The  old  house-dock  is  decked  with  a  new  face ; 
And  hence,  so  far  from  vranting  facts  or  dates 
To  chronide  the  time,  we  all  have  here 
A  pair  of  diaries, — one  serving,  Sir, 
For  the  whole  dale,  and  one  for  each  fire-side — 
Yours  was  a  stranger's  judgment :  for  historians, 
Commend  me  to  these  valleys ! 

Leonard.  Yet  your  Church-yard 

Seems,  if  such  freedom  may  be  used  with  you. 
To  say  that  you  are  heedless  of  the  past : 
An  orphan  could  not  find  his  mother's  grave  : 
Here 's  neither  head  nor  foot-stone,  plate  of  brftf», 
Cross-bones  nor  skull,— type  of  our  earthly  st^te 
Nor  emblem  of  our  hopes :  the  dead  man's  home 
Is  but  a  fellow  to  that  pasture-field. 

Priest.  Why,  there,  Sir,  is  a  thought  tliat  's  new 
to  me  I 
The  stone-cutters,  'lis  true,  might  beg  their  bread 
If  every  English  church-yard  were  like  ours ; 
Yet  your  condusion  wanders  from  the  truth : 
We  have  no  need  of  names  and  epitaphs ; 
We  talk  about  the  dead  by  our  fire-sides. 
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And  then,  for  onr  immortal  part !  we  want 
No  symbols,  Sir,  to  tell  us  that  plain  tale : 
The  thought  of  death  sits  easy  on  the  man 
Who  has  been  bom  and  dies  among  the  mountains. 

Leonard.  Your  Dalesmen,  then,  do  in  each  other's 
thoughts 
Possess  a  kind  of  second  life :  no  doubt 
You,  Sir,  could  help  me  to  the  history 
Of  half  these  graves  I 

Priest,  For  dght-scoro  winters  past, 

With  what  I've  witnessed,  and  with  what  I've 

heard. 
Perhaps  I  might ;  and,  on  a  winter-evening. 
If  you  were  seated  at  my  chimney's  nook. 
By  turning  o'er  these  hillocks  one  by  one, 
We  two  could  travel.  Sir,  through  a  strange  round ; 
Yet  all  in  the  broad  high\vay  of  tlie  world. 
Now  there 's  a  grave — ^your  foot  is  half  upon  it, — 
It  looks  just  like  the  rest ;  and  yet  that  man 
Died  broken-hearted. 

Leonard.  'Tis  a  common  case. 

We  11  take  another :  who  is  he  that  lies 
Beneath  yon  ridge,  the  last  of  those  three  graves  ? 
It  touches  on  that  piece  of  native  rock 
Left  in  the  church-yard  wall. 

Priest.  That's  Walter  Ewbank. 

He  had  as  white  a  head  and  fx%sh  a  cheek 
As  ever  were  produced  by  youth  and  age 
Engendering  in  the  blood  of  hale  fourscore. 
Through  five  long  generations  had  the  heart 
Of  Walter's  forefathers  o'erflowed  the  bounds 
Of  tlieir  inheritance,  that  single  cottage — 
You  see  it  yonder  !  and  those  few  green  fields. 
They  toiled  and  wrought,  and  still,  from  sire  to 

son, 
Each  struggled,  and  each  yielded  as  before 
A  little — yet  a  little, — and  old  Walter, 
They  left  to  him  the  family  heart,  and  land 
With  other  burthens  than  the  crop  it  bore. 
Year  after  year  the  old  man  still  kept  up 
A  cheerful  mind, — and  buffeted  with  bond. 
Interest,  and  mortgages  ;  at  last  he  sank, 
And  went  into  his  grave  before  his  time. 
Poor  Walter !  whether  it  was  care  that  spurred 

him 
God  only  knows,  but  to  the  very  lust 
He  had  the  lightest  foot  in  Ennerdole  : 
His  pace  was  never  tlmt  of  an  old  man  : 
I  almost  see  him  tripping  down  the  path 
Witli  his  two  grandsons  after  him  : — but  you, 
Unless  our  Landlord  be  your  host  to-night, 
Have  far  to  travel, — and  on  tlieso  rough  paths 
Even  in  Uie  longest  day  of  midsununer — 

Leonard.  But  those  two  Orphans ! 


Priest.  Orphans ! — Such  tliey 

Yet  not  while  Walter  lived  : — ^for,  though  tlMir 

parents 
Lay  buried  side  by  side  as  now  they  lie^ 
The  old  man  was  a  father  to  the  boys. 
Two  fathers  in  one  father :  and  if  tears, 
Shed  when  he  talked  of  them  where  they  were  not. 
And  hauntings  from  ihe  infirmity  of  love, 
Are  aught  of  what  makes  up  a  mother's  hoArty 
This  old  Man,  in  the  day  of  his  old  age, 
Was  half  a  mother  to  them. — If  you  weep.  Sir, 
To  hear  a  stranger  talking  about  strangers, 
Heaven  bless  you  iKdien  you  are  among  your 

kindred  ! 
Ay — you  may  turn  that  way — it  is  a  grave 
Which  will  bear  looking  at 

Leonard.  These  boys-— I  hope 

They  loved  this  good  old  Man ! — 

Prifst.  They  did— «nd  trAj : 

But  that  was  what  we  almost  overlooked. 
They  were  such  darlings  of  each  other.    Yes, 
Though  from  the  cradle  they  had   lived  with 

Walter, 
The  only  kinsman  near  them,  and  though  he 
Inclined  to  both  by  reason  of  his  age. 
With  a  more  fond,  familiar,  tendemeiss ; 
They,  notwithstanding,  had  much  love  to  Bpun^ 
And  it  all  went  into  each  other's  hearts. 
Leonard,  the  elder  by  just  eighteen  months, 
Was  two  years  taller  :  'twas  a  joy  to  see. 
To  hear,  to  meet  them  ! — From  their  house  tfie 

school 
Is  distant  three  short  miles,  and  in  Uie  time 
Of  storm  and  thaw,  when  every  water-course 
And  unbndged  stream,  such  as  you  may  have 

noticed 
Crossing  our  roads  at  ever}*  hundred  steps, 
Was  swoln  into  u  noisy  rivulet. 
Would  Leonard  then,  when  elder  boys  remained 
At  home,  go  staggering  through  the  slippery  fords, 
Bearing  his  brotlier  on  his  back.     I  have  seen  hiniy 
On  windy  days,  in  one  of  those  stray  brooks, 
Ay,  more  than  once  I  have  seen  him,  mid-leg  d&ef, 
Their  two  books  lying  both  on  a  dry  stone. 
Upon  the  hither  side  :  and  once  I  said. 
As  I  remember,  looking  round  these  rocks 
And  hills  on  which  we  all  of  us  were  bom. 
That  God  who  made  the  great  book  of  the  worid 
Would  bless  such  piety — 
Leonard.  It  may  be  then — 

Priest.  Never  did  worthier  lads  break  Fjiglidi 

bread  ; 
Tlie  very  brightest  Sunday  Autumn  saw 
With  all  its  mealy  clusters  of  ripe  nuts, 
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f  tlioH  boy*  awBj  from  churdi, 
tvmft  lllMU  tu  an  hmir  oT  ubb&th  breach. 
■Hri  aBil  JanH  [  1  wmmul,  erery  corner 
bN(  (b^  roekk,  Bad  erery  haUaw  place 
ht  nMHmat  faot  could  rtscb,  to  one  or  both 
"-  ' "  --  "0  the  flowers  Ifaat  grow 

IS  dwy  msat  boauditig  o'er  th«  hills  ; 

,  ^ 'o  joung  r«Tcni  on  the  crigs  ; 

^  aa7  «aH  writ*,  ay  ud  npekk  toe,  w  well 
I  ^^f  af  Madr  brtWn — and  fur  Leonard  I 
L  *mj  m^  kefare  be  wenl  away, 
nf  •■■  bcuae  I  pal  iatu  bis  liand 
lHKi■dl^d  wifir  boBM  snd  Add 
jp^  7te  W  »fi«*.  be  haa  it  yot. 

■e  Brutbera  baTG  not  lived 
tote 


Tliatt] 


(.  Tliat  Uicy  might 

Mcfc  end  la  whM  both  old  and  young 
av  nlivy  all  of  n*  liavc  wiahed, 
,  far  aj  part,  I  hare  alien  |irayed  : 

m  «tlU  is  left  among  /< 
tii  of  lb*  (4ih!r  bnilher  I  uu  speakii 
■  i»<t; — be  wa>  al  tliat  ^tdb 
Eckcd  on  the  aeac: 


1  nmir  haiullad  rope  or  shroud: 
aj  I*nJ  Ihe  life  which  we  Iea4  honr; 
^  ef  BBripe  yean,  a  Mripling  iinly, 
N*  taA  (e  thi*  hia  native  wiiL 
mii,  old  Waller  wu  loo  weak 
■Ml  wdi  a  torrenl;  '^cn  he  died, 
^Ih  II  ■  ■■  T       ".  anJtUtlieirdieep, 
laA,  and  irtiiidi,  for  Wight  I  knov, 
id  Ite  Ewhuik*  fur  a  IbnuaaDd  yan  :— 
WM  fOM,  and  they  were  doMitale, 
for  bia  Brothcr'a  aake, 
VJ  hia  fomini'  no  the  ami. 

|HM  man  we  had  ItilingB&om  bun. 
M*  Maeng  m  who  had  heard 
I  SwiBDk  wan  come  hoaM  again, 
■aQanl'i  dnon  by  Lwia'a  banks, 
»  Fiiaa.  br  an  Kgnnnont, 
4  ba  a  iajram  ImUni  ; 


And  those  two  belb  of  ours,  which  there  yon  seo— 

Hanging  in  the  open  ur — but,  0  good  Sir  I 

This  is  Bad  talk— llioy  11  never  sound  for  bim— 

Living  or  dead, — When  last  we  heard  of  faim, 

Ho  wsa  in  sUvety  among  the  Moors 

Upon  the  Barbory  coast. — Tnas  not  a  little 

That  would  bring  down  bis  spirit ;  and  DO  doabt. 

Before  it  ondcd  in  liis  death,  the  Youth 

Was  sadly    crtased. — Poor   Leonard  I    when   we 

He  took  nie  by  the  hand,  and  said  to  me, 
If  e'er  he  should  grow  rich,  be  would  return, 
To  hve  in  peace  upon  his  father's  land. 
And  lay  his  bones  among  ua. 

Lfonard.  If  that  day 

Should  come,  't  would  needs  be  a  gtad  day  for  htm  ; 
He  would  himseir,  no  doubt,  be  happy  then 
As  any  that  should  meet  him — 

Priat.  Happy  I  Sir — 

Ltoitard.  YoQ  sud  bis  kindred  all  were  in  their 
graves, 
And  that  he  had  one  Bnither — 

Priat.  That  is  bat 

A  fellow-tnle  of  sorrow.     From  his  youth 
James,  though  not  eickly,  yet  wu  deUcate  ; 
And  Lcenard  bong  always  by  his  side 
Hod  done  so  many  offices  about  him, 
Tllat,  though  he  was  not  of  a  timid  nature, 
Yet  still  the  splnt  of  a  mountajn-boy 
[n  bim   was  somewhat  checked ;  and,  when  Ins  | 

Brother 
Was  gone  to  sea,  and  he  was  left  alone. 
The  liltle  colour  that  be  had  was  soon 
Stolen  &um  his  cheek  ;  he  drooped,  and  pined,  and   I 

Leonard.  But  these  are  aU  the  grav«  of  I^U-   ] 

PrieM.  ky.  Sir,  that  passed  away  :  we  took  bim 

He  was  the  duld  of  all  tlie  dale— be  lived 

Tbree  mouths  withoDe,andBixmDnthHWithauother; 

Anil  wanted  nejlher  food,  nor  clothes,  nor  love  : 

And  many,  many  happy  daja  were  hia. 

But,  whether  bUthe  or  sad,  'tis  my  belief 

His  abaeot  Brother  still  was  al  his  heart. 

And,  when  ha  dwelt  beneath  our  roof,  we  found 

(A  practice  dll  this  Ijme  uuknown  to  lum) 

That  oflen,  risng  from  hia  bod  at  night. 

He  in  his  deep  would  walk  about,  and  aleejnng 

He  aaught  his  brother  Leonaid. — Yob  ar»  movedl 

Forgivo  me.  Sir  :  before  I  ^M>ke  to  you, 

t  judged  you  most  nokindly. 

Lanark.  But  Ihis  Youth, 

How  did  he  die  at  last  I 
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PritH.  Odo  sveet  Hay-niaTTung, 

(k  will  be  tareWe  jean  Bincewhen  Spring  retuTDB) 
'  liftd  gone  forth  uaong  tlie  nev-dropped  1 
ill)  two  or  three  compiuuaii^  whom  Iheir  < 
K  occupation  led  from  hei^t  to  height 
ider  a  cloadliHi  sun — till  he,  at  length, 
ruagh  wearinees,  or,  baplj,  to  indulge 
e  liamonr  of  the  moment,  lagged  behind. 
You  see  yon  precipice  ;— it  weara  the  shape 
Of  a  vast  building  made  of  man;  crags  ; 
And  in  the  midst  a  one  particnlar  rock 
r  That  riBOi  like  a  column  from  the  vnle, 
KVhcnw  by  oumhepherda  it  is  called.  Tug  PiC-UR. 
■Upon  its  nCiy  summit  crowned  wiili  heath, 
v^e  loiterer,  not  UD-wticcd  by  his  eomradea. 
Play  stretched  at  ease  ;  but,  passing  by  the  place 
■'On  llicir  retom,  tbcy  fuund  that  he  waa  gone. 
FH«  ill  was  feared  ;  till  one  of  them  b;  chnnee 
Enlering,  when  evening  was  far  spent,  tijc  hoiiso 
Which  at  that  time  was  James's  home,  there  learned 
That  nobody  hod  seen  him  all  that  day  : 
The  morning  came,  and  still  he  was  unlicard  of  : 
The  neighboun  were  alarmed,  and  to  tho  bronk 
Some  hastened  ;  some  ran  to  tlie  lake :  ere  noun 
The;  found  him  at  the  foot  of  that  same  rock 
Dead,  and  witli  mangled  limbs.   The  third  day  after 
I  buried  him,  poor  Youth,  and  there  he  lies  ! 
Lcoiuird.  And  tiiat  then  u  his  grave  I— Before 

Yon  say  tluit  he  saw  many  huppy  ycom  1 
PrvH.  Ay,  that  he  did— 
IxonanL  And  all  treat  well  with  him  l~ 

Prial.  Ifhehadonp.lheyQUlhlmd  twenty  homes. 
LeoKard.  And  you  believe,  then,  that  Lis  mind 

Print,  Yes,  long  before  he  died,  he  found  tliat 

Is  a  true  friend  t^ 
His  thoughts  WB. 

^  He  talked  about  him  with  a  cheerful  love. 

Letmard.  He  could  not  come  to  an  unhidlowed 

Priat.    Nay,   God   forUd  I— You   recollwt   T 

mentioned 
A  liabit  wliich  disquietude  and  grief 
""  d  brought  upon  him  ;  and  we  all  conjectured 
Tliat,  ta  tlie  day  was  worm,  he  had  lain  don-n 
On  the  soft  heath, — and,  wailing  for  his  comrades, 
He  tliere  had  fallen  asleep  ;  lliat  in  his  sleep 
He  to  the  margin  of  the  precipice 
Had  walked,  and  from  the  summit  hod  fallen 

headlong ; 
And  «o  no  doubt  he  petiahed.    Wben  the  Yonth 


Fell,  in  his  hutd  be  must  have  gnup'd,  we  dunk. 
Hie  shepherd's  staff ;  for  on  tluil  Pillar  of  rock 
It  hod  been  caught  mid  way  ;  and  there  for  ymz\ 
It  huDg  ;— and  mouldered  there. 

The  Priest  here  ended— 
The  Stranger  would  have  thanked  him,  hut  he  fi^ 
A  gushing  from  bis  heart,  that  took  away 
The  power  of  speech.     Both  left  the  spot  insilencv  | 
And  Leonard,  when  they  reached  the  church-yopd 

As  the  Priest  lifted  up  the  latch,  tmmed  round, — 
And,  looking  at  the  grave,  he  said,**  My  Brother  l" 
The  Vicar  did  not  hear  tho  words :  and  now. 
He  point«d  towards  Ills  dwelling-place,  entroiting 
Tlkat  Leonard  wonld  jiartakc  Ids  bomel;  bre  : 
The  other  thanked  him  with  an  eBmest  nieo ; 
But  added,  that,  the  evening  brang  cahn. 
He  would  pnrsue  lii^  journey.    So  (licy  pwlM. 

It  waa  not  long  ere  Leonard  reached  a  grove 
That  overhimg  the  rood  :  he  there  stopped  ihutt. 
And.  sitting  down  bonealh  the  trMS,  reviewed 
All  that  tlie  Priest  had  said  :  bis  early  years 
Were  withhiin :— his  long  absence, cherished  hope^ 
And  thonghta  which  had  been  bis  an  honr  bvf«*,. 
All  pressed  on  him  with  such  a  weight,  that  noo, 
Tills  vale,  where  he  had  been  so  happy,  seemed 
A  place  in  whicli  he  could  not  bear  to  live  : 
So  be  relinquished  all  hie  purposes. 
He  travelled  back  to  Egremont :  and  thence^ 
Tliat  night,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Priest, 
Reminding  him  of  nhat  Imd  passed  between  tlism I 
And  adding,  with  a  hope  to  be  forgiven, 
Tliat  it  was  from  the  weakncaa  of  bis  heart 
He  hnd  not  dared  to  tell  him  who  lie  waa. 
Tliis  done,  he  weut  on  shipboard,  and  is  now 
A  Seaman,  a  grey-headed  Mariner,  ^^^m 
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WitKiiR  he  the  temples  which,  in  Britain's  tiloi 
For  his  palemal  Gods,  the  Trojan  nused  t 
Gone  like  a  moming  drei 
Of  clouds  that  in  cendesn  etiier  biased  1] 
Ere  Julius  landed  on  her  white-ollHed  d 

They  sank,  delivered  o'er 
To  fatal  dissolution  ;  and,  I  ween,  ' 

No  vestige  then  wss  left  that  such  bod  ever  bet 


redl^H 


■Hi  mmtfiimt  F*ur  ilnnk)  rinealcd 
BniHB  tamtt,  hj  mdm  impdlcd. 
Ml  iImm  iM«i*3iif  could  md^ 


••  CMaans  wM,  be  milxlTied, 
Mnl  ^  Ifc*  iololenUilc  kind  ; 
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What  iFonder,  the 
or  eld  Iraditian,  o 
Doth  eeenungly  in 
And  bloom  unnolj 


Aid  plw  MW'^  MUnpIuiMi*  buwan  ; 
■■>•■  4w  HhiI  drfiglitii  ol  lifflue  uid  hoQiF, 
riAfl*  Am  »iD  DM  bn*k,ati<l  low  tlial  uui- 


n^on  all  too  fair 
hlM!;  to  voduro 
aaljr  rfiaald  bbaUl  tlicrp, 

■rilli  (1h  g;«iicTi»is  iic«d, 

II  MU  >ilfa  jkU  tbU  t>k»  iu  birtli 
MWri.  Hr  (T~ — m"' '  tbn  brrut  of  «rtli. 

IhiPWun!  tluU irir  of  reDB«uic« waged 
Am  ■pilitf  ho-  UUiliw  lonl  ; 

with  rutlileaa  ■word  ; 
hidMnxl)-  defiM, 
or  UmwJiiiB  chilli, 
tlot  ibv  atreuD  tboiild  Ixatr 
I  rmy  tgr,  her  lotn^  to  dMUre. 

ud  toll*  of  Lmr 
b  ^prtsM  fcin.lil«i  tornnl  idrift. 
{^■ii^  bMT  Ua  raw  I— Uu7  nnnot  hear, 
^AaaikAi  rutupi  hit  sample  gin, 
Dto  Am  K  *  Chad  cf  »loi»  ni»k. 

Wfci  luwii  btrSiw  to  mek  ; 
li^Mwmtag  ass»,  npon  her  bnaat 
*  ^Aaftf ,  bbJ  iiiiki  iDto  >  pnrfiwl  nsC 

t  Mm  «■  n*d  ^  SfHSMT'i  Gurj'  tliinnrs, 
fc^  A^  MatBD  land  in  j'oaitifnl  yant ; 

T  MaBu'i  Kitnla  nchmm  ; 

K  tad  hi*  knightlj'  prvn  ; 
sr  light  miand, 


,  if  in  Bnch  ample  field 
!  particular  flower 
raio  ita  fragrance  J'ield, 
!d  eren  to  tluB  Uls  hour  1 


Now-,  gentle  Mows,  your  anistancij  grant, 

While  1  tliis  flower  tnmaplant 
Into  a  garden  Morcd  witli  Foe»y ; 
Where  flowers  atid  herba  unit*,  and  haply  u 

weeds  be. 
That,  wanting  not  wild  grace,  are  &om  alt  mischief   | 

free! 

A  KiKQ  more  worthy  of  respect  and  lore 
Than  wise  Gorbonian  ruled  not  in  hia  day  ; 
Aud  gretefu]  Britain  proapered  far  above 
All  neighbouring  countries  through  hia  righleooa    I 

He  poureil  rewards  and  bonaura  on  the  good  ; 

The  opprenor  he  withatood  ; 
And  while  he  serred  Iha  Gods  with  rererenoe  diw    | 
Fields  smiled,  and  templea  rose,  and  towns  i 


Ho  ilied,  whom  ArtegaLsucceeds — his  son  ; 

But  han  unworthy  of  tliat  nre  was  he  t 

A  hopeful  reign,  auspiciously  begun. 

Was  ilarkened  soon  hy  foul  iuiqDitj. 

From  crime  lo  crime  he  mounted,  till  at  length 

The  nobles  leagued  their  strength 
With  a  vexed  people,  and  the  tyrant  chased  ; 
And,  on  the  vacant  throne,  his  worlliier  Brother 

From  realm  to  realm  the  hmnblod  Exile  went, 
Suppliant  for  aid  Ids  Idngdom  to  regun  ; 
In  msny  a  eourl,  and  many  a  warrior's  tent, 
He  ut^l  his  persevering  suit  in  vain. 
Him,  in  whose  wretched  heart  ambition  (ailed. 

Dire  poverty  assailed  ; 
And,  tired  with  slighls  his  prido  no  more  eould 

He  towards  his  native  country  cast  a  lon^ng  look. 

Fur  blew  the  wished-ror  wind — the  YDvage  sped  ; 

He  landed  :  and,  by  many  dangers  scared, 

*  Poorly  provided,  poorly  followed,' 

To  OUalcrinm'a  [orcet  be  repaired. 

How  changed  from  him  who,  born  to  highest  place, 

Had  swayed  Ihc  Ixiyal  mace, 
Flattered  and  feared,  despined  yet  deified. 
In  Troynovanl,  his  aeot  by  silver  Thames'a  eide  ! 


From  thai  wild  retpon  where  the  crow-nlcss  King 
above  A«  polar  star  !      Lay  in  coneealnicnl  with  Ma  scanty  train, 
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Supporting  life  by  water  from  the  spring. 
And  guch  chance  food  as  outUws  can  obtain. 
Unto  the  few  whom  he  esteems  his  friends 

A  messenger  he  sends  ; 
And  from  their  secret  loyalty  requires 
Shelter  and  daily  bread, — the  sum  of  his  desire& 

While  he  the  issue  waits,  at  early  mom 
Wandering  by  stealth  abroad,  he  chanced  to  hear 
A  startling  outcry  made  by  hound  and  horn. 
From  which  the  tusky  wild  boar  flics  in  fear  ; 
And,  scouring  toward  him  o*er  the  grassy  plain. 

Behold  the  hunter  train  I 
He  bids  his  little  company  advance 
With  seeming  unconcern  and  steady  countenance. 

The  royal  Elidure,  who  leads  the  chase. 
Hath  checked  his  foaming  courser :— K»n  it  be ! 
Methinks  tliat  I  should  recognise  that  face. 
Though  much  disguised  by  long  adversity ! 
He  gazed  rejoicing,  and  again  he  gazed. 

Confounded  and  amazed — 
"  It  is  the  kmg,  my  bn)ther ! "  and,  by  sound 
Of  his  own  voice  confirmed,  he  leaps  upon  the 

ground. 

Long,  strict,  and  tender  was  the  embrace  he  gave. 
Feebly  returned  by  daunted  Artegal ; 
Whose  natural  affection  doubts  enslave, 
And  apprehensions  dark  and  criminal. 
Loth  to  restrain  the  moving  interview, 

The  attendant  lords  withdrew ; 
And,  while  they  stood  upon  tlie  plain  apart, 
Thus  Elidure,  by  words,  relieved  his  struggling 

heart. 

**  By  heavenly  Powers  conducted,  we  have  met ; 
— 0  Brother !  to  my  knowledge  lost  so  long. 
But  neither  lost  to  love,  nor  to  regret. 
Nor  to  my  wishes  lost ; — forgive  the  wrong, 
(Such  it  may  secni)  if  I  thy  crown  have  borne. 

Thy  royal  mantle  worn : 
I  was  their  natural  guardian  ;  and  *ds  just 
That  now  I  should  restore  what  hath  been  held  in 
trust" 

A  while  tlic  astonished  Artegal  stood  mute. 
Then  thus  excbumed :  **  To  me,  of  titles  shorn, 
And  stripped  of  power !  me,  feeble,  destitute. 
To  me  a  kingdom  !  spare  the  bitter  scorn : 
If  justice  ruled  the  breast  of  foreign  kings. 

Then,  on  the  wide-spread  wings 
Of  war,  had  I  returned  to  claim  my  right ; 
This  will  I  here  avow,  not  dreading  thy  despite." 


*<  I  do  not  blame  thee,"  Elidure  replied ; 
<*  But,  if  my  looks  did  with  my  words  agrat, 
I  should  at  once  be  trusted,  not  df>if\ed, 
And  thou  from  all  disquietude  be  free. 
May  the  unsullied  Goddess  of  the  chase, 

Who  to  this  blessed  place 
At  this  blest  moment  led  me,  if  I  speak 
With  insincere  intent,  on  me  her  veiigeanoe  wx«akl 

Were  this  same  spear,  which  in  my  hand  I  gnay^ 
The  British  sceptre,  here  would  I  to  thee 
The  symbol  ^ield ;  and  would  undo  thia  da^ 
If  it  confined  the  robe  of  sovereignty. 
Odious  to  me  the  pomp  of  regal  courty 

And  joyless  sylvan  sport. 
While  thou  art  roving,  wretched  and  foriom. 
Thy  couch  tlie  dewy  earth,  thy  roof  the  tond 

thorn!" 

Then  Artegal  thus  spake  :  **  I  only  soiight, 
Within  this  realm  a  place  of  safe  retreat ; 
Beware  of  rousing  an  ambitious  thought ; 
Beware  of  kindling  hopes,  for  me  nnmeet ! 
Thou  art  reputed  wise,  but  in  my  mind 

Art  pitiably  blind : 
Full  soon  this  generous  purpose  thoa  may'tt  me^ 
When  that  which  has  been  done  no  wishes 


Wlio,  when  a  crown  is  fixed  upon  his  head, 
Would  balance  claim  with  daim,  and  right  with 

right  1 
But  thou — I  know  not  how  inspired,  how  led — 
Wouldst  change  the  course  of  tilings  iu  ail  menli 

sight ! 
And  this  for  one  who  cannot  imitate 

Thy  virtue,  who  may  hate : 
For,  if,  by  such  strange  sacrifice  restored. 
He  reign,  thou  still  must  be  his  king,  and  sovere^^ 

lord; 

Lifted  in  magnanimity  above 
Aught  that  my  feeble  nature  could  perform. 
Or  even  conceive  ;  surpassing  me  in  love 
Far  aa  in  power  the  eagle  doth  the  worm : 
I,  Brother !  only  should  be  king  in  name, 

And  govern  to  my  shamo  ; 
A  shadow  in  a  hated  land,  while  all 
Of  glad  or  willing  service  to  thy  share  would  fidL" 

"  Believe  it  not,"  said  Elidure ;  "  respect 
Awaits  on  virtuous  life,  and  ever  most 
Attends  on  goodness  with  dominion  decked. 
Which  stands  the  universal  empire's  boast ; 
Tills  can  thy  own  experience  testify  : 
Nor  shall  thy  foes  deny 
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hat  it  aW  Ihat  bright  anlmennuDg 
■•  BM  ms  fb*  0iirir»  uf  tbe  spring 


'Gijnst  duty  wdghed,  and  CaithM  love,  did  sei 

A  thing  of  no  esteem  ; 
And,  from  this  triumjih  of  aflcclion  pure. 
Us  bore  the  lusting  nuue  uf  "  piouB  Klidurc '. " 


Ub  itM  slUl««<l  ttka  a  nrrjor'a  ibield, 
TW  Aj,  Ifce  !>/  gmu  Gotil, 

iM  j^nnw  iliaril*rd  t  how  punng  clear 
.1tawiibvi«U,fM' brighter  than  bcture! 
Mttgr  bail  worth  will  nvaiiiHW, 
Iri^  A*  poflr**  ImwI  from  (bore  to  aluirc 
a^M  falM  rip*  nrtuM  tluUl  atone; 

_  Ml  ihr  lhroiH% 

at  hnMi  llial  miirfortune,  pain, 

4  tliy  native  riglit  ti 

m  Wroluat  «bat  thou  nuy'it  know, 
■■fa*  WB  OB^llMr  weak  ihr-  few ; 

WriMlu      tnto  may  pngne. 
ki  ^  faDowara :— Irt  tbrtn  ralnitv  wail 
taA  rtiiitn  in  tbjr  ratatu 
lb«Jr  hai**  In  liMM^bl  di?ri»e;l ; 

iMf  Ua  vhni  euui—  won  {nmued, 

V  dm  mulljtutlp. 

-■  biwl  the  cro<vli, 
•1  by  hU  mm  : 
B  kfc  pnrla  aied,  ■*  Ilnrive  ynur  lord, 
Mn\  fcifr-bara  tan,  jmr   riglitM    kin) 


with  a  lawl  aeclaim ; 

bj  lb*  henio  deed, 


;  tram  bondaeo  frenl 
m    •— nrfgrili  Bombla  (0  MbTEit 

Al  ht  ni|;a  ;  asd.  wbm  tw  died,  Uio  t<!ar 
ii^Bl  pW  brfrMwl  Ilia  houDOicd  bier.    - 

—  nBriMhti  by  a  Rtmher  »red; 
iste^  •  ovn  (IKmpliiihin  tliat  hath  set 
■4  m  iMTla  af  mm  till  tlip?  hare  bra  ml 
HHsM  Un  viib  dmdly  purpoK  met) 


TO  A  BUTTEEFLy. 

I  'n  watch'd  jou  now  n  full  lialf-hour. 
Self-poised  upon  tliat  jclliw  flower  j 
Anil,  little  Butterfly  <  \aiivi4 
I  know  not  if  you  Bleep  or  feed. 
Haw  moliunless  !— not  l^oien  seas 
More  raotionlees  !  and  then 
What  joj  awulH  you.  when  the  hreew 
Hath  found  j-ou  out  among  the  trees, 
And  ealla  you  forlli  ogiun  I 

This  plot  of  orcliafd-gronnd  la  ours  ; 

My  treea  ihey  are,  my  Sister's  flowora  ; 

Here  rest  your  wings  when  tliey  are  weary; 

Here  lodge  aa  in  a  sanetuary  I 

Come  often  to  us,  featr  no  wrong  ; 

Sit  near  us  on  the  bough  ] 

We  11  talk  of  HiDidiinB  and  of  son};. 

And  BUmmer  days,  wlien  we  were  young  ; 

Sweet  childiflh  days,  tliat  were  as  long 

A3  twenty  days  are  now. 


A  FABEWELU 


FitLEWKLL,  thou  little  Mook  of  mountaiu-gTouuil, 

u  rocky  eomer  in  the  lowest  stair 
Of  that  magnificent  temple  which  doth  bound 
One  aide  of  our  whole  vale  with  crnixleui'  nuro  ; 
Sweet  gardrn-orefaanl,  enilnenily  tufr. 
The  loTi-Hoel  spot  thai  man  hath  ever  found. 
Farewell  1 — wo  leaTO  thee  to  lleaveu'a  poaetfiJ  rare. 
Thee,  and  the  Coitaga  which  thou  dosi  surround. 

Our  boat  is  safely  aochornd  by  the  short-, 
And  there  will  safely  ride  when  we  ar>-  ^>ne  ; 
The  fluwering  shrubs  tliat  deck  our  1>iu»1>1b  dour 
Will  proBper,  though  untended  and  alone  : 
Fields,  goods,  and  far^lT  cbalteU  we  have  none  : 
■e  narrow  bounda  contain  our  private  store 
llinj^s  earth  makea,  and  nin  doth  ihino  upon ; 
Here  are  thej  in  our  sight — we  have  no  itioro. 
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SuDflhine  and  Bhower  be  with  you,  bud  and  bell ! 
For  two  months  now  in  yain  we  shall  be  sought ; 
We  leave  you  here  in  solitude  to  dwell 
With  these  our  latest  gifts  of  tender  thought ; 
Thou,  like  the  morning,  in  thy  safinron  coat, 
Bright  gowan,  and  marsh-marigold,  farewell  I 
Whom  from  &e  borders  of  the  Lake  we  brought, 
And  placed  together  near  our  rocky  Well. 

We  go  for  One  to  whom  ye  will  be  dear  ; 
And  she  will  prize  this  Bower,  this  Indian  shed. 
Our  own  contrivance,  Building  without  peer ! 
— A  gentle  Maid,  whose  heart  is  lowly  bred. 
Whose  pleasures  are  in  wild  fields  gathered, 
With  joyousness,  and  with  a  thoughtful  cheer. 
Will  come  to  you  ;  to  you  herself  will  wed  ; 
And  love  the  blessed  life  that  we  lead  here. 

Dear  Spot !  which  we  have  watched'with  tender  heed. 
Bringing  thee  chosen  plants  and  blossoms  blown 
Among  the  distant  mountains,  flower  and  weed. 
Which  thou  hast  taken  to  thee  as  thy  own. 
Making  all  kindness  registered  and  known ; 
Thou  for  our  sakes,  though  Nature's  child  indeed. 
Fair  in  thyself  and  beautiful  alone. 
Hast  taken  gifts  which  thou  dost  little  need. 


And  0  most  constant,  yet  most  fickle  Place, 
That  hast  thy  wayward  moods,  as  thou  dost  show 
To  iliem  who  look  not  daily  on  thy  face  ; 
Who,  being  loved,  in  love  no  bounds  dost  know, 
And  say'st,  when  we  forsake  thee,  **  Let  them  go ! 
Thou  easy-hearted  Thing,  with  thy  wild  race 
Of  weeds  and  flowers,  till  we  return  be  slow. 
And  travel  with  the  year  at  a  soft  pace. 


»» 


Help  us  to  tell  Her  tales  of  years  gone  by. 

And  this  sweet  spring,  the  best  beloved  and  best ; 

Joy  will  be  flown  in  its  mortality  ; 

Something  must  stay  to  tell  us  of  the  rest 

Here,  thronged  with  primroses,  the  steep  rock*s 

breast 
Glittered  at  evening  like  a  starry  sky  ; 
And  in  this  bush  our  sparrow  built  her  nest. 
Of  which  I  sang  one  song  that  will  not  die 

0  happy  Garden  !  whose  seclusion  deep 
Hath  been  so  friendly  to  industrious  hours  ; 
And  to  soft  slumbers,  that  did  gently  steep 
Our  spirits,  carrying  with  them  dreams  of  flowers, 
And  wild  notes  warbled  among  leafy  bowers  ; 
Two  burning  months  let  sununer  overleap, 
And,  coming  back  with  Her  who  will  be  ours. 
Into  thy  bosom  we  again  shall  creep.  ii^'^- 


▼. 


STANZAS 
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wniiTKir  nr  my  poauT-conr  or 

mooLnicB. 


Within  our  happy  Castle  there  dwelt  One 
Whom  without  blame  I  may  not  overlook ; 
For  never  sun  on  Hving  creature  ahone 
Who  more  devout  enjoyment  with  us  took  : 
Here  on  his  hours  he  hung  as  on  a  book. 
On  his  own  time  here  would  he  float  away. 
As  doth  a  fly  upon  a  summer  brook ; 
But  go  to-morrow,  or  belike  to-day. 
Seek  for  him, — he  is  fled  ;  and  whither  none  can 
say. 

Thus  often  would  he  leave  our  peaceful  home^ 

And  find  dsewhere  his  business  or  delight ; 

Out  of  our  Valley's  limits  did  he  roam : 

Full  many  a  time,  upon  a  stormy  night, 

His  voice  came  to  us  £rom  the  neighbouring  bei^ : 

Oft  could  we  see  him  driving  full  in  view 

At  mid-day  when  the  sun  was  shining  bri^t ; 

What  ill  was  on  him,  what  he  had  to  do^ 

A  mighty  wonder  bred  among  our  quiet  crew. 

Ah  !  piteous  sight  it  was  to  see  this  Man 
When  he  came  back  to  us,  a  withered  flower^ — 
Or  like  a  sinful  creature,  pale  and  wan. 
Down  would  he  sit ;  and  without  strength  or  power 
Look  at  the  common  grass  from  hour  to  hour: 
And  oftentimes,  how  long  I  fear  to  say. 
Where  apple-trees  in  blossom  made  a  bower, 
Retired  in  that  sunshiny  shade  he  lay  ; 
And,  like  a  naked  Indian,  slept  himself  away. 

Great  wonder  to  our  gentle  tribe  it  was 
Whenever  from  our  Valley  he  withdrew  ; 
For  happier  soul  no  living  creature  has 
Than  he  had,  being  here  the  long  day  through. 
Some  thought  he  was  a  lover,  and  did  woo : 
Some  thought  far  worse  of  him,  and  judged  hint 

wrong; 
But  verse  was  what  he  had  been  wedded  to ; 
And  his  own  mind  did  like  a  tempest  strong 
Come  to  him  thus,  and  drove  the  weary  Wight 

along. 

With  him  there  often  walked  in  friendly  guise, 
Or  lay  upon  the  moss  by  brook  or  tree, 
A  noticeable  Man  with  large  grey  eyes. 
And  a  pale  face  that  seemed  undoubtedly 
As  if  a  blooming  face  it  ought  to  be ; 
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b«*7  lMhi«-)i««  lip  did  Dtt  ftppnr. 

Take  aU  that  '■  mine  ■  beneath  tlie  moon,- 

•rmt  (7  .debt  of  m>«ag  Ph»u<7 ; 

If  I  with  bor  but  half  a  noon 

MmiI  Ut  faRbmil  wu,  Otoagb  not  aerere; 

May  St  benentb  the  walls 

■  ^dU  Ainl^  tbM  h.  h>d  UtII.  bu«>>«»  bere : 

or  aome  old  csts,  or  moasy  nook, 
When  up  idle  winds  ai^Qg  the  brook 

Pt^l»to»faril    hi.  WMBUwful  right; 

IBM. 

hitato  wmU  mm  Umit  Um  •ilh  dilight 

b  >MthM  wfcoi  MRogviiulB  tho  tr»  umoy. 

I»  hifalMt  Mb»  hoar*  d««lc<>  or  l^r 

m. 

b  ««M  to*«  tMi^  j«a  bnr  fM  Dugbt  employ 

Snasat,  flta  of  puaoD  have  I  Idowd  : 

iMMlr ;  aM  n>a7  did  to  Umicpoii-,- 

And  I  wiU  dare  10  icU, 

But  in  tho  Lover'K  ear  ahme, 

Wliat  DDce  to  me  befeL 

kH^H  to«^  «*  ^»plM  ton  ho  tried : 

^hMMf  CM.  plxkod  iTHind  him  u  ho !.,, 

When  she  I  loved  lookifd  every  day 

Freah  u  a  ro»  in  Jnne, 

I  ni  M  .Uch  iho  wind  woyld  d-fUy  pUy ; 

I  to  her  ODtuge  bent  my  way. 

ItaH  ka  iMd,  diBt  link  Itungi  ditpby. 

rb^A  ^HfUed  in  grau  u.l  guld, 

i»JMiDrli»l«ulo^j; 

Upon  the  moon  I  Ssed  my  ey«, 

All  orer  the  wide  lea  ; 

Milft»yg»Mii«  d^t»  which  f»iric»do  behold. 

With  ()uicliening  puw  my  hone  drew  idgh 
TlioK  paths  »  dear  to  me. 

h«^U  «tl«  Ont  oAtr  Un  to  bou- 

fcMM.Hl  IB  lira  bia  imagorr  : 

hi  M«W  *Wm>  were  «dl  to  llic  other  dMT : 

And,  ae  wo  climbed  the  bUl, 

bIfilM' bn  m  anb  >  pUoe  eoaid  be : 

The  linking  moan  to  Lucy's  cot 

h»Cd  fcj  d*<n~&am  ortUf  hJ»ur  fn», 

Dane  near,  and  nearer  Bill. 

^hnv^M>M.«.«.f«r»«.; 

lh..tM.tob««ptl»><»mp«,7, 

In  one  of  ihoM  ™eel  dreama  I  slept. 

Dr»MM«J  Mtt  down,  Bwy  wenv  1  wwm. 

Kind  Nature's  gentlcat  boon  1 

And  all  tlie  while  my  eyes  I  kept 

'**- 

My  horra  moved  on ;  hoof  after  hoof 

M 

■        -^ 

He  niied,  and  never  stopped : 
When  down  behind  the  cottage  roof. 

^^^B          Loms.1. 

At  anc«,  the  bright  moan  dropped. 

livLMriiKbUMdmd*, 

What  fond  and  wayward  thoughts  will  slide 
Into  a  Lavor^headl 

Aa4,tMtag  .Ml  itet  lot.>j  H-iil. 

wiri*>iridifc.ri.»r 

tti^  qr«flhBh,  dK  b  fl.rt  »d  nronK, 

"  0  mercy  1"  to  toyweV  I  cried, 
"If  LDcyshaoUbedeadl" 

Aa«  fan  a>  fwh*  (Ml  iMf  >loi)K 

^  Inn  ht  Br,  her  osttn^binne ; 

V. 

Tm  ■■w  tk  mdorkiHl  mU  ■!»  roam 

h'-^M wiia»dbl«k: 

AH  -In  •■■i'M  tb.  wiKd  the  ttrmiuo, 

Beside  the  springs  of  Dovei, 

Ofel  l^h(  1  Ua  (Ik  a.mi>iU<»  t-an 

A  Maid  whom  there  were  txme  to  praisa 

Itol  ^«Ua  V  her  (kwk. 

.4nd  very  tew  to  love  : 

^^^ 
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A  yiolei  hj  a  mo&sy  stone 

Half  hidden  from  the  eye  ! 
— Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 

Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

She  liTed  unknown,  and  few  could  know 

When  Lucy  ceased  to  be ; 
But  she  is  in  her  grave,  and,  oh. 

The  difference  to  me  1 


179B. 


IX. 

I  TRAVELLED  among  unknown  men. 

In  lands  beyond  the  sea  ; 
Nor,  England  !  did  I  know  till  then 

What  love  I  bore  to  thee. 

'Tis  past,  that  melancholy  dream  ! 

Nor  will  I  quit  thy  shore 
A  second  time  ;  for  still  I  seem 

To  love  tliee  more  and  more. 

Among  thy  mountains  did  I  fed 

The  joy  of  my  desire  ; 
And  she  1  cherished  turned  her  whed 

Beside  an  English  fire. 

Thy  mornings  showed,  thy  nights  concealed 
The  bowers  where  Lucy  played  ; 

And  thine  too  is  the  last  green  field 
That  Lucy's  eyes  surveyed. 

1799. 


X. 

Ere  with  cold  beads  of  midnight  dew 

Had  mingled  tears  of  thine, 
I  grieved,  fond  Youth  !  that  thou  shouldst  sue 

To  haughty  Geraldine. 

Immoveable  by  generous  sighs, 

She  glories  in  a  train 
Who  drag,  beneath  our  native  skies, 

An  oriental  chun. 

Pine  not  like  them  with  arms  across, 

Forgetting  in  thy  care 
How  the  fast-rooted  trees  can  toss 

Their  branches  in  mid  air. 

The  humblest  rivulet  will  take 

Its  own  wild  liberties  ; 
And,  every  day,  the  imprisoned  lake 

Is  flowing  in  Uie  breeze. 


Then,  cToadi  no  more  on  suppliant  kne 
But  scorn  with  scorn  outbrave  ; 

A  Briton,  even  in  love,  should  be 
A  subject,  not  a  slave  I 


XI. 

TO  — 


Look  at  the  fate  of  smnmer  flowersy 
Which  blow  at  daybreak,  droop  ere  even-i 
And,  grieved  for  their  brief  date,  oonfeas  i 
Measured  by  what  we  are  and  ought  to  be 
Measured  by  all  that,  trembling,  we  foree 
Is  not  so  long  I 

If  human  Life  do  pass  away. 
Perishing  yet  more  swiftly  than  the  flowei 
If  we  are  creatures  of  a  winter't  day  ; 
What  space  hath  Virgin's  beauty  to  disdo 
Her  sweets,  and  triumph  o'er  the  breathii 
Not  even  an  hour  I 

The  deepest  grove  whose  foliage  hid 
The  happiest  lovers  Arcady  might  boast^ 
Could  not  the  entrance  of  this  thought  fod 
0  be  thou  wise  as  they,  soul-gifted  Maid  1 
Nor  rate  too  high  what  must  so  quickly  ft 
So  soon  be  lost. 

Then  shall  love  teach  some  virtuous  Yooti 
*  To  draw,  out  of  the  object  of  his  eyes,' 
Tlie  while  on  thee  they  gaze  in  simple  trvA 
Hues  more  exalted,  *  a  refinM  Form,' 
That  dreads  not  age,  nor  suffers  from  the 
And  never  dies. 


XII. 


THE  FORSAKEN. 


The  peace  which  others  seek  they  find  ; 
The  heaviest  storms  not  longest  last ; 
Heaven  grants  even  to  the  guiltiest  mind 
An  amnesty  for  what  is  past ; 
When  will  my  sentence  be  reversed  ! 
I  only  pray  to  know  the  worst ; 
And  wish  as  if  my  heart  would  burst 

O  weary  straggle  !  silent  years  i 

Tell  seemingly  no  doubtful  tale  ;  ^; 

And  yet  they  leave  it  short,  and  fears 
And  hopes  are  strong  and  will  prevail. 


* 

■I 
I 
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For  thos  lo  nee  lliee  nodiling  id  the  air, 
nx  lliy  arch  lltiu  sDvlch  uiil  bend, 
Thus  rise  tnd  thiu  deKxadf- 
Didurlus  me  till  the  Bgbt  ia  more  than  I  can  bcni'." 


han  died  fnr  Ion : 
>  B  dmrdi-;ard  grace  b  foimd 
nsliallowHl  gnwnd, 
man  liinuKlf  hail  alain, 

ibam  ]  fix  jaan  have  ksoini ; 


The  Haa  who  nuke*  tiiU  feTcriBh  complaint 

lie  of  giMnC  nature,  oho  could  dai»:e 
Ei|Di|ipeil  from  biwl  to  fool  in  iroa  toi^. 
Ah  gentle  Lore  !  if  em  thought  wa«  thine 
itorv  up  liindred  hours  for  me,  th/  {ai-e 
Turn  ^m  me,  ^ntle  Love  I  nor  let  me  naJk 
Within  the  loond  of  Eiuma'a  voloe,  pur  Inow 
Socli  happinew  as  1  baTo  knom  to^daj'. 


pMtty  Barian  Jiedi 


f^m 


^^f,  ikoB  C<4<aB*i,  bom  lohind  iJiat  oak  t 
■  lbi(id  tnw  BpruAlol  lie, 
tit  BMB  aA»  vaj  Jin  anok* 

iMMitauAaakjC 

>   <w  tkf  {•  <<>>f<7  wpttr  ; 

mjhaaJ  i«uD  my  boart 


,i 

ta^il  ^f  bart  of  nat  bvoiri 

tTWw*.^!  ^aytknid— Md 

If*  nw  W  wilbm  Ul, 

•  AMaMwiit; 

)ig  iHkir  Mif  >  o^  diooto  anatlinr  tree. 


Ib«w  duidm  I    Yd  kavoa, 
ofnatbi 

lead  and  free, 


Itai  r  Uok  In  th;  mnnntain-boondt, 
tv  CTW  b  tiiy  valf^  chained  1 
hal  ham  llv  air  oilli  mnuida 


tl  Ibal  vtuch  thou  anno* 

M  Wij^  wilh  mini/  riiowen, 
am  ipannlin  Iwir  tlH>  >ale, 
'vli,  ab  I  itMd  Ih;  floircn. 


A  COMPLAINT. 

Thibi  a  ■  change — and  I  am  poor  ; 
Vonr  lore  bath  beon,  dot  long  ago, 
A  faunlain  at  mjr  [ond  hearl'e  door, 
WIiDse  onlj'  Iniainna  was  lo  Ho*  ; 
And  flow  it  did :  nnl  (skin^  heed 
Of  ita  own  bounty,  or  my  nood. 

Wbat  happy  momcnla  did  I  eouul  1 
Bleat  «M  I  tlieu  all  blita  above  [ 
Now,  for  that  consecrated  fount 
Of  mDitnuriog,  Bporkllng,  living  lore, 
What  have  1 1  aholl  I  daro  lo  tell  I 
A  comtortlen  and  hidden  welL 


A  wdl  of  loTc — it  VMf  be  deep — 
I  truBt  it  U, — and  never  dry : 
What  matter  t  if  the  watcra  deep 
In  nleooe  and  obeeoritj'. 
— Soidi  change,  and  at  the  nxy  door 
Of  mj  food  heart,  bath  made  me  poor. 


TO 

Let  other  httrda  of  angels  nn|c, 
liriglit  inn»  niihoul  a  mml ; 

But  (hou  art  no  such  perfect  thing : 
Rfjoi«  tliat  Ihon  an  not  I 


JO 
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Heed  not  tfao'  none  Bhould  call  thee  fiur ; 

So,  Mary,  let  it  be 
If  nought  in  lovelinefls  compare 

With  what  thoa  art  to  me. 

Tnie  beauty  dweUs  in  deep  retreats, 

Whofle  veil  ub  unremoved 
Till  heart  with  heart  in  concord  beatt} 

And  the  lover  ub  beloved. 
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XVI. 

Ybs  !  thoa  art  fair,  yet  be  not  moved 

To  scorn  the  declaration, 
That  sometimes  I  in  thee  have  loved 

My  fancy's  own  creation. 

Imagination  needs  must  stir  ; 

Dear  Biaid,  this  truth  believe, 
Minds  that  have  nothing  to  confer 

Find  little  to  perceive. 

Be  pleased  that  nature  made  thee  fit 
To  feed  my  heart's  devotion. 

By  laws  to  which  all  Forms  submit 
In  sky,  air,  earth,  and  ocean. 


XVIL 

How  rich  that  forehead's  calm  expanse  ! 

How  bright  that  heaven-directed  glance  ! 

— Waft  her  to  glory,  winged  Powers, 

Ere  sorrow  be  renewed, 

And  intercourse  with  mortal  hours 

Bring  back  a  humbler  mood  ! 

So  looked  Cedlia  when  she  drew 

An  Angel  from  his  station  ; 

So  looked  ;  not  ceasing  to  pursue 

Her  tuneful  adoration  I 

But  hand  and  voice  alike  are  still ; 

No  sound  Iiere  sweeps  away  the  will 

That  gave  it  birth  :  in  service  meek 

One  upright  arm  sustains  the  cheek. 

And  one  across  the  bosom  lies 

That  rose,  and  now  forgets  to  rise, 

Subdued  by  breathless  harmonies 

Of  meditative  feeling ; 

Mute  strains  £rom  worlds  beyond  the  skies, 

Through  tlie  pure  light  of  female  eyes, 

Their  sanctity  revealing  I 
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XTin* 

What  heavenly  smiks  I  O  Lady  mi 
Through  my  very  heart  they  shine  ; 
And,  if  my  brow  gives  back  their  li( 
Do  thou  look  gladly  on  the  sig^t ; 
As  the  clear  Moon  with  modest  pric 

Beholds  her  own  bright  beams 
Reflected  from  the  mountain's  side 

And  from  the  headlong  streams. 


TO 


0  DBABJOt  &r  than  light  and  life  are  den 
Full  oft  our  human  foresight  I  deplore  ; 
Trembling,  through  my  unworthinees,  wi 
That  friends,  by  death  disjoined,maymeei 

Misgivings,  hard  to  vanquish  or  control. 
Mix  with  the  day,  and  cross  the  hour  <^ 
While  all  the  future,  for  thy  purer  soul. 
With  *  sober  certainties '  of  love  b  blest 

That  sigh  of  thine,  not  meant  for  human 
Tells  that  these  words  thy  humbleness  o 
Yet  bear  me  up— ^Ise  faltering  in  the  ra 
Of  a  steep  march :  support  me  to  the  en 

Peace  settles  where  the  intellect  is  me^ 
And  Love  is  dutiful  in  thought  and  deed 
Through  Thee  communion  with  that  Loi 
The  faith  Heaven  strengthens  where  he  a 
Creed. 


LAMENT  OF  MARY  QUEEN  OF  I 


ON  THJi  mr»  or  a  nmw  ysaiu 


Smile  of  the  Moon  ! — for  so  I 
That  silent  greeting  from  above ; 
A  gentle  flash  of  light  that  came 
From  her  whom  drooping  captives  1| 
Or  art  thou  of  still  higher  birth  I 
Thou  that  didst  part  the  clouds  of  a|| 
My  torpor  to  reprove  I  . 


i 
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' 


n. 


Bri^t  boon  of  pityinig  HeaTen  I — dae^ 
I  may  not  trust  thy  placid  cheer  1 
Pondering  tliat  Time  to-night  will  paas 
The  threshold  of  another  year ; 
For  years  to  me  are  sad  and  dull ; 
My  Tcry  moments  are  too  full 
Of  hopeteaaness  and  fear. 


hl 


And  yet,  the  soul-awakening  gleam. 
That  struck  perchance  the  fiEuthest  cone 
Of  Scotland's  rocky  wilds,  did  seem 
To  visit  me,  and  me  alone ; 
Me,  unapproached  by  any  friend. 
Save  those  who  to  my  sorrows  lend 
Tears  due  unto  their  own. 


IT. 


To-night  the  church-tower  bells  will  ring 
Through  these  wide  realms  a  festive  peal ; 
To  the  new  year  a  welcoming  ; 
A  tuneful  offering  for  the  weal 
Of  happy  millions  lulled  in  sleep  ; 
While  I  am  forced  to  watch  and  weep. 
By  wounds  that  may  not  heaL 

V. 

Bom  an  too  high,  by  wedlock  raised 
Sdn  higher — to  be  cast  thus  low  I 
Would  that  mine  eyes  had  never  gazed 
On  aught  of  more  ambitious  show 
Than  the  sweet  flowerets  of  the  fields  ! 
—It  is  my  royal  state  that  yields 
This  bittemeas  of  woe. 


Yl. 

Yet  how ! — for  I,  if  there  be  truth 
In  the  world's  voice,  was  passing  fair  ; 
And  beauty,  for  confiding  youtli, 
Ihoee  shocks  of  passion  can  prepare 
That  kill  the  bloom  before  its  time  ; 
And  blanch,  without  the  owner's  crime. 
The  most  resplendent  hair. 


vn. 
Unblest  distinction  !  showered  on  me 
To  bind  a  lingering  life  in  chains  : 
XH  that  could  quit  my  grasp,  or  flee, 
Is  gone  ; — but  not  the  subtle  stains 
Fixed  in  the  spirit ;  for  even  here 
Con  I  be  proud  tiiat  jealous  fear 
Of  what  I  was  remains. 


Vfll. 


A  Woman  rules  my  prison's  key ; 
A  sister  Queen,  against  the  bent 
Of  law  and  holiest  sympathy. 
Detains  me,  doubtful  of  the  event ; 
Great  God,  who  feel'st  for  my  distress, 
My  thoughts  are  all  that  I  possess, 
0  keep  them  innocent ! 


iz. 


Farewell  desre  of  human  aid. 
Which  abject  mortals  vainly  court ! 
By  friends  deceived,  by  foes  betrayed. 
Of  fears  the  prey,  of  hopes  the  sport ; 
Nought  but  the  world-redeeming  Cross 
Is  able  to  supply  my  loss. 
My  burthen  to  support 


Hark  !  the  death-note  of  the  year 
Sounded  by  the  castle-clock  ! 
From  her  sunk  eyes  a  stagnant  tear 
Stole  forth,  unsettled  by  the  shock  ; 
But  oft  the  woods  renewed  their  green. 
Ere  the  tired  head  of  Scotland's  Queen 
Reposed  upon  the  block  ! 
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XXI. 

THE  COMPLAINT 

or  A  FORSAKKir  XXDIAM  WOXAK. 

[When  a  Northern  Indian,  from  sickness,  is  unable  to  con- 
tinue his  journey  with  his  companions,  he  is  left  behind, 
covered  over  with  deer-skins,  and  is  supplied  with  water, 
food,  and  fuel,  if  the  situation  of  the  place  will  afford  it. 
He  is  informed  of  the  track  which  his  companions  intend 
to  puntue,  and  if  he  be  unable  to  follow,  or  overtake 
them,  he  perishes  alone  in  the  desert ;  unless  he  should 
have  the  good  fortune  to  fall  in  with  some  other  tribes 
of  Indians.  The  females  are  equally,  or  still  more, 
exposed  to  the  same  fate.  See  that  very  interesting 
work  Hkarnk's  Journky  from  Hudson's  Bay  to  the 
NoRTRKRN  OcKAN.  In  the  high  northern  latitudes,  as 
the  same  writer  informs  us,  when  the  northern  lights 
vary  their  position  in  the  air»  they  make  a  rustling  and 
a  crackliug  noise,  as  alluded  to  in  the  following  poem.] 

r. 
Before  I  see  another  day. 
Oh  let  my  body  die  away  ! 
In  sleep  I  heard  the  northern  gleams  ; 
The  stars,  they  were  among  my  dreams  ; 
In  rustling  conflict  through  the  skies, 
I  heard,  I  saw  the  flashes  drive, 
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And  jet  they  nro  apon  m;  e; 
And  yet  I  am  alive ; 
Before  I  see  another  daj. 
Oh  let  my  body  die  B«r»j ! 


My  fire  ii  dead :  it  knew 
Yeligit  dead,  Olid  1  remi 
All  stiff  nitb  KL-  the  »tba 
And  tliry  are  -dead,  and  1 
Wii^ti  !  naa  "-.11,  I  widu'J  to  Uvi 
For  ctotheB,  Tor  warmth,  for  food, 
But  lliey  to  me  no  joy  can  give. 
No  pleaoire  now,  and  do  deuro. 
Tb«i  hue  contented  will  Ilie  [ 
Alone,  I  cannot  fear  to  dk. 


Alas  I  ye  might  have  drugged  me  on 

Another  day,  a  nnglo  one  1 

Tod  soon  I  yielded  to  dcipur  ; 

Wliy  did  yu  listi^u  to  my  pi-aycF  t 

When  ye  were  gone  my  JimbB  wepa  stronger ; 

Aait  oil,  liow  grievously  I  rue, 

TliBl,  afterwariU,  a  little  longer. 

My  friends,  I  Jiil  not  follow  yoo  ! 

For  Wrong  and  without  pain  I  lay. 

Dear  frieuds,  when  ye  were  gone  awsy. 


My  Child !  they  gave  lliee  to  another, 
A  woman  who  was  not  thy  mother. 
AVhf^n  from  my  anne  my  Babe  they  took, 
On  mo  how  strangely  did  he  look  ! 
Tlirmif;!]  Win  -ivIirjU'  Ividy  sametlijng  nui, 
A  moat  slriinfe't;  wnrkliis  did  I  see  ; 
— Ah  if  he  nicovo  to  6u  a  man, 
That  be  migbt  pull  ibo  sledge  tor  me  : 
And  Cbcn  bo  sti-clebed  his  arms,  bow  irild  1 
Ob  mercy  !  like  a  helpless  child. 


1 11  follow  yoQ  acroK  the  mow  ; 
Yg  Qivvel  licaviiy  and  alow  ; 
In  Epilo  of  all  my  vary  pain 
1  '11  loot  upon  your  louu  again. 
— My  fire  is  dead,  and  anowy  wbito 
Tlie  waler  wliicli  bcsidp  it  stood 
The  .volf  lias  come  lo  me  to-night. 
And  l;e  lias  6toluTi  away  my  food. 
For  fvor  left  alone  am  I  j 
Then  wherefore  should  I  fear  to  die  I 


Yonng  as  I  am,  my  coowe  is  ran, 
1  sliall  not  see  another  aun ; 
I  cannot  lift  my  limbs  to  know 
Ifthey  haveany  lifeorno. 
My  poor  forsaken  Cliilii,  if  I 
For  once  could  liave  tltei?  close  to  m^ 
Witli  happy  heart  I  then  would  di)^ 
And  luy  liwt  thought  woold  liappy  be  ; 
But  thou,  dear  Babe,  art  far  away. 
Nor  shall  I  Bee  another  day. 


THE  UST  OP  THE  FLOCK. 

Im  distant  countiicg  have  I  been. 
And  yet  I  liare  not  often  seen 
A  licallby  man,  a  man  full  grown, 
Weep  in  ihc  pubbc  roads,  alone. 
But  such  a  one,  on  Euglieh  ground. 
And  in.  the  bi-oad  highway,  I  met ; 
Along  Uio  broad  liigbnay  he  came, 
Hia  cheeks  with  tears  WOTC  wet 
Stnrdy  he  seemed,  tliougb  lie  was  sad  ; 
And  in  bis  arms  a  Lamb  he  had. 


My  bttle  joy  !  my  little  pride  I 
In  two  days  more  I  must  have  died. 
Then  do  not  weep  :uid  ci'leve  for  me ; 
I  feel  I  must  have  died  witli  tlioe. 

0  wind,  that  o'ermy  head  nit  flvin^r 

Tlie  way  my  friends  thcdr  coDrse  did  bend, 

1  should  not  feid  the  pain  of  dying. 
Could  I  Willi  Ibce  a  message  send  j 
Too  soon,  my  fricnda,  ye  went  away  ; 
For  I  had  many  things  to  ay. 


ITe  saw  me,  and  ho  turned  a^de. 
As  if  lie  Kislied  liiniself  to  hide : 
And  with  liis  tout  did  llicn  cssoy 

I  followed  bim,  and  said,  "  My  friend. 
What  ails  you  1  wherefore  weep  you  so  I" 
— «  Shame  on  me.  Sir  !  this  lusty  Laml^'t 
He  makes  my  tears  lo  flow.  ■ 

To-day  I  felelied  him  from  the  rock  ; 
He  is  the  last  of  all  my  flock. 
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When  I  was  young,  a  single  man, 
And  alter  yoathihl  follies  ran, 
Though  little  g^ven  to  care  and  thought, 
Yet,  so  it  was,  an  ewe  I  hought ; 
And  other  sheep  from  her  I  raised. 
As  healthy  sheep  as  you  might  see ; 
And  then  I  married,  and  was  rich 
As  I  oould  wish  to  be  ; 
Of  sheep  I  numbered  a  full  score. 
And  every  year  increased  my  store. 


Year  after  year  my  stock  it  grew  ; 
And  from  this  one,  this  single  owe, 
FoU  fifty  comely  sheep  I  nused. 
As  fine  a  flock  as  ever  grazed ! 
Upon  the  Qnantock  hills  they  fed  ; 
They  throve,  and  we  at  home  did  thrivo  : 
—This  lusty  Lamb  of  all  my  store 

la  a&  that  is  alive  ; 

And  now  I  care  not  if  we  die^ 

And  perish  all  of  poverty. 


V. 

SxCliiIdren,Sir!  had  I  to  feed; 

Hud  Uxmr  in  a  time  of  need  1 

My  |tride  was  tamed,  and  in  our  giiof 

lof  the  Pferiah  asked  leUef. 

Tbey  aid,  I  was  a  wealthy  man ; 

My  dieep  upon  the  uplands  fed, 

^  it  iras  fit  that  thence  I  took 

^^^^ffwf  to  buy  us  bread. 

'Do  this :  how  can  we  give  to  you,' 

"^  cried,  *  what  to  the  poor  is  due  ? ' 


I  lold  a  sheep,  as  they  had  said, 

And  bought  my  little  children  bread, 

^  they  were  healthy  with  their  food ; 

f «  me— it  never  did  me  good. 

A  voefol  time  it  was  for  me, 

'<>aee  the  end  of  all  my  gains, 

"*  pretty  flock  which  I  had  reared 

''ith  all  my  care  and  pains, 

*  *  Ke  H  melt  like  snow  away — 

'*  oe  it  was  a  woeful  day. 


TTI. 

toother  still !  and  still  another  ! 

A  fittle  hunb,  and  tlien  its  mother  ! 

"  *a«  a  vein  ^lat  never  stopped — 

^b  blood-drops  from  my  heart  they  dropped. 


'Till  thirty  were  not  left  alive 
They  dwindled,  dwindled,  one  by  one  ; 
And  I  may  say,  that  many  a  time 
I  wished  they  all  were  gone — 
Reckless  of  what  might  come  at  last 
Were  but  the  bitter  struggle  past. 

vni. 
To  wicked  deeds  I  was  inclined. 
And  wicked  fancies  crossed  my  mind  ; 
And  every  man  I  chanced  to  see, 
I  thought  he  knew  some  ill  of  me  : 
No  peace,  no  comfort  could  I  find. 
No  ease,  within  doors  or  without ; 
And,  crazUy  and  wearily 
I  went  my  work  about ; 
And  oft  was  moved  to  flee  from  home, 
And  hide  my  head  where  wild  beasts  roam. 

IX. 

Sir  !  'twas  a  precious  flock  to  me. 

As  dear  as  my  own  children  be  ; 

For  daily  witli  my  growing  store 

I  loved  my  children  more  and  more. 

Alas  !  it  was  an  evil  time  ; 

God  cursed  me  in  my  sore  distress  ; 

I  prayed,  yet  every  day  I  thought 

I  loved  my  children  less  ; 

And  every  week,  and  every  day. 

My  flock  it  seemed  to  melt  awafr. 


They  dwindled.  Sir,  sad  sight  to  see  ! 
From  ten  to  five,  from  five  to  three, 
A  Iamb,  a  wether,  and  a  ewe  ; — 
And  then  at  last  from  three  to  two  ; 
And,  of  my  fifty,  yesterday 
I  liad  but  only  one  : 
And  here  it  lies  upon  my  arm, 
Alas  !  and  I  have  none  ; — 
To-day  I  fetched  it  from  tlie  ix>ck  ; 
It  is  the  last  of  all  my  flock.*' 
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XXIII. 

REPENTANCE. 

A  PASTORAL   BALLAD. 


The  fields  which  witli  covetous  spirit  we  sold, 

Those  beautiful  fields,  the  delight  of  the  day, 

Would  liave  brought  us  more  good  than  a  burtlica 

of  gold, 

C(3uld  we  but  have  been  as  contented  as  they. 

a  2 
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When  the  troableeome  Tempter  beaet  ua,  mid  I^ 
*  Let  him  oome,  with  his  pane  proudly  gnsped  in 

his  hand; 
But,  AlUm,  be  true  to  me,  Alkm, — well  die 
Before  he  shall  go  with  an  inch  of  the  land  I' 

There  dwelt  we,  as  happy  as  birds  in  their  bowers ; 
Unfettered  as  bees  that  in  gardens  abide  ; 
We  conlddo  whatwe  liked  with  the  land,it  was  ours; 
And  for  us  the  brook  murmured  that  ran  by  its  side. 

But  now  we  are  strangers,  go  early  or  late ; 
And  often,  like  one  overburthened  with  an. 
With  my  hand  on  the  latdi  of  the  half-opened  gate, 
I  look  at  the  fields,  but  I  cannot  go  in ! 

When  I  walk  by  the  hedge  on  a  bright  summer's 

day, 
Or  sit  in  the  shade  of  my  grandfather's  tree, 
A  stem  face  it  puts  on,  as  if  ready  to  say, 
'  What  ails  you,  that  you  must  come  creeping  to  me  I' 

With  our  pastures  about  U9,  we  could  not  be  sad  ; 
Our  comfort  was  near  if  we  erer  were  crost ; 
But  the  comfort,  the  blessings,  and  wealth  that  we 

had. 
We  sh'ghted  them  all, — and  our  birth-right  was  lost 

Oh,  ill-judging  sire  of  an  innocent  son 

Who  must  now  be  a  wanderer  I  but  peace  to  that 

strain  1 
Think  of  evening's  repose  when  our  labour  was  done. 
The  sabbath's  return  ;  and  its  leisure's  soft  chain ! 

And  in  sickness,  if  night  had  been  sparing  of  sleep. 
How  cheerful,  at  sunrise,  the  hill  where  I  stood. 
Looking  down  on  the  kine,  and  our  treasure  of  sheep 
That  besprinkled  the  field ;  'twas  like  youth  in  my 
blood! 

Now  I  cleave  to  the  house,  and  am  dull  as  a  snail ; 
And,  oftentimes,  hear  the  church-bell  witli  a  sigh. 
That  follows  the  thought — We've  no  land  in  the  vale, 
Save  six  feet  of  earth  where  our  forefathers  lie  ! 


XXIT. 

THE  AFFLICTION  OF  MARGARET 


I. 


Where  art  thou,  my  beloved  Son, 
Where  art  thou,  worse  to  me  than  dead  I 
Oh  find  me,  prosperous  or  undone  ! 
Or,  if  the  grave  be  now  thy  bed, 


Why  am  I  ignorant  of  the 

That  I  may  rest ;  and  neitlier  blame 

Nor  sorrow  may  attend  thy  name  f 


n. 


Seven  yeam^  alas !  to  have  reoeiTed 
No  tidings  of  an  only  diild ; 
To  have  despaired,  have  hoped,  believed. 
And  been  for  evermore  b^iniled ; 
Sometimes  with  thoughts  of  very  bfiss  1 
I  catch  at  them,  and  then  I  miBB  ; 
Was  ever  darkness  like  to  fliis  t 


in. 


He  was  among  the  prime  in  wwthy 
An  object  beauteous  to  behold ; 
Well  bom,  well  bred  ;  I  sent  him  forth 
Ingenuous,  innocent,  and  bold  : 
If  things  ensued  that  wanted  grace. 
As  hath  been  said,  they  were  not  base  ; 
And  never  blush  was  on  my  fisce. 


IV. 


Ah  !  little  doth  the  young-one  dream. 
When  full  of  play  and  childish  cares, 
What  power  is  in  his  wildest  scream, 
Heard  by  his  mother  unawares  ! 
He  knows  it  not,  he  cannot  guess : 
Years  to  a  mother  bring  distress  ; 
But  do  not  make  her  love  the  less. 


V. 


Neglect  me  !  no,  I  suffered  long 
From  that  ill  thought ;  and,  being  blind. 
Said, '  Pride  shall  help  me  in  my  wrong 
Kind  mother  have  I  been,  as  kind 
As  ever  breathed  :  *  and  that  is  true  ; 
I  've  wet  my  path  with  tears  like  dew. 
Weeping  for  him  when  no  one  knew. 


vr. 


My  Son,  if  thou  be  humbled,  poor. 
Hopeless  of  honour  and  of  gain. 
Oh  !  do  not  dread  thy  mother's  door  ; 
Think  not  of  me  with  grief  and  pain  : 
I  now  can  see  with  better  eyes  ; 
And  worldly  grandeur  I  despise. 
And  fortune  with  her  gifts  and  lies^ 


vn. 


Alas  !  the  fowls  of  heaven  have  wings, 
And  blasts  of  heaven  will  aid  their  flig^ 
They  mount — ^how  short  a  voyage  briiM 
The  wanderers  back  to  their  delight ! 


.1 
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(jhaina  tie  us  down  by  land  and  sea ; 
And  wiehes,  vain  as  mine,  may  be 
An  that  is  left  to  comfort  thee. 


Periiaps  some  dungeon  hears  thee  groany 
MMmed,  mangled  by  inhuman  men ; 
Or  tfaoQ  npon  a  desert  thrown 
Inheritest  the  lion's  den ; 
Or  hast  been  summoned  to  the  deep. 
Thou,  thon  and  all  thy  mates^  to  keep 
An  incommnnicable  sleep. 


IS. 


I  look  for  g^iostB ;  bat  none  will  force 
Their  way  to  me :  'tis  fidsely  said 
That  there  was  ever  intercourse 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
For,  sorely,  then  I  shoold  have  sight 
Of  him  I  wait  for  day  and  night, 
VTiih  lore  and  longings  infinite. 


My  apprehensions  come  in  crowds  ; 
I  dread  the  mstling  of  the  grass  ; 
The  very  shadows  of  the  donds 
Have  power  to  shake  me  as  they  pass : 
I  qnestioQ  things  and  do  not  find 
One  that  will  answer  to  my  mind  ; 
And  all  the  worid  appears  unkind. 

xr. 
Beyond  participation  lie 
Mjr  troubles,  and  beyond  relief : 
If  any  chance  to  heave  a  sigh, 
They  pity  me,  and  not  my  grief. 
Then  come  to  me,  my  Son,  or  send 
Some  tidings  that  my  woes  may  end  ; 
I  have  no  other  earthly  friend  ! 


1804. 


XXV. 

THE  COTTAGER  TO  HER  INFANT. 
BY  MY  vuermtL 

The  days  are  cold,  the  nights  are  long. 
The  north- wind  sngs  a  dolefiil  song ; 
Then  hush  again  upon  my  breast ; 
KH  merry  things  are  now  at  rest, 
Save  thee,  my  pretty  Love  ! 

The  kitten  sleeps  upon  the  hearth. 

The  crickets  long  have  ceased  their  mirth  ; 


There 's  nothing  stiixing  in  the  house 
Save  one  toee,  hungry,  nibbling  mouse, 
Then  why  so  busy  thou  I 

Nay  I  start  not  at  that  sparkling  li^t ; 
'Tis  but  the  moon  that  shines  so  bright 
On  the  window  pane  bedropped  with  rain  : 
Then,  little  Darling !  sleep  again. 
And  wiUce  when  it  is  day. 


1805. 


XXVI. 


MATERNAL  GRIEF. 


Departed  Child !  I  could  forget  thee  once 
Though  at  my  bosom  nursed  ;  this  woeful  gun 
Thy  dissolution  brings,  that  in  my  soul 
Is  present  and  perpetually  abides 
A  shadow,  never,  never  to  be  displaced 
By  the  returning  substance,  seen  or  touched, 
Seen  by  mine  eyes,  or  clasped  in  my  embrace. 
Absence  and  death  how  differ  they  I  and  how 
Shall  I  admit  that  nothing  can  restore 
What  one  short  sigh  so  easily  removed  t — 
Death,  Ufe,  and  sleep,  reality  and  thought, 
Assist  me,  God,  their  boundaries  to  know, 
O  teach  me  calm  submission  to  thy  Will  I 

The  Child  she  mourned  had  overstepped  the  pale 
Of  Infancy,  but  still  did  breathe  the  air 
That  sanctifies  its  confines,  and  partook 
Reflected  beams  of  that  celestial  light 
To  all  the  Little-ones  on  sinful  earth 
Not   unvouchsafed — a    light    that    warmed    and 

cheered 
Those  several  qualities  of  heart  and  mind 
Which,  in  her  own  blest  nature,  rooted  deep. 
Daily  before  the  Mother's  watchful  eye. 
And  not  hers  only,  their  peculiar  charms 
Unfolded, — ^beauty,  for  its  present  self, 
And  for  its  promises  to  future  years. 
With  not  unfrequent  rapture  fondly  hailed. 

Have  you  espied  upon  a  dewy  lawn 
A  pair  of  Leverets  each  provoking  each 
To  a  continuance  of  their  fearless  sport, 
Two  separate  Creatures  in  their  sevend  gifts 
Abounding,  but  so  fashioned  that,  in  all 
That  Nature  prompts  tiiem  to  display,  their  looks, 
Their  starts  of  motion  and  their  fits  of  rest, 
An  undistinguishable  style  appears 
And  character  of  gladness,  as  if  Spring 
Lodged  in  their  innocent  bosoms,  and  the  spirit 
Of  the  rejoicing  morning  were  their  own. 
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Such  muon,  in  the  lovely  Girl  maintained 
And  her  twin  Brother,  had  the  parent  seen. 
Ere,  pouncing  like  a  ravenous  hird  of  prey. 
Death  in  a  moment  parted  them,  and  left 
The  Mother,  in  her  turns  of  anguish,  worse 
Than  desolate  ;  for  oft-times  from  the  sound 
Of  the  survivor's  sweetest  voice  (dear  child, 
He  knew  it  not)  and  from  his  happiest  looks. 
Did  she  extract  the  food  of  self-reproach, 
As  one  that  lived  ungrateful  for  the  stay 
By  Heaven  afforded  to  uphold  her  maimed 
And  tottering  spirit    And  full  oft  the  Boy, 
Now  first  acquainted  with  distress  and  grief. 
Shrunk  from  his  Mother's  presence,  shimned  witli 

fear 
Her  sad  approach,  and  stole  away  to  find. 
In  his  known  haunts  of  joy  where'er  he  might, 
A  more  congenial  object    But,  as  time 
Softened  her  pangs  and  reconciled  the  child 
To  what  he  saw,  he  gradually  returned. 
Like  a  scared  Bird  encouraged  to  renew 
A  broken  intercourse  ;  and,  while  his  eyes 
Were  yet  with  pensive  fear  and  gentle  awe 
Turned  upon  her  who  bore  him,  she  would  stoop 
To  imprint  a  kiss  that  lacked  not  powor  to  spread 
Faint  colour  over  both  their  palUd  cheeks. 
And  stilled  his  tremulous  fip.  Thus  they  were  calmed 
And  cheered ;  and  now  together  breathe  fresh  air 
In  open  fields  ;  and  when  the  glare  of  day 
Is  gone,  and  twihght  to  the  Mother's  wish 
Befriends  the  observance,  readily  they  join 
In  walks  whose  boundary  is  the  lost  One's  grave. 
Which  he  with  flowers  hath  planted,  finding  there 
Amusement,  where  the  Mother  does  not  mii>s 
Dear  consolation,  kneeling  on  the  turf 
In  prayer,  yet  blending  with  that  solenm  rite 
Of  pious  faith  the  vanities  of  grief  ; 
For  such,  by  pitying  Angels  and  by  Spirits 
Transferred  to  re^ons  upon  wliich  the  clouds 
Of  our  weak  nature  rest  not,  must  be  deemed 
ThoBe  willing  tears,  and  unforbidden  sighs. 
And  all  those  tokens  of  a  cherished  sorrow. 
Which,  soothed  and  sweetened  by  the  grace  of 

Heaven 
As  now  it  is,  seems  to  her  own  fond  heart, 
Immortal  as  the  love  that  gave  it  being. 


XXVII. 

THE  SAILOR'S  MOTHER. 

Onb  morning  (raw  it  was  and  wet — 

A  foggy  day  in  winter  time) 

A  Woman  on  the  road  I  met, 

Not  old,  though  something  past  her  prime 


Majestic  in  ner  penon,  tall  and  straight 
And  like  a  Roman  matron's  was  her  mien  a 

The  ancient  spirit  is  not  dead  ; 
Old  times,  thought  I,  are  breathing  ther 
Proud  was  I  that  my  country  bred 
Such  strength,  a  dignity  so  iair : 
She  begged  an  alms,  like  one  in  poor  est 
I  looked  at  her  again,  nor  did  my  pride  alx 

When  from  these  lofty  thoughts  I  woke, 
«  What  is  it,"  said  I,  *«  that  you  bear. 
Beneath  the  covert  of  your  Cloak, 
Protected  from  this  cold  damp  air ! " 
She  answered,  soon  as  she  the  question  1 
'^  A  simple  burthen.  Sir,  a  Uttle  Singing-bii 

And,  tlius  continuing,  she  said, 
*^  I  had  a  Son,  who  many  a  day 
Suled  on  the  seas,  but  he  is  dead ; 
In  Denmark  he  was  cast  away  : 
And  I  have  travelled  weary  miles  to  see 
If  aught  which  he  had  owned  might  still 
for  me. 

The  bird  and  cage  they  both  were  hb  : 
'Twas  my  Son's  bird ;  and  neat  and  triu 
He  kept  it :  many  voyages 
The  singing-bird  had  gone  with  him  ; 
When  bst  he  sailed,  ho  left  the  bird  beh 
From  bodings,  as  might  be,  that  hung  upon  hi 

He  to  a  fellow-lodger's  cai'e 
Had  left  it,  to  be  watched  and  fed. 
And  pipe  its  song  in  safety  ; — there 
I  found  it  when  my  Son  Avas  dead  ; 
And  now,  God  help  mc  for  my  Uttle  wit 
I  bear  it  with  me.  Sir  ; — he  took  so  much 
in  it" 


XXVI II. 

THE  CHILDLESS  FATHER. 

**  Up,  Timotliy,  up  with  your  staff  and  atii| 
Not  a  soul  in  the  village  this  morning  willt 
The  hare  has  just  started  from  Hamilton's^ 
And  Skiddaw  is  glad  with  the  cry  of  the  hi 

— Of  coats  and  of  jackets  grey,  scarlet,  and 
On  the  slopes  of  the  pastures  all  colours  woi 
With  their  comely  blue  aprons,  and  caps  i 

snow, 
The  girls  on  the  hills  made  a  holiday  shoif^ 
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e^  tpngi  of  green  box-wood,  not  six  months 

boove^ 
led  the  fonend  basin  *  at  Timothy's  door ; 
»£a  throogfa  Timothy's  threshold  had  past ; 
( OulX  £d  it  bear,  and  that  Child  was  liis  Lurt. 

V  (Mt  up  the  dell  came  the  noise  and  tho  fray, 
;  hant  and  the  bom,  and  the  hark  !  hark  away ! 
1  Timothy  took  np  his  staff,  and  he  shut 
ith  a  ksson^y  motion  the  door  of  his  hut. 

fjaps  to  himself  at  that  moment  ho  said  ; 

\tt  k<7  I  mmt  take,  for  my  Ellen  is  dead.' 

a  of  this  in  my  ears  not  a  word  did  he  speak  ; 

ud  he  went  to  the  chase  with  a  tear  on  his  clicek. 

lyoo. 


XXIX. 

THE  EMIGRANT  MOTIIKU. 

v:  is  a  lonely  hamlet  I  sojourned 

» wHkh  a  Lady  driven  from  France  did  dwell ; 

V  li;  and  le«er  griefs  with  which  she  mourned, 
I  friendship  she  to  me  would  often  telL 

U  Udr,  dwelfin^  vjKm  British  ground, 
)V?e  die  was  childless,  daily  would  repair 
^tpoorndghboiiring  cottage  ;  as  I  foimd, 

V  ake  of  a  young  Child  whose  home  was  there. 

ace  aiing  teen  her  clasp  with  fond  embrace 
!a  Cbild,  I  chanted  to  myself  a  lay, 
^Tooringy  in  oar  English  tongue,  to  trace 
xi  thin;;-!  as  she  unto  the  Babe  might  say  : 
<<!  tasa,  from  what  I  heard  and  knew,  or  guessed, 
7  Moj  the  workings  of  Lcr  heart  expressed. 


'  Dear  Babe,  thou  daughter  of  another, 

C*Br  moi&ent  let  me  be  thy  mother  ! 

As  infaat's  face  and  looks  are  thine 

.UJ  Birc  a  niothcr*s  heart  is  mine ; 

Vij  own  dear  mother 's  far  away. 

At  bboor  in  the  harvest  field : 

TfiT  Ihtle  alter  is  at  play ; — 

Vba;  warmth,  what  comfort  would  it  yield 

•  e  ttT  poor  hcArt,  if  thou  wouldst  be 

iJte  bxle  hour  a  child  to  mo  1 


*  ^  vvwal  parte  of  tb*  North  of  England,  when  a 
*rj  tiks  pUet.  a  baain  full  of  tprigs  of  box-wood  i» 


■M  *i  tht  ioor  of  the  bouaa  from  which  the  coffin  ia 
^*  ^  ad  aaeli  pcnoa  who  attend*  the  funeral  ordl- 
r-7  tokaaa •prtf  of  thia  box-wood,  and  throw*  it  into 


n. 


Across  the  waters  I  am  come, 

And  I  have  left  a  babe  at  home : 

A  long,  long  way  of  land  and  sea  I 

Come  to  me — I  'm  no  enemy : 

I  am  the  same  who  at  thy  side 

Sate  yesterday,  and  made  a  nest 

For  tlice,  sweet  Baby  I — thou  hast  tried. 

Thou  know'st  the  pillow  of  my  breast ; 

Good,  good  art  thou : — alas !  to  mo 

Far  more  than  I  can  be  to  thee. 


zir. 


Here,  little  Darling,  dost  thou  lie ; 

An  infant  thou,  a  mother  I ! 

Mine  wilt  thou  be,  thou  hast  no  fears ; 

Mine  art  thou — spite  of  these  my  tears. 

Alas !  before  I  left  the  spot. 

My  baby  and  its  dwellhig-place ; 

The  nurse  said  to  me, '  Tears  should  not 

Be  shed  upon  an  infant's  face. 

It  was  unlucky  '—no,  no,  no ; 

No  truth  is  in  them  who  say  so  I 


IV. 


My  own  dear  Little-one  will  sigh. 
Sweet  Babe !  and  they  will  let  him  die. 
*  He  pines,'  they  '11  say,  *  it  is  his  doom. 
And  you  may  see  his  hour  is  come.' 
Oh !  had  he  but  thy  cheerful  smiles. 
Limbs  stout  as  thine,  and  lips  as  gay. 
Thy  looks,  thy  cunning,  and  tliy  wiles. 
And  countenance  like  a  summer's  day. 
They  would  have  hopes  of  liim ; — and  then 
I  should  behold  his  face  agiun ! 


'Tis  gone — ^like  dreams  that  we  forget ; 

There  was  a  smile  or  two — yet — yet 

I  can  remember  them,  I  see 

The  smiles,  worth  all  the  world  to  me. 

Dear  Baby !  I  must  lay  tliee  down ; 

Thou  troublest  me  D^ith  strange  alarms ; 

Smiles  liast  thou,  bright  ones  of  thy  own ; 

I  cannot  keep  thee  in  my  arms ; 

For  they  confound  me ; — ^^'here — where  is 

That  last,  tluit  sweetest  smile  of  Ins ! 


VI. 

Oh  !  how  I  love  thee ! — we  will  stay 
Together  here  this  one  half  day. 
My  sister's  cliild,  who  bears  my  name, 
From  France  to  sheltering  England  came ; 
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She  with  her  mother  crossed  the  sea ; 
The  babe  and  mother  near  me  dwell : 
Yet  does  my  yearning  heart  to  thee 
Turn  rather,  though  I  love  her  well : 
Rest,  little  Stranger,  rest  thee  here  1 
Never  was  any  child  more  dear ! 

YII. 

— ^I  cannot  help  it ;  ill  intent 
I  've  none,  my  pretty  Innocent ! 
I  weep— I  know  they  do  thee  wrong, 
These  tears — and  my  poor  idle  tongue. 
Oh,  what  a  kiss  was  that !  my  cheek 
How  cold  it  is !  but  thou  art  good ; 
Thine  eyes  are  on  me — ^thoy  would  speak, 
I  think,  to  help  me  if  they  could. 
Blessings  upon  that  soft,  warm  face. 
My  heart  again  is  in  its  place ! 

VHI. 

While  thou  art  mine,  my  little  Love, 

This  cannot  be  a  sorrowful  grove ; 

Contentment,  hope,  and  motlier*s  glee, 

I  seem  to  find  them  all  in  thee : 

Here 's  grass  to  play  with,  here  are  flowers ; 

I  '11  coll  tliee  by  my  darling's  name ; 

Tliou  hast,  I  think,  a  look  of  ours. 

Thy  features  seem  to  me  the  same ; 

Ilis  Utile  sister  thou  slmlt  be  ; 

Ami,  when  ouce  more  my  homo  I  sec, 

I  '11  tell  him  many  tiilcs  of  Thee." 

ISO! 


XXX. 

VAUDRACOUR  AND  JULIA. 

Tlie  followinp:  tnle  wns  written  a««  nn  Ep'sodi*,  in  a  work 
from  which  its  length  may  perhaps  exclude  it.  The 
facts  are  true ;  no  invention  an  to  these  has  been 
cxerci!>cd,  as  none  was  needed . 

O  HAPPY  time  of  youthful  level's  (thus 

My  story  may  begin)  O  balmy  time, 

In  which  a  love-knot  on  a  lady's  brow 

Is  fairer  than  the  fairest  star  in  heaven  ! 

To  such  inheritance  of  blessed  fancy 

(Fancy  that  sports  more  desperately  \*ith  minds 

Than  ever  fortune  hath  been  known  to  do) 

The  high-born  Vaudracour  was  brought,  by  years 

Whose  progress  had  a  little  overstepped 

His  stripling  prime.     A  town  of  small  repute. 

Among  the  vine-clad  mountains  of  Auvergnc, 

Was  the  Youtli's  birth-place.     Tlicre  he  wooed  a 

Maid 
Who  heard  the  heart-felt  music  of  his  suit 


With  answering  vows.    Plebeian  was  the  stock. 

Plebeian,  though  ingenuous,  the  stock. 

From  which  her  graces  and  her  honours  qinmg : 

And  hence  the  father  of  the  enamoured  Yoath, 

With  haughty  indignation,  spumed  the  thought 

Of  such  alliance. — From  their  cradles  up. 

With  but  a  step  between  their  several  homesy 

Twins  had  they  been  in  pleasure ;  after  strife 

And  petty  quarrels,  had  grown  fond  agsm ; 

Each  other's  advocate,  each  other's  stay ; 

And,  in  their  happiest  moments,  not  contend 

If  more  divided  than  a  sportive  pair 

Of  sea-fowl,  conscious  both  that  they  are  hovcriqj 

Within  the  eddy  of  a  common  blast. 

Or  hidden  only  by  the  concave  depth 

Of  neighbouring  billows  from  each  otber^  si^it 

Thus,  not  without  concurrence  of  an  age 
Unknown  to  memory,  was  an  earnest  given 
By  ready  nature  for  a  hfe  of  love. 
For  endless  constancy,  and  placid  truth  ; 
But  whatsoe'er  of  such  rare  treasure  lay 
Reserved,  liad  fate  permitted,  for  support 
Of  their  maturer  years,  his  present  mind 
Was  under  fascination ; — ^he  beheld 
A  vision,  and  adored  the  thing  he  saw. 
Arabian  fiction  never  filled  the  world 
With  half  the  wonders  that  were  wrought  for  fainL 
Earth  breathed  in  one  great  presence  of  the  spring; 
Life  turned  the  meanest  of  her  implements, 
Befoi^e  his  eyes,  to  price  above  all  gold  ; 
Tlio  house  she  dwelt  in  was  a  sainted  shrine  ; 
Her  chamber- v.inilow  did  surpass  in  glory 
The  portals  of  the  dawn ;  all  paradise 
Could,  I'y  the  simple  opening  of  a  door. 
Let  itself  in  upon  hira : — pathways,  walks, 
Swarmed  with  enchantment,  till  his  spirit  sank, 
Surcharged,  within  him,  overblest  to  move 
Beneath  a  sun  that  wakes  a  wearv  world 
To  its  dull  roimd  of  ordinary  cares ; 
A  man  too  happy  for  mortality ! 

So  passed  tlie  time,  till  whether  through  effect 
Of  some  unguarded  moment  tliat  dissolved 
Virtuous  restraint — ah,  s|)cak  it,  think  it,  not ! 
Deem  rather  that  tlio  fervent  Youtli,  who  saw 
So  many  bars  between  his  present  state 
And  tlie  dear  haven  where  he  wished  to  be 
In  honourable  wedlock  with  his  Love, 
Was  in  his  judgment  tempted  to  decline 
To  perilous  weakness,  and  entrust  his  cause 
To  natui*e  for  a  happy  end  of  all ; 
Deem  that  by  such  fond  hope  the  Youth  was  swayed, 
And  bear  ^-ith  their  transgression,  when  I  add 
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([  jet  t)w  nune  of  wiTe, 
TCvatrcKtE'^ 
ba. 

To  nmcca] 
t,  ibc  porrnu  of  iho  MniJ 
f  bcT  mhj  hji  night, 
IM  is  aaau!  dkUuit  epot 
d  in  priTBcj', 
ll  A>  fcab  HEM  bora.    When  mumiug  cuoc^ 
I  Ua«,  Ibo*  UtaA,  Mong  *iih  hia  Im, 
I  d  HIM  ■!  lilii  vidlbar  l>e  ilioalil  luni, 
MBBavJUkcaMiD  thetdila;  but  tooD 
HMdac  tnna  of  tin  (iigitives. 
ikMfBk  Ukived  to  UK  Mud's  retreat. 
i^^tj  (b*  v>iBe]  be  diTiaol — 
Ik*  t>  aoi  frn— wsluhinei  ■(  crer;  hour  ; 
a  lb  Ut  Cafti^r,  who,  whene'er  ibe  may. 
It  w  Ibc  fwsUow 
N  vitUin  Tcadi, 
■I  neat,  did  tbm  c^pjr 


rr  tiiiaiij  «b>>de  of  night. 

a  (tf  tlie  pat[ ; — such  (liemc 
■,  umdiEd 

n  iVitl  ef  mine 

k  iM  af  Jrttt  nd  lier  Itfimeo, 
irfte  hti'*  nete  hewn)  beToro  its  time, 
lltf  A*  MimIi  that  laccil  the  severing  doads 

ItMHIti^dltiMi  Uw  bD>r  viniiS 
^Wf  ■•  a««ni  iabmb  ef  mt, 
■Ivrti  paMahtlii  Ibe  gUaxf  dicplnj'ed 
plnv^t  Kka  BiTaleriow  p*Jh>  beat 
Uub! 
Mmied  Inmg 


»  TuiIrBcoitr 
Ij  IW  BstiTV  llireatiolil,  brut 
m  lumn  bad  agnvj) 


I*  lad  nlitn?  pUoK, 

rf  kmitiful  M  bmvon, 
h«,  nilb  an  "TUi  t<i  behold 


Pcrdstcd  openly  tlutt  death  iJono 
Shautd  abrogate  bis  hamun  privilege 
Divine,  of  Bwe&ring  evciiiiating  truth. 
Upon  thu  altar,  to  the  Moid  hu  lavod. 

"You  sliall  bo  baffled  in  jour  mad  mtcnt 
If  there  be  juatice  in  the  court  of  France," 
Muttered  tlie  Father. — From  tlicae  words  tlie  Youth 
Couctired  a  terror  ;  Bod,  by  night  or  day. 
Stirred  notchere  vithout  weapoiu,  that  full  Boon 
Found  dreadful  proTOcatioa '.  for  M  night 
When  to  hia  chamber  be  retired,  attempt 
Was  made  to  aeize  him  by  three  BmiEd  men. 
Acting,  in  furlheraoce  of  tlie  father's  will, 
L'odia'  s  private  et^ot  uf  the  State. 
One  the  raab  Youlb'a  imgovemahlc  band 
Slew,  and  aa  ijulcUy  to  a  secand  gave 
A  pcrilons  noiind— he  shuddered  to  behold 
The  brentlilfsB  corse  ;  tljcn  peacefully  rcagned 
Uia  perwm  to  the  law,  was  lod^d  id  prUon, 
And  n'oro  the  fetters  of  a  criminal. 

Hare  you  observed  a  toft  of  wingfd  sefd 
Tliat,  from  tlie  dondetioL*!  naked  atalL, 
Mounted  aloft,  is  suflcrcd  not  to  use 
Its  natural  gifts  for  ptirpoaca  of  rest. 
Driven  by  the  autumnal  wLuriwind  to  and  fi-a 
Through  the  wido  element  t  or  have  you  marked 
The  heavier  mibstanec  of  a  l»(-ehtd  bough. 
Within  the  vortex  of  a  (auning  flood. 
Tormented  I  by  tuch  aid  you  may  eoucrivo 
Tlie  pertarbation  tluit  cnmcd  j— ah,  no  1 
DcBpmiie  the  iliitd— Uio   Youth  ia  stuncd  with 

blood; 
Utunatciiablo  on  cuih  is  their  disquiet  1 
Yet  BB  tlie  troubled  seed  and  tortuned  boagb 
la  Man,  eabjcoted  to  despotic  BWnj. 

For  him,  by  private  influence  with  the  Court, 
Was  pardon  gained,  and  liberty  procured ; 
Dut  uut  vlthoul  eiaclion  of  a  pledge, 
Whieh  liberty  and  love  £sperscd  in  air. 
Ho  Sen  to  her  from  whom  they  woold  divide  him — 
He  clove  to  hor  who  could  not  give  bim  peace — 
Yea,  his  first  word  of  greeting  was, — "All  right 
Id  gone  from  nte ;  my  Utely-towcriug  ho[>i!a, 
To  the  least  fibre  6f  their  lowoat  root. 
Are  nritheiT'd;  iliou  Do  longer  canst  be  udne, 
I  thine — the  conacicncc.strli.'l;cu  must  nul  vioo 
The  tmniffled  Innocent. — 1  sec  lliy  face, 
Behold  tlice,  and  my  misery  is  eomplclc ! " 
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Then  with  the  father's  name  she  coupled  words 
Of  vehement  indignation ;  but  the  Youth 
Checked  her  with  filial  meekness ;  for  no  thought 
Uncharitable  crossed  his  mind,  no  sense 
Of  hasty  anger  rising  in  the  eclipse 
Of  true  domestic  loyalty,  did  e'er 
Find  placo  witliin  his  bosom. — Once  again 
Tlie  persevering  wedge  of  tjTanny 
Achieved  tlieii*  separation :  and  once  more 
Were  they  united, — to  be  yet  again 
Disparted,  pitiable  lot !    But  here 
A  portion  of  the  talc  may  well  be  left 
In  silence,  though  my  memory  could  add 
Much  how  the  Youtli,  in  scanty  space  of  time. 
Was  traversed  from  without ;  much,  too,  of  tlioughts 
That  occupied  hb  days  in  solitude 
Under  privation  and  restraint;  and  wha^ 
Tlirough  dai'k  and  shapeless  fear  of  things  to  come. 
And  what,  through  strong  compunction  for  the  past, 
He  suffered — breaking  down  in  heart  and  mind ! 

Doomed  to  a  third  and  last  captivity, 
His  freedom  ho  recovered  on  the  eve 
Of  Julia's  travail.     When  the  babe  was  bom. 
Its  presence  tempted  him  to  cherish  schemes 
Of  future  happiness.     "You  shall  return, 
Julia,"  said  he,  "and  to  your  father's  house 
Go  with  the  child. — You  have  been  wretched ;  yet  i 
The  silver  shower,  whose  reckless  burthen  wciglis 
Too  heavily  upon  the  lily's  head. 
Oft  leaves  a  saving  moisture  at  its  root. 
Malice,  beholding  you,  will  melt  away. 
Go ! — 'tis  a  iovm  where  both  of  us  were  bom ; 
None  will  reproach  you,  for  our  truth  is  known ; 
And  if,  amid  those  once-bright  bowers,  our  fate 
Remain  unpitied,  pity  is  not  in  man. 
Witli  ornaments — tlie  prettiest,  nature  j-ields 
Or  art  can  fasliion,  shall  you  deck  our  boy, 
And  feed  his  countenance  with  your  own  sweet  looks 
Till  no  one  can  resist  him. — Now,  even  now, 
I  see  him  sporting  on  the  sunny  lawn  ; 
My  father  from  the  window  sees  lum  too ; 
Startled,  as  if  some  new-created  tiling 
Enriched  the  earth,  or  Faery  of  the  woods 
Bounded  before  him ; — but  tho  unweeting  Cliild 
Shall  by  his  beauty  win  his  grandsire's  heart 
So  that  it  shall  be  softened,  and  our  loves 
End  happily,  as  they  began  ! " 

Tliese  gleams 
Appeared  but  seldom  ;  oftener  was  he  seen 
Propping  a  pale  and  melancholy  face 
Upon  the  Mother's  bosom  ;  resting  thus 
His  head  upon  one  breast,  while  from  the  other 
The  Babe  was  drawing  in  its  quiet  food. 


— That  piUow  is  no  longer  to  be  thine, 

Fond  Youth !  that  mournful  solace  now  must  paa 

Into  the  list  of  things  timt  cannot  bo  ! 

Unwedded  Julia,  tezror-smitten,  hears 

The  sentence,  by  her  mother's  lip  pronounced. 

That  dooms  her  to  a  convent — Who  shall  tell, 

Who  dares  report,  the  tidings  to  the  lord 

Of  her  affections  t  so  they  blindly  asked 

Who  knew  not  to  what  quiet  depths  a  weight 

Of  agony  had  pressed  the  Sufferer  down  : 

The  woi'd,  by  others  dreaded,  he  can  hear 

Composed  and  silent,  without  visible  sign 

Of  even  the  least  emotion.    Noting  tliis. 

When  the  impatient  object  of  his  love 

Upbnuded  him  with  slackness,  he  returned 

No  answer,  only  took  the  mother's  hand 

And  kissed  it ;  seemingly  devoid  of  pain. 

Or  care,  that  wliat  so  tenderly  he  pressed. 

Was  a  dependant  on  the  obdurate  heart 

Of  one  who  came  to  disunite  their  lives 

For  ever — sad  alternative  I  preferred. 

By  the  unbending  Parents  of  the  Maid, 

To  secret  'spousals  meanly  disavowed. 

— So  be  it ! 

In  the  city  he  remained 
A  season  after  Julia  had  withdrawn 
To  those  I'cligious  walls.    He,  too,  departs — 
Wlio  witli  him  I — even  the  senseless  Little^ne. 
With  that  sole  charge  he  passed  the  city-gatea^ 
For  tlie  lost  time,  attendant  by  the  side 
Of  a  close  chair,  a  litter,  or  sedan. 
In  which  tlie  Babe  was  carried.     To  a  hill, 
Tliat  rose  a  brief  league  distant  from  tlio  town, 
Tlie  dwellers  in  that  house  where  he  liad  lodged 
Accompanied  his  steps,  by  anxious  love 
Impelled ; — tliey  parted  from  him  there,  and  stooi 
Watchuig  below  till  he  liad  disappeared 
On  tlie  hill  top.     His  eyes  he  scarcely  took, 
Tlirougliout  that  journey,  from  tlie  veliiclo 
(Slow-moving  ark  of  all  his  hopes !)  that  veiled 
The  tender  infant :  and  at  every  inn. 
And  under  every  hospitable  ti'ee 
At  which  the  beai'crs  halted  or  reposed, 
L^d  him  with  timid  care  upon  his  knees. 
And  looked,  as  mothers  ne'er  were  known  to  loo 
Upon  the  nursling  which  his  arms  embraced. 

This  was  the  manner  in  wliich  Vaudracour 
Departed  witli  his  infant ;  and  thus  reached 
His  father's  house,  whei*c  to  the  innocent  child 
Admittance  was  denied.    Tlio  young  man  Fpabe 
No  word  of  indignation  or  reproof. 
But  of  his  fatlier  begged,  a  last  request, 
Tliat  a  retreat  might  be  assigned  to  him 


THE  IDIOT  BOY. 


«■  to  ttrgam  ^l^ct  ha  mighl  dwcD, 

>  iMiiBiiiM  u  liiii  WMila  required  ; 

>  b  hwl  mme.    To  a  lodge  llut  itood 
fatot,  «il!i  kmve  glTra,  b(  the  agn 

I  ttfiAur  taek  villi  faiiu  hia  tnolbcrlcia  Baba, 
I  tai  t^amlie  ttr  Ifarir  eamnioD  iichL<, 

It  coDBoled  him  hent 
ma4  Bpon  llv  u^hao.  Bod  perfomi 
child. 


iIiIIm  at  Uw  Father,  difd.— 
Il  I  Uhr«  M  ill  iM  rcoGia 
rint  ar  of  fiaa,  1  kiKnr  iiui  m  hti:li ; 
■  tb*  UwH  whseaiuaol  lliG  wuc,  iiol : 


Mr  *  MDfBdimirw  of  llwir  grieb, 
I  ^  h^BMi^  «o«in){  wiihia  rvarli 
Inwsi,  M  tlw  forfM  lodpi 
hK  ■olj'  femil  Ilia  Dutron  tliere, 
I  •*!  Ida  tbti  hi*  pain*  w*r«  lluvwo  away, 
hv  Mairif  mmr  nttertd  wurtl 

hcr^-Brbold  ! 

appraacLn! ; 

C~aaf  wmm  ^ao  Bear,  as  od  uib  lauh 
^■ricB-^ta  hia  hand  wa*  laid,  lu  BliniuLi — 


Thn>  Bnd  tlie  VtmUi 


tha  ti|^L  af  (oiniDoD  daj'  [ 
of  Prccdon,  wlikli  Ikraugb 


,  poblie  hope, 
F  of  hia  own  deep  wToDt;!!, 
rite:  kMkilhoHaoUlU7ibada 
■•  fa  VMla^  u>  fanbeeile  bud  J  ! 


TOE  IDIOT  i»or. 

Is  «'iWi,    ■  clear  Uandl  aJght, 
»  m4n;  Ik  riw  mnmligbt  air. 


— Why  bustle  thus  about  jour  door. 
What  mnaia  this  bustle,  Ikliy  Foy  1 
Why  are  you  in  thia  nugbcj  fret  I 
And  why  on  honebiuk  have  you  sot 
Him  nhom  yoD  lore,  ytiur  IiUat  Day  I 

Scanely  a  aoul  is  out  of  bod  ; 
Good  Botly,  put  him  domi  agolo ; 
Hi«  Upa  wUh  joy  they  burr  at  yon ; 
But,  Dctly  1  what  ha>  lie  to  do 
Witli  itimip,  Eaitdle,  or  with  ruul 

Bui  Betty  'a  beat  dd  her  mlcnt ; 
For  ber  guod  iieighboiLr,  Susan  GoJ^ 
Old  Suaui,  Ehc  who  dwcDa  dnne, 
la  lickf  and  mokca  a  piteous  lUoiul, 
As  if  her  very  bfo  would  foil 

There  *■  not  a  houic  Hitliiu  a  utile. 
No  liauil  to  hi'Ip  ihciu  in  didtress ; 
Old  Susau  lica  a-bcd  lu  pain. 
And  wtely  puixled  are  iho  tnain, 
Fur  nhat  ilio  aJU  tliey  rauuot  ^cts. 

Auil  Betty'*  hnabuul  S  at  tlio  «-oad, 
Where  by  Iho  wock  ho  doth  abide, 
A  wooiliDiui  in  tlio  distant  vale ; 
There  'a  none  to  help  poor  Suwii  Gale  ; 
What  minit  he  douu  I  what  will  bctido  I 

And  Belly  from  the  laao  luu  feldicd 
Bor  Pony,  thai  ia  mild  and  guod ; 
Whelber  be  be  in  joy  or  pabi. 
Feeding  at  will  alonjj  tlio  ianc. 
Or  liringiii{j  fag^its  Iioui  Uiu  vuod. 

And  lio  ii  nit  iu  traytJling  trim,— 
And,  by  llio  moonlight.  Belly  toy 
Hu  on  the  wcIl-girl  mddle  mt 
(Tbo  like  wai  never  heard  of  yet) 
Him  whom  she  laves,  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  be  must  peat  without  dvhiy 
Acroea  the  Uriilgo  and  through  the  dale. 
And  by  tlie  church,  and  o'er  iho  dowii, 
To  brint;  a  Doctor  from  die  town, 
Or  alio  will  die,  old  Satan  GAe. 

Them  it  no  need  of  boot  or  njiur. 
There  ia  no  need  of  whip  or  Band  ; 
For  Johnny  boa  his  bolly-Uiugh, 
And  with  a  /i  nrljf-Aurljf  DOtr 
He  shakH  the  green  bough  tn  iiit  huid. 
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And  Betty  o'er  and  o*er  has  told 
The  Boy,  who  is  her  best  delight, 
Both  what  to  follow,  what  to  shun. 
What  do,  and  what  to  leave  undone^ 
How  tarn  to  left,  and  how  to  right. 

And  Betty's  most  especial  charge^ 
Was,  ^  Johnny  1  Johnny  1  mind  that  yoa 
Come  home  again,  nor  stop  at  all, — 
Come  home  agalnj  whate'er  befiEd, 
My  Johnny,  do,  I  pray  you  do." 

To  this  did  Johnny  answer  make, 
Both  with  his  head  and  with  his  hand, 
And  proudly  shook  the  bridle  too ; 
And  then !  his  words  were  not  a  few. 
Which  Betty  well  could  understand. 

And  now  that  Johnny  is  just  going. 
Though  Betty 's  in  a  mighty  flurry. 
She  gently  pats  the  Pony's  side. 
On  which  her  Idiot  Boy  must  ride. 
And  seems  no  longer  in  a  hurry. 

But  when  the  Pony  moved  his  legs, 
Oh !  then  for  the  poor  Idiot  Boy  I 
For  joy  he  cannot  hold  tlie  bridle. 
For  joy  his  head  and  heels  are  idle. 
He  's  idle  all  for  verj'  joy. 

And  while  tlie  Pony  moves  liis  legs. 
In  Johnny's  left  hand  you  may  see 
The  green  bough  motionless  and  dead : 
Tlie  Moon  that  shines  above  his  head 
Is  not  more  still  and  mute  than  he. 

His  heart  it  was  so  full  of  glee, 
That  till  full  fifty  yards  were  gone. 
He  quite  forgot  his  holly  whip, 
And  all  his  skill  in  horsemanship : 
Oh  !  happy,  happy,  liappy  John« 

And  while  the  Motlier,  at  the  door. 
Stands  fixed,  her  face  with  joy  o'crflows. 
Proud  of  herself,  and  proud  of  him. 
She  sees  him  in  his  travelling  trim. 
How  quietly  her  Jolmny  goes. 

The  silence  of  her  Idiot  Boy, 
What  hopes  it  sends  to  Betty 's  heart ! 
He  's  at  the  guide-post — he  turns  right ; 
She  watches  till  he  's  out  of  sight. 
And  Betty  will  not  then  depart 


Burr,  burr — now  Johnny's  lips  they  bmr. 
As  loud  as  any  mill,  or  near  it ; 
Meek  as  a  lamb  the  Pony  moves, 
And  Johnny  makes  the  notee  he  lofes^ 
And  Betty  listens,  glad  to  hear  it 


Away  she  hies  to  Susan  Grale : 
Her  Messenger  's  in  mezry  time'; 
The  owlets  hoot,  the  owlets  enrr. 
And  Johnny's  lips  they  bur,  borr. 
As  on  he  goes  beneath  the  moon. 


His  steed  and  he  right  well  agree ; 
For  of  this  Pony  there 's  a  rumonry 
That,  should  he  lose  his  eyes  and 
And  should  he  live  a  thousand  years, 
He  never  will  be  out  of  humour. 

But  then  he  is  a  horse  that  thinks ! 
And  when  he  tlunks,  his  pace  is  slack  ; 
Now,  though  he  knows  poor  Johnny  wdSy 
Yet,  for  his  life,  he  cannot  tell 
What  he  has  got  upon  his  back. 

So  through  the  moonlight  lanes  they  go^ 
And  far  into  the  moonhght  dale, 
And  by  the  church,  and  o'er  the  down. 
To  bring  a  Doctor  from  the  town. 
To  comfort  poor  old  Susan  Gale. 

Ami  Betty,  now  at  Susan^s  side. 
Is  in  the  middle  of  her  story. 
What  speedy  help  her  Boy  will  bring. 
With  miuiy  a  most  diverting  thing, 
Of  Johnny's  wit,  and  Johnny's  glorA*. 

And  Betty,  still  at  Susan's  side. 
By  this  time  is  not  quite  so  flurried : 
Demure  with  porringer  and  plate 
She  sits,  as  if  in  Susan's  fate 
Her  life  and  soul  were  buried. 

But  Betty,  poor  good  woman !  she, 
You  plaiuly  in  her  face  may  read  it. 
Could  lend  out  of  tliat  moment's  store 
Five  years  of  happiness  or  more 
To  any  that  might  need  it. 

But  yet  I  guess  that  now  and  then 
With  Betty  all  was  not  so  well ; 
And  to  the  road  she  turns  her  cars. 
And  thence  full  many  a  sound  she  hears, 
Wluch  slie  to  Stisan  will  not  telL 


Poor  Susan  mouMy  poor  Susan  groans; 
"As  sore  as  tiisre  's  a  moon  in  heayen/' 
Gies  Bett^y  <<  be  ni  be  back  again ; 
13m7  H  bodi  be  here— 'tis  almost  tenr— 
Both  vin  be  here  before  eleTon." 

Poor  Susan  moans^  poor  Susan  groans ; 
Hie  doek  giTea  warning  for  eleven ; 
Tb  on  the  stroke— ^  He  must  be  near/' 
Qndlh  BettjTy  **and  will  soon  be  here. 
As nre  as  Uttan^B  a  moon  in  heaven." 

T1»  dock  is  oo  the  stroke  of  twelve. 

And  Johmiy  is  not  yet  in  sight : 

— Tbe  Moon's  in  heaven,  as  Betty  sees, 

But  Bett]r  is  not  qnite  at  ease ; 

And  Sunn  haa  a  dreadfiil  night 

And  Betty,  half  an  hour  ago» 
On  Jofamy  vile  reflections  cast : 
'Afitde  idle  sauntering  Thing !" 
With  other  names,  an  endless  string ; 
But  DOW  that  time  is  gone  and  past 

And  Betty's  droo|nng  at  the  heart, 
Hut  hippy  time  all  past  and  gone, 
'How  can  it  be  he  is  so  late ! 
Ae  Doctor,  he  haa  made  him  wiut ; 
Sou !  they  11  both  be  here  anon.*' 

And  Soaui  's  growing  worse  and  worse, 
And  Betty 's  in  a  sad  quandary; 
And  then  there's  nobody  to  say 
If  die  nmst  go,  or  she  must  stay ! 
—She's  in  a  sad  quandary. 

The  doek  is  on  the  stroke  of  one ; 
Bat  Deitber  Doctor  nor  his  Guide 
Appeus  along  the  moonlight  road ; 
Chen's  neither  horw  nor  man  abroad, 
And  Betty's  still  at  Susan's  side. 

And  Sosan  now  begins  to  fear 

Of  ad  mischances  not  a  few, 

Thit  Johnny  may  perhaps  be  drowned ; 

Or  lost,  perhaps,  and  never  found ; 

"kH  they  must  both  for  ever  rue. 

^  pre£M:ed  half  a  hint  of  this 
^'ith,«God  forbid  it  should  be  true  !" 
At  the  fint  word  that  Susan  said 
Cried  Betty,  rising  from  the  bed, 
**  Soan,  I  'd  ^adly  stay  with  you. 


I  must  be  gone,  I  must  away : 
Consider,  Johnny 's  but  half-wise ; 
Susan,  we  must  take  care  of  him. 
If  he  is  hurt  in  life  or  limb" — 
«0h  God  forbid!"  poor  Susan  cries. 

^  What  can  I  do  !"  says  Betty,  going, 
<<  What  can  I  do  to  ease  your  pain ! 
Good  Susan  tell  me,  and  I  *11  stay  ; 
I  fear  you  're  in  a  dreadful  way. 
But  I  shall  soon  be  back  again." 

**  N&y,  Betty,  go  !  good  Betty,  go  ! 
There's  nothing  that  can  ease  my  pain." 
Then  off  she  hies ;  but  with  a  prayer 
That  God  poor  Susan's  life  would  spare. 
Till  she  comes  back  again. 

So,  through  the  moonlight  lane  she  goes. 
And  far  into  the  moonlight  dale ; 
And  how  she  ran,  and  how  she  walked, 
And  an  that  to  herself  she  talked, 
Would  surely  be  a  tedious  tale. 

In  high  and  low,  above,  below. 
In  great  and  small,  in  round  and  square. 
In  tree  and  tower  was  Johnny  seen. 
In  bush  and  brake,  in  black  and  green ; 
'Twas  Johnny,  Johnny,  every  where. 

And  while  she  crossed  the  bridge,  there  came 
A  thought  with  which  her  heart  is  soi'e — 
Johnny  perhaps  his  horse  forsook, 
To  hunt  the  moon  within  the  brook. 
And  never  will  be  heard  of  more. 

Now  is  she  high  upon  the  down. 
Alone  amid  a  prospect  wide ; 
There 's  neither  Johnny  nor  his  Horse 
Among  the  fern  or  in  the  gorse ; 
There's  neither  Doctor  nor  his  Guide. 

<<  Oh  saints  I  what  is  become  of  him  I 
Perhaps  he  's  climbed  into  an  oak. 
Where  he  will  stay  till  he  is  dead ;  . 
Or,  sadly  he  has  been  misled, 
And  joined  the  wandering  gipsy-folk. 

Or  him  that  wicked  Pony 's  carried 
To  the  dark  cave,  the  goblin's  hall ; 
Or  in  the  castle  he's  purbuing 
Among  tlie  ghosts  his  own  undoing ; 
Or  playing  ^^-ith  the  waterfall." 
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At  poor  old  Soflui  then  die  nfled, 
WhUe  to  the  town  die  posts  away  ; 
« If  Susan  bad  not  been  80  lily 
Alas !  I  should  hare  had  him  stilly 
My  Johnny,  till  my  dying  day.** 

Poor  Betty,  in  this  sad  distemper. 
The  Doctor's  self  could  hardly  spare : 
Unworthy  things  die  talked,  and  wild ; 
Eren  he,  of  cattle  the  most  mild. 
The  Pony  had  his  share. 

But  now  she 's  fairly  in  the  town. 
And  to  the  Doctor*s  door  she  hies; 
'Tis  sflence  all  on  erery  side ; 
The  town  so  long,  the  town  so  wide. 
Is  silent  as  the  skies. 

And  now  she  *s  at  the  Doctor's  door. 
She  lifts  the  knocker,  rap,  rap,  rap ; 
The  Doctor  at  the  casement  shows 
His  glimmering  eyes  that  peep  and  doze ! 
And  one  hand  rubs  his  old  night-cap. 

•*  Oh  Doctor !  Doctor !  where 's  my  Johnny !" 
"  I  'm  here,  what  is 't  you  want  with  me !" 
«  Oh  Sir !  yon  know  I  'm  Betty  Foy, 
And  I  have  lost  my  poor  dear  Boy, 
You  know  him — him  you  often  see ; 

He 's  not  so  wise  as  some  folks  be  :" 
"  The  devil  take  his  wisdom !"  said 
The  Doctor,  looking  somewhat  grim, 
"  Wliat,  Woman !   should  I  know  of  him  ? " 
And,  grumbling,  he  went  back  to  bed ! 

"  O  woo  is  mo !  O  woe  is  me  I 
Here  will  I  die ;  here  wUl  I  die ; 
I  thought  to  find  my  lost  one  here. 
But  he  is  neither  far  nor  near, 
Oh  I  what  a  wretched  Mother  I !" 

She  stops,  she  stands,  she  looks  about; 

Which  way  to  turn  she  cannot  tell. 

Poor  Betty  I  it  would  ease  her  pain 

If  she  had  heart  to  knock  again ; 

— The  clock  strikes  three — a  dismal  knell  I 

Tlicn  up  along  the  town  she  hies, 

No  wonder  if  her  senses  fail ; 

'rii'm  ])itcous  news  so  much  it  shocked  her, 

Hhf»  t|tilto  forgot  to  send  the  Doctor, 

To  c<uufort  poor  old  Susan  Gale. 


And  now  she's  hi^  upon  the  down. 
And  she  can  see  a  mile  of  rood : 
'*Ocniel!  I *m almost threescoire ; 
Sndi  ni^t  as  this  was  ne'er  before, 
There 's  not  a  smgle  soul  abroad." 

She  listens,  but  she  cannot  hear 
The  foot  of  horse,  the  rmce  of  man ; 
The  streams  with  softest  soand  are  flon 
The  grass  yon  almost  hear  it  growings 
YoQ  hear  it  now,  if  e'er  yon  can. 

The  owlets  through  the  long  bine  id^f 
Are  shouting  to  each  other  still : 
Fond  lovers !  yet  not  quite  hob  nob. 
They  lengthen  out  the  tremnlons  sob, 
That  echoes  far  from  hill  to  hilL 

Poor  Betty  now  has  lost  all  hop^ 
Her  thoughts  are  bent  on  deadly  sin, 
A  green-grown  pond  she  just  has  past, 
And  from  tlie  brink  she  hurries  fast. 
Lest  she  sliould  drown  herself  therein. 

And  now  she  sits  her  down  and  weeps; 
Such  tears  she  never  shed  before; 
«  Oh  dear,  dear  Pony !  my  sweet  joy  1 
Oh  carry  back  my  Idiot  Boy ! 
And  we  will  ne'er  o'erload  thee  more.** 

A  thought  is  come  into  her  head : 
The  Pony  he  is  mild  and  good, 
And  we  have  alwa^'s  used  liim  well ; 
Perliaps  he 's  gone  along  the  dell. 
And  carried  Johnny  to  the  wood. 

Then  up  she  springs  as  if  on  wings ; 
She  thinks  no  more  of  deadly  an  ; 
If  Betty  fifty  ponds  diould  see, 
Tlie  last  of  all  her  thoughts  would  be 
To  dro>Mi  herself  therein. 

0  Reader !  now  that  I  nught  tell 
What  Johnny  and  his  Horse  are  doiqfj 
What  they've  been  doing  all  this  tim% 
Oh  could  I  put  it  into  rhyme, 
A  most  delightful  tale  pursuing ! 

Perhaps,  and  no  unlikely  thought ! 
He  with  his  Pony  now  doth  roam 
The  cliffs  and  peaks  so  high  that  are,   ' 
To  lay  his  hands  upon  a  star, 
And  in  his  pocket  bring  it  home.  ', 
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PeriiAps  be 's  tamed  himaelf  about, 
Hk  fiioe  unto  his  hone's  tail. 
And,  still  and  mnte,  in  wonder  lost, 
AH  silent  as  a  borseman-gfaosty 
He  trmyeb  slowly  down  tbe  vale. 

And  nowy  perhaps^  is  banting  sheep, 
A  fierce  and  dreadfnl  buntei  ne ; 
Yon  TaOej,  now  so  trim  and  green. 
In  fire  months'  time,  dioald  he  be  seen, 
A  desert  wildemeas  will  be  I 


Pezb^ie^  inQi  head  and  heels  on  fire, 
And  like  the  Terj  sool  of  eril. 
He 's  gaUc^nng  away,  away. 
And  so  win  gallop  on  for  aye. 
The  bane  of  all  that  dread  the  deril ! 

I  to  the  Mases  have  been  boond 

These  foorteen  years,  by  strong  indentures : 

O  gentle  Moses  I  lei  me  tell 

Bat  half  of  what  to  him  befel ; 

He  sorely  met  with  strange  adventores. 

O  gentle  Muses !  is  ibis  kind! 
Why  win  ye  thus  my  suit  repel ! 
Why  of  your  further  aid  bereave  me  ! 
And  can  ye  thus  unfriended  leave  me  ; 
Ye  Muses !  whom  I  love  so  well  t 

Who's  yon,  that,  near  the  waterfall. 
Which  dranders  down  with  headlong  force, 
Benctth  the  moon,  yet  shining  fiiir. 
As  cudesB  as  if  nothing  were, 
Sits  upright  on  a  feeding  horse  t 

Unto  his  horse — ^there  feeding  free, 
He  seenn,  I  diink,  the  rein  to  give  ; 
Of  oooD  or  stars  he  takes  no  heed ; 
Of  ndi  we  in  romances  read : 
—Til  Johnny !  Johnny !  as  I  live. 

Aad  flnt's  the  very  Pony,  too ! 
^^^  b  ahc,  where  is  Betty  Foy ! 
«      Siehudly  can  sustain  her  fears ; 
^  roiring  waterfSsll  she  hears, 
^  ctmot  find  her  Idiot  Boy. 

Y«r  Pony's  worth  his  weight  in  gold : 
'^  adm  your  terrors,  Betty  Foy ! 
^'>  conung  from  among  the  trees, 
•^  now  all  fuU  in  view  she  sees 
Him  whom  she  loves,  her  Idiot  Boy. 


And  Betty  sees  the  Pony  too : 

Why  stand  you  thus,  good  Betty  Foy! 

It  is  no  goblin,  'tis  no  ghost, 

'Tis  he  whom  you  so  long  have  lost. 

He  whom  you  love,  your  Idiot  Boy. 

She  looks  again — ^her  arms  are  up — 
She  screams — she  cannot  move  for  joy ; 
She  darts,  as  with  a  torrent's  force. 
She  almost  has  o'crtumed  the  Horse, 
And  fast  she  holds  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  Johnny  burrs,  and  laughs  aloud; 
Whether  in  cunning  or  in  joy 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  while  he  laughs, 
Betty  a  drunken  pleasure  quafis 
To  hear  again  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  now  she's  at  the  Pony's  tail. 
And  now  is  at  the  Pony's  bead^ — 
On  tliat  side  now,  and  now  on  ibis ; 
And,  almost  stifled  with  her  bliss, 
A  few  sad  tears  does  Betty  shed. 

She  kisses  o'er  and  o'er  again 
Him  whom  she  loves,  her  Idiot  Boy ; 
She's  happy  here,  is  happy  there. 
She  is  uneasy  every  where  ; 
Her  limbs  are  all  alive  with  joy. 

She  pats  the  Pony,  where  or  when 
She  knows  not,  happy  Betty  Foy ! 
The  little  Pony  glad  may  be. 
But  he  is  milder  far  than  she, 
You  hai*dly  can  perceive  his  joy. 

'<0h !  Johnny,  never  mind  the  Doctor ; 
You've  done  your  best,  and  that  is  all :" 
She  took  the  reins,  when  this  was  said. 
And  gently  turned  the  Pony's  head 
From  the  loud  waterfalL 

By  this  the  stars  were  almost  gone. 
The  moon  was  setting  on  the  hill. 
So  pale  you  scarcely  looked  at  her : 
The  little  birds  began  to  stir. 
Though  yet  their  tongues  were  still. 

The  Pony,  Betty,  and  her  Boy, 
Wind  slowly  through  the  woody  dale ; 
And  who  is  she,  betimes  abroad. 
That  hobbles  up  the  steep  rough  road  2 
^Vho  is  it,  but  old  Susan  Gale  1 
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Long  time  l&y  Sunn  lost  in  thoiig;ht; 
And  many  dreadM  fears  beset  her. 
Both  for  her  Messenger  and  Nurse  ; 
And,  as  her  mind  grew  worse  and  worse. 
Her  body — It  grew  better. 

She  tamed,  she  tossed  herself  in  bed. 
On  all  sides  doubts  and  terrors  met  her ; 
Point  after  point  did  she  discuss ; 
And,  while  her  mind  was  fighting  thus* 
Her  body  still  grew  better. 

^  Alas  I  what  is  become  of  them  ! 
These  fears  ean  never  be  endured ; 
1 11  to  the  wood." — The  word  scarce  sud, 
Did  Susan  rise  up  from  her  bed. 
As  if  by  magic  cured. 

Away  she  goes  up  hill  and  down, 

And  to  the  wood  at  length  is  come ; 

She  spies  her  Friends,  she  shouts  a  greeting ; 

Oh  me !  it  is  a  merry  meeting 

As  ever  was  in  Clinstendom. 

The  owls  have  hardly  sung  their  last. 
While  our  four  trayellers  homeward  wend ; 
The  owls  have  hooted  all  night  long, 
And  with  the  owls  began  my  song. 
And  with  the  owls  must  end. 

For  while  they  all  were  travelling  home, 
Cried  Betty,  "  Tell  us,  Johnny,  do. 
Where  all  this  long  uight  you  have  been, 
Wliat  you  liavo  heard,  what  you  have  seen : 
And,  Johnny,  mind  you  tell  us  true.'* 

Now  Johnny  all  night  long  had  heard 
Tlio  owls  ill  tuneful  concert  strive  ; 
No  doubt  too  he  tlic  moon  had  seen  ; 
F'^r  in  the  moonlight  ho  liad  been 
rvc-.a  eight  o'clock  till  five. 

And  thus,  to  Betty's  question,  ho 

Made  answer,  like  a  traveller  bold, 

(His  very  words  I  give  to  you,) 

**  The  cocks  did  crow  to-whoo,  to-whoo. 

And  the  sun  did  shine  so  cold  !  " 

— Thus  answered  Johnny  in  his  glory. 

And  that  was  all  his  travel's  story. 


l?Jti. 
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MICHAEL. 


A  PASnMULL  fOMM, 


If  from  the  public  way  yoa  torn  your  steps 

Up  the  tumultuous  brook  of  GreenJiMid  Qhfl 

You  will  suppose  that  with  an  npri^t  pstfi 

Your  feet  must  struggle  ;  in  sodi  bold  sseent 

The  pastoral  mountains  front  yoo^  hee  to  faat 

But,  courage  i  for  around  that  boisterous  bn» 

The  mountains  hare  all  opened  out  thnrniflrM 

And  made  a  hidden  valley  of  their  own. 

No  habitation  can  be  seen  ;  bnt  thej 

Who  journey  thither  find  themselves  akne 

With  a  few  sheep,  with  rocks  and  stonss,  andl 

That  oveihead  are  sailing  in  the  sky. 

It  is  in  truth  an  utter  solitude ; 

Nor  should  I  have  made  mentioo  of  this  Ddl 

But  for  one  object  which  yoa  mig^t  pass  by» 

Might  see  and  notice  not    Beside  the  brook 

Appears  a  straggling  heap  of  unhewn  stones ! 

And  to  that  simple  object  appertains 

A  story — ^unenridied  with  strange  events^ 

Yet  not  unfit,  I  deem,  for  the  fireside^ 

Or  for  the  summer  shade.    It  was  tiie  first 

Of  those  domestic  tales  that  spake  to  me 

Of  Shepherds,  dwellers  in  the  valleys,  men 

Whom  I  already  loved  ; — not  verily 

For  their  own  sakcs,  but  for  the  fields  and  hill 

Where  was  their  occupation  and  abode. 

And  hence  this  Talc,  while  I  was  yet  a  Boy 

Careless  of  books,  yet  lutving  felt  the  power 

Of  Nature,  by  the  gentie  agency 

Of  natural  objects,  led  me  on  to  fed 

For  passions  that  were  not  my  own,  and  Uiink 

(At  random  and  imperfectly  indeed) 

On  man,  the  heart  of  mxm,  and  himum  life. 

Tlicrefore,  although  it  be  a  history 

Homely  and  rude,  I  will  relate  the  same 

For  the  delight  of  a  few  natural  hearts  ; 

And,  witli  yet  fonder  feeling,  for  tiie  sake 

Of  youtliful  Poets,  who  among  these  hills 

Will  be  my  second  self  when  I  am  gone. 

Upon  the  forest-side  in  Grasmere  Vale 
There  dwelt  a  Shepherd,  Michael  was  his  nan 
An  old  man,  stout  of  heart,  and  strong  of  Uinl 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength  :  his  mind  was  keen. 
Intense,  and  frugal,  apt  for  all  affairs. 
And  in  his  slicpherd's  calling  he  was  pronii>t 
And  watchful  more  tlum  ordinary  men. 


4,  at  ndi  wunlng,  of  iiii  flock 
Ih,  ami  be  lo  binaeU  would  ujr, 
«■  derUi^  wock  far  me  t' 
Itmi.  tlw  Mann,  Uut  ilrina 


:  he  had  been  kIoh* 

« 1^  BBd  kfl  him,  on  tl«  bdgbU. 

*ba  ihiHikl  MippoH 
1^  «^bj«,aai]  lb*  lUwum  u  J  roclo, 
^dJIuwit  to  tlw  Sbvpfafrnl'*  ihoughl& 
«llh  iheu'M  apiriu  h«  had  tmatfaeil 
■  air)  tdK  wbkli  will]  ligurou  «tep 
"        ■  1  irlikli  IumI  iniproKd 
hi*  miiKl 

r»g%  Jo;  or  fi«r  i 
*  IhbIEi  pracmd  the  nmnorf 
k  whbI^  abom  bt  lud  Bind, 
liukiog  to  wch  MB 
^  af  hoaaordile  pia ; 
k,  Aow  hilb — witai  oould  Ibcj'  Icm  1 


1 1  two  wtusel*  die  lud 
ror  •fiiiuiiug  wool ; 
I  Md  if  one  oIimI  hftd  rat 


■  •Ur-la  dieplMrd'i  phrear, 
Tiaa  on);  Son, 
jt  BiHl  ID  ai»aj  »  utiinn, 

I  nuj'  anij  mjt, 
atlnnla 
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Ekdi  with  >  men  of  poitjigc  ani  akimmed  mJUi, 
Sal  round  the  buket  piled  with  ohIpd  cskca, 
And  tlieir  plain  holnc-aindo  cheese.     Yet  when 

the  meal 
Woa  ended,  Lnke  (for  »  ihe  Son  wu  nuned) 
And  his  old  Fnlher  both  betook  ihcmiiclves 
To  luuh  coiivvnient  work  aa  niight  employ 
Their  liands  b;  the  Are-aide ;  perhaps  to  card 
Wool  fur  Ihe  Housewife's  spindle,  or  repair 
Some  injury  doae  to  sickle,  Hul,  or  sc/Ihe, 
Or  ulber  implement  of  honse  or  field. 

Down  Iniin  Ihe  ceiling,  bj  Ihe  chimney's  edge, 
That  in  our  ancient  uoDOUtli  country  style 
With  huge  and  block  projeclian  overbrovcd 
Large  space  beneath,  as  dul>  aa  the  light 
Of  day  grew  dim  Iho  HoDsewife  hung  a  bunp  ; 
An  aged  utensil,  which  hod  perfonned 
Service  beyond  oU  otlicn  of  its  kind. 
Eariy  at  evening  did  it  bnm-HUid  Utc, 
Snrviving  comrade  of  nucounted  houn. 
Which,  going  by  from  year  to  year,  hod  found. 
And  left  the  couple  anther  gay  perhaps 
Nor  cheerful,  yet  witli  objects  and  irith  hopei^ 
Uving  a  life  of  eager  industry. 
And  now,  when  I^ike  hod  reached  bis  eightesnlh 

Thsm  by  the  tight  of  this  old  lamp  Ihey  sate. 

Father  and  Son,  while  for  into  the  night 

The  Housewife  plied  her  own  peculiar  work. 

Making  ihe  cottage  through  llie  silent  hours 

Murmur  ■■  with  the  sound  of  Hummer  flies. 

This  light  was  famous  in  iu  neighbonrhood. 

And  was  >  public  symbol  of  the  life 

That  thrifiy  Pair  bad  lived.    For,  as  it  chanced. 

Their  cottage  on  a  plot  of  tinng  ground 

SiDod  singk,  with  loi^  prospect,  north  and  south, 

Uigh  into  Eaaedalo,up  to  Dunmoil-Raise, 

Aud  westward  lo  iho  viUsge  near  the  btke ; 

And  from  this  constant  light,  so  reguhtr 

And  »  <ar  seen,  the  House  ilseir,  by  all 

Who  dwelt  triihin  the  hmila  of  the  vale. 

Both  old  and  young,  waanamed  TazEianxo  Stir. 

Thus  living  on  through  such  a  length  of  years. 
The  Shepherd,  if  be  loved  himself,  must  needs 
ilave  lored  his  Helpmate  r  but  to  Michael's  heart 
This  son  of  his  old  age  was  yet  moni  dear — 


Fond  Hpirit  that  liUudly  works  in  the  blood  of  a 
Than  that  •  cMId,  mure  than  all  other  giAs 
That  earth  can  ofTiT  to  declining  man. 
Brines  hope  with  it,  and  forward-looking  tboughu. 
And  stirrings  of  inquietudf ,  when  they 


Ij  tendency  of  nature  needi  m 
ExDcedin;  wu  the  love  he  bare  to  bim, 
Hii  heart  and  hii  heart'a  joy  I  For  olUndiiMa 
Old  Michael,  wlule  he  wu  a  babe  in  amu. 
Had  dons  him  female  terrice,  not  alone 

lime  and  delight,  as  is  the  nae 
or  htlien,  but  with  patient  mind  enforoed 
Td  acts  of  tcndcrnen ;  and  he  had  rocked 

Up,  aa  with  a  womao's  guatle  hand. 

in  a  lal*r  time,  ere  jet  Ihe  Boy 
Had  put  □□  boy's  atlire,  did  Mii-hacl  lore. 
Albeit  of  a  atern  unbendiog  mind, 
Td  have  the  Youog-one  in  his  tnghl,  when  he 
Wrought  in  the  field,  or  on  his  shcphcrd'a  Muol 
Sato  with  a  fettered  «h»ep  before  him  Blretehed 
Under  Ibe  Urge  old  oak,  that  near  his  door 
Stood  single,  and,  from  matchlese  depth  of  shade, 
Choaen  for  Ihe  Shearcr'a  covert  from  the  sun. 
Thence  in  our  malic  ^alect  was  called 
The  Cumna  Theb  *,  ■  name  which  yet  it  bean. 
There,  wlule  they  two  were  utdng  in  the  ahade, 
With  olhera  round  them,  earnest  all  and  hlilfae. 
Would  Michael  exerdee  liis  heart  witli  IooIib 
Of  fond  eorreetion  and  reproof  bestowed 
Upon  the  Child,  if  he  disturbed  the  elieep 
By  catching  at  their  legs,  or  witli  his  ahoula 
Scared  (hem,  while  they  lay  Btill  brncatli  the  shears, 

Atid  when  by  Heaven'sgoodgnccthe  boy  grew  up 
A  healthy  I^,  and  carried  in  his  clieeL 

>  steady  nsea  that  were  live  yean  old  ; 
Then  Michael  from  a  winter  coppice  cut 
With  his  own  hand  a  sapling,  which  be  hoc^iod 
With  iron,  making  it  throaghoat  in  all 
Due  re<|uiaile«  a  perfect  ahepherd's  stafT, 
And  gave  it  to  the  Boy  ;  wherewith  eqajpt 
He  aa  a  watshman  oftcntimee  was  placed 
At  gale  or  gap,  to  stem  or  torn  the  Hock  ; 
And,  lo  his  office  prematurely  called. 
There  stood  the  urchin,  as  yon  will  divine. 
Something  between  a  hindrance  and  a  help ; 
And  for  this  cause  not  always,  1  believe, 
Iteeeiving  from  his  Falher  hire  of  praise ; 
Thongh  nought  was  left  undone  which  HtaiT,  or 

Or  look^  or  threatening  gcituree,  could  periorm. 


:ut  aooD  ■*  Luke,  full  ten  years  old,  could  stand 
Against  the  mountain  bluts ;  and  lo  the  bei^ta, 
Not  feoring  toil,  nor  length  of  weary  ways. 


He  with  hia  Fkllier  duly  went,  and  they 
Were  aa  eompaniona,  why  ahouid  I  relate 
That  objects  which  the  Kiepherd  loved  beloiie        . 
Were  dearer  now  I  that  from  the  Boy  there  carnal 
Feelings  and  emanations — things  which  were         I 
Li^t  to  the  sun  and  marie  lo  the  wind;  I 

And  that  the  old  Man's  heart  seemed  boni  ag»nl 


Tlins  in  bis  Fatber's  right  the  Boy  gtew  up 
And  now,  when  be  had  reached  his  «gh 
He  was  hia  comfort  and  bis  duly  hope- 


1 


niiile  in  thia  sort  the  umple  household  lived     \ 
From  day  lo  day,  to  Michael's  ear  there  cvne 
Distnasfnl  ddings.    Long  before  the  time  | 

Of  which  I  apeak,  the  Shepherd  had  bean  bound 
In  surety  for  hi*  brother's  eon,  a  man 
Of  an  indnatrious  life,  and  aniplo  meana  ; 
But  unforaeen  roiafortuncs  suddenly 
Had  preat  upon  him  ;  and  old  Michael  now 
Was  annunoned  to  discharge  the  forf«tule, 
A  grievous  penally,  but  little  less 
Than  half  hia  substance.     This  imlooked-Cv  dajili 
At  the  first  hearing,  for  a  moment  took 
More  hope  out  of  his  life  than  he  auppoied 
That  any  old  man  ever  could  have  lost 
As  soon  aa  be  had  arme<l  bimaelf  with  itietigtli 
To  look  hia  trouble  in  the  face,  it  seemed 
The  Shepherd's  Bole  resource  to  sell  at  onoe 
A  pnnion  of  his  palrimoniiJ  fields- 
Such  was  hia  first  resolve  ;  he  thought  agun. 
And  hia  heart  &ile>d  hiui.    "  Isabel,"  sajd  be. 
Two  eveniuga  after  he  had  heard  Ihe  news, 
**  I  have  been  toiUng  more  than  seventy  years. 
And  in  (he  open  sunshine  of  God's  love 
Have  we  nil  lived ;  yet  if  these  fields  of  aura 
Should  pass  into  a  stranger'a  hand,  1  think 
That  I  could  not  lie  ijuiet  in  my  grave. 
Our  lot  is  a  hard  lot ;  the  sun  himselT 
Has  scarcely  been  more  diligent  than  I ; 
And  I  have' lived  to  be  a  fool  at  last 
To  my  own  family.     An  evil  man 
That  WIS,  and  msjte  an  evil  choice,  if  he 
Were  fajac  lo  na  ;  and  if  he  were  not  false, 
Tliepe  are  ten  thousand  to  whom  lo«  like  thta 
Had  been  no  sorrow.     1  forgive  him  ■ — but 
'Twere  better  to  be  dumb  than  to  tnlli  thtm. 

When  I  began,  my  purpose  was  to  Kpeiik 
or  remedies  and  of  a  cheerful  hope. 
Our  Luke  shall  leave  na,  Isabel ;  the  htud 
Shall  not  go  from  ns,  and  it  shall  be  lre«  ; 
He  ihall  ponoss  it,  tree  as  is  Uie  wind 
That  paase*  over  it.    We  have,  tltoa  knoVat, 
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Another  kiTiHinan — he  will  be  our  friend 
In  this  distresB.    He  is  a  pxxMsperons  man, 
ThriTing  in  trade— And  Luke  to  him  shalJ  go, 
And  with  his  kinsnan's  help  and  his  own  thrift 
He  quickly  will  repair  tins  loss,  and  tlien 
He  may  return  to  us.    If  here  he  stay. 
What  can  be  done!    Where  every  one  is  poor, 
What  can  be  gained!" 

At  this  the  old  Man  paused. 
And  Isabd  sat  silent,  for  her  mind 
Was  busy,  looking  back  into  past  times. 
Thrre  '•  Richard  Bateman,  thought  she  to  herself, 
He  was  a  parish-boy — at  the  church-door 
'Ibey  made  a  gathering  for  him,  shillings,  pence 
And  halfpennies,  wherewith  the  ndghbomis  bought 
A  basket,  which  they  filled  with  pedlar^s  wares ; 
And,  with  this  basket  on  his  arm,  the  lad 
Went  up  to  London,  found  a  master  there^ 
Who^  oat  of  many,,  chose  the  trusty  boy 
To  go  and  oreriook  his  merchandise 
Beyond  the  eeas ;  where  he  grew  wondrous  rich, 
And  kit  estates  and  monies  to  the  poor. 
And,  at  his  birth-place,  built  a  chapel  floored 
With  mazUe,  which  he  sent  from  foreign  lands. 
These  thoughts,  and  many  others  of  like  sort. 
Passed  quickly  through  the  mind  of  Isabel, 
And  her  face  brightened.    The  old  Man  was  glad. 
And  thus  resumed : — "  Well,  Isabel !  this  scheme 
These  two  days,  has  been  meat  and  drink  to  me. 
Fir  more  than  we  have  lost  is  left  us  yet. 
— We  hare  enough— I  wish  indeed  that  I 
Were  younger ; — but  this  hope  is  a  good  hope. 
—Make  ready  Luke*s  best  garments,  of  the  best 
*   Bay  for  him  more,  and  let  us  send  him  forth 
,   To-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  or  to-night : 
—U  he  amid  go,  the  Boy  should  go  to-night' 


tf 


Here  Michael  ceased,  and  to  the  fields  went  forth 
^ith  a  light  heart     The  Housewife  for  five  days 
^tt  restless  mom  and  night,  and  all  day  long 
Vroag^t  on  with  her  best  fingers  to  prepare 
^g8  needful  for  the  journey  of  her  son. 
^t  label  was  glad  when  Sunday  came 
"o  ttop  her  in  her  work :  for,  when  she  lay 
%  Midisel^s  side,  she  through  the  last  two  nights 
Hevd  him,  how  he  was  troubled  in  his  sleep : 
^  vhen  they  rose  at  morning  she  could  see 
^  «0  his  hopes  were  gone.    That  day  at  noon 
^  xud  to  Luke,  while  they  two  by  themselves 
^'we  sittbg  at  the  door,  **  Thou  must  not  go : 
^«  ha?e  no  other  Child  but  thee  to  lose, 
^«»e  to  remember — do  not  go  away, 
J^wif  thou  leave  thy  Father  he  wiU  die." 
THe  YoDth  made  answer  with  a  jocund  voice ; 


And  Isabel,  when  she  had  told  her  fears. 
Recovered  heart    That  evening  her  best  fare 
Did  she  bring  forth,  and  all  together  sat 
like  happy  people  round  a  Christmas  fire. 

With  daylight  Isabel  resumed  her  work ; 
And  all  the  ensuing  week  the  house  appeared 
As  cheerful  as  a  grove  in  Spring :  at  length 
The  expected  letter  from  their  kinsman  came. 
With  kind  assurances  that  he  would  do 
His  utmost  for  the  welfJEure  of  the  Boy ; 
To  which,  requests  were  added,  that  forthwith 
He  might  be  sent  to  him.    Ten  times  or  more 
The  letter  was  read  over ;  Isabel 
Went  forth  to  show  it  to  the  neighbours  round ; 
Nor  was  there  at  that  time  on  English  land 
A  prouder  heart  than  Luke's.    When  Isabel 
Had  to  her  house  returned,  the  old  Man  said, 
^  He  shall  depart  to-morrow."    To  this  word 
The  Housewife  answered,  talking  much  of  things 
Which,  if  at  such  short  notice  he  should  go, 
Would  surely  be  forgotten.    But  at  length 
She  gave  consent,  and  Michael  was  at  ease. 

Near  the  tumultuous  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll, 

In  that  deep  valley,  Michael  had  designed 

To  build  a  Sheep-fold;  and,  before  he  heard 

The  tidings  of  his  melancholy  loss, 

For  tlus  same  purpose  he  had  gathered  up 

A  heap  of  stones,  which  by  the  streamlet's  edge 

Lay  thrown  together,  ready  for  the  work. 

With  Luke  that  evening  thitherward  he  walked  : 

And  soon  as  they  had  reached  the  place  he  Biopsied, 

And  thus  the  old  Man  spake  to  him : — ^  My  iion, 

To-morrow  thou  wilt  leave  me :  with  full  heart 

I  look  upon  thee,  for  thou  art  the  same 

That  wert  a  promise  to  me  ere  thy  birth. 

And  all  thy  life  hast  been  my  daily  joy. 

I  will  relate  to  thee  some  Httle  part 

Of  our  two  histories ;  'twill  do  thee  good 

When  thou  art  from  me,  even  if  I  should  touch 

On  things  thou  canst  not  know  of. After  thou 

First  cam'st  into  the  worid — as  oft  befaU 

To  new-bom  infants — thou  didst  sleep  away 

Two  days,  and  blessings  from  thy  Fathcr*H  toii>^io 

Then  fell  upon  thee.    Day  by  day  poKvd  on, 

And  still  I  loved  thee  witli  increasing  love. 

Never  to  living  ear  came  sweeter  soun'ls 

Than  when  I  beard  thee  by  our  own  firc-hi'lc 

First  uttering,  without  words,  a  natural  tuiu: ; 

While  thou,  a  feeding  babe,  didst  in  tliy  joy 

Sing  at  thy  Mother's  breast  Month  folio  w(<i  tnontli, 

And  in  the  open  fields  my  life  was  }>aMM:d 

And  on  the  mountains;  else  I  Uiink  that  tlirm 
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Hadst  been  brought  up  upon  thy  Fatbor's  knees. 

Bat  we  were  pla\'mate8,  Luke :  among  these  hiUsy 

As  well  thou  Imowesty  in  us  the  old  and  young 

Have  pl&yed  together,  nor  with  me  didst  thoa 

lack  any  pleasure  which  a  boy  can  know." 

Luke  had  a  maiily  heart ;  but  at  these  words 

He  sobbed  aloud.    The  old  Man  grasped  his  hand. 

And  said,  **  Nay,  do  not  take  it  so— I  see 

That  these  are  things  of  which  I  need  not  qieak. 

—  Even  to  the  utmost  I  have  been  to  thee 

A  kind  and  a  good  Father :  and  herein 

I  but  repay  a  gift  which  I  myself 

Received  at  others'  hands ;  for,  though  now  okl 

Beyond  the  common  life  of  man,  I  still 

Remember  them  who  loved  me  in  my  youth. 

BoUi  of  them  sleep  togetlier:  here  they  lived. 

As  all  their  Forefathers  had  done ;  and  when 

At  length  their  time  was  come,  they  were  not  loth 

To  give  their  bodies  to  the  family  mould. 

I  wished  that  thou  shouldst  live  the  life  they  lived : 

But,  'tis  a  long  time  to  look  back,  my  Son, 

And  see  so  little  gain  from  threescore  years. 

These  fields  were  burthened  when  they  came  to  me; 

mi  I  was  forty  years  of  age,  not  more 

Than  half  of  my  inheritance  was  mine. 

I  toiled  and  toiled ;  God  blessed  me  in  my  work. 

And  till  these  three  weeks  past  the  land  was  firee. 

— It  looks  as  if  it  never  could  endure 

Another  Master.    Heaven  forgive  me,  Luke, 

If  I  judge  ill  for  thee,  but  it  seems  good 

That  thou  ehould'st  go." 

At  this  the  old  Man  paused ; 
Then,  pointing  to  the  stones  near  which  they  stood. 
Thus,  after  a  short  silence,  he  resumed : 
"  This  was  a  work  for  us ;  and  now,  my  Son, 
It  Lb  a  work  for  me.     But,  lay  one  stone — 
Here,  lay  it  for  me,  Luke,  with  thine  own  hands. 
Nay,  Boy,  be  of  good  hope ; — we  both  may  live 
To  see  a  better  day.    At  eighty-four 
I  still  am  strong  and  hale ; — do  thou  thy  part ; 
I  will  do  mine. — I  will  begin  agun 
With  many  tasks  tliat  were  resigned  to  thee : 
Up  to  tlie  heights,  and  in  among  the  storms. 
Will  I  without  thee  go  again,  and  do 
All  works  which  I  was  wont  to  do  alone, 
Befoi-e  I  knew  thy  face. — Heaven  bless  thee.  Boy  I 
Thy  heart  tlieso  two  weeks  has  been  beating  fast 
Witli  many  hopes ;  it  should  be  so — yes — ^yes — 
I  know  that  thou  could'st  never  have  a  wish 
To  leave  me,  Luke :  thou  hast  been  bound  to  me 
Only  by  links  of  love :  when  thou  art  gone. 
What  will  be  left  to  us  !— But,  I  forget 
My  purposes.     Lay  now  the  comer-stone. 
As  I  requested ;  and  hereafter,  Luke, 


When  thou  art  gone  away,  dKNild  evil 
Be  thy  otnnpanioDS,  think  of  me,  my  Son, 
And  of  this  moment ;  hither  torn  thy  Aonghti^ 
And  God  will  strengthen  thee :  amid  all  §mr 
And  an  temptation,  Loke,  I  pny  that  thoa 
May*st  bear  in  mind  the  life  thy  FaHiers  Jmi^ 
Who,  being  innocent,  did  for  that  caoae 
Bestir  them  in  good  deeds.    Now,fitfeflieeiPeB  ■ 
When  thoa  retom'st,  thoa  in  this  place  viH  tse 
A  work  whidi  is  not  here :  a  ooTenaot 
TwiXL  be  between  as ;  bat,  idiatever  him 
BefiJ  thee,  I  shall  k>ve  thee  to  the  hmi, 
And  bear  thy  memory  with  me  to  tiie  graTO.** 

The  Shepherd  ended  here;  and  Lake  ilooped 
down,  , 

And,  as  his  Father  had  reqoested,  kud 
The  first  stone  of  the  She^fdd.    At  tfaa  rfg^ 
The  M  Man's  grief  broke  from  him ;  to  hia  hofl 
He  pressed  his  Son,  he  kissM  him  and  wepi; 
And  to  the  house  together  they  retoned. 
— Hushed  was  that  Hoose  in  peaoe^Qr 


peace. 
Ere  the  night  fell : — with  morrow's  dawn  tiie  Boy 
Began  his  journey,  and  when  he  had  readied 
The  pubfie  way,  he  put  on  a  bold  £sce ; 
And  all  the  neighbours,  as  he  passed  tfaeir  doors, 
Came  forth  with  wishes  and  with  ftrewell  pnijef% 
That  foQowed  him  till  he  was  oot  of  aig^t. 


A  good  report  did  from  thdr  Kinsman  oodm^ 
Of  Luke  and  his  well-doing :  and  the  Boy 
Wrote  loving  letters,  fuU  of  wondrous  news. 
Which,  as  the  Housewife  phrased  it,  were  throog^KMt 
*  The  prettiest  letters  that  were  ever  seen.' 
Both  parents  read  them  with  rejoicing  hearts. 
So,  many  months  passed  on :  and  once  again 
The  Shepherd  went  about  his  daily  woric 
With  confident  and  cheerful  thoughts  ;  and  now 
Sometimes  when  he  could  find  a  leisure  hour 
He  to  that  valley  took  his  way,  and  there 
Wrought  at  the  Sheep-fold.    Meantime  Lake  bfgva 
To  slacken  in  his  duty ;  and,  at  length. 
He  in  the  dissolute  city  gave  himself 
To  evil  courses :  ignominy  and  shame 
Fell  on  him,  so  that  he  was  driven  at  last 
To  seek  a  hiding-place  beyond  the 


There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love ; 
'Twill  make  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 
Would  overset  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart : 
I  have  conversed  with  more  than  one  who  wdl 
Remember  the  old  Man,  and  what  he  was 
Years  after  he  had  heard  this  heavy  newa. 


THE  WIDOW  ON  WINDERMERE  SIDE. 


■a  had  batn  ttam  youlb  to  tgt 
■i^nl  MrB^th.    Amung  tlia  rucks 
1^  Mri  «fll  lookfd  np  to  Min  mkI  cloud, 
iMMri  M  th*  aiad ;  mnri,  m  before, 
tmti  tJi  Uadi  (tf  labour  for  hi>  uliaeii, 
hr  *•  kai,  !■*  mall  inhniUiir*. 
I*  Am  Ufe»  Jed  (nm  titna  to  tints 
Mn|*t4  la  bdOa  iha  Foid  of  oliieh 
|ll>>lll  liiii      TU  Dot  (brgaCteD  TVt 
iMl  ^fak  «■■  tba  it)  pTer;  heart 
b«U  Mm     m/l  '!>  bfUans)  b?  aU 
■iBf  Bid  OBOJ  a  ila;  he  tlilther  went. 


ma,  if  Iha  Storp-toU,  aametiniu  i 

t  atea,  M  wfcfa  Ua  bilhfal  Dog, 

I  ^>ii[h  bha,  tjius  at  bis  font. 

li^  if  hB  atM  fwa,  firwB  time  (0  time, 

ttir-"^-t -*-*-'-  °'^--f  '  ■'  vrooghi, 

M  *a  «aik  nBnidiail  ahen  tw  died. 

kt  har  ilaalli  Ui*  estate 
a  iltaiij^rV  liaud. 
lainnl  Uu  ETViiiia  SrtM 
■  has  bora  tkniugh  the 


laAkataod  ;  gtaatchaR|;ni1iarelwau  wrooghl 
1  tm  w^lMihuod!— y«t  the  .^k  i«  ka 
yivtaMatbadf  dwirj  and  tlie  reiuaiim 
•■riiUMd  Sba«p-r'>M  ina;  be  Hen 
bfti  tlkauuill  btouk  of  tinmi-head  Uh;!!. 


The  Mother  moamed,  nor  ceaaed  her  tearfl  to  flow. 
Till  a  winter's  Dofla-dsy  placed  her  buried  Sod 
Before  her  ejes,  laal  child  of  many  gone — 
Hi>  raiment  of  aogelic  wlule,  and  lo ! 
Hi*  very  fe«t  bright  as  tlie  dozliug  anow 
Wliiffh  ihcy  are  louehlng ;  yea  fnr  brighter,  even 
As  lliatwlijehcotnea.  or  Menu  to  conie,[ram  heaven, 
SurpiaHS  anghl  these  elrmmla  can  abotr. 
Much  she  rejoiced,  trusting  that  from  that  hour 
Whale'er  liefel  she  could  not  griere  or  plue ; 
Dm  the  TrauaGgured,  in  and  out  of  xensoD, 
A]i]«arcd,  and  B|iiHtiial  preuuce  gained  a  [wwi^r 
Uvcr  material  foima  tlial  nuwlered  reiaon. 
Uli,  gracious  Ucavun,  In  plly  niakc  her  thine ! 

Bui  why  that  pnjrer  I  aa  if  to  her  could  tynne 
No  good  but  by  the  way  that  lead*  to  bUs 
Through  Oealh,—Hi  judging  H-e  should  judge amiu. 
Siafv  reaHn  failed  want  is  her  tlireatmed  doom. 
Yet  frequent  transports  mitigate  the  gloom : 
Nor  af  thoM  maniaes  ia  she  one  that  loM 
The  air  or  laugh  upou  a  proeipiee ; 
No,  passing  ilirough  strange  aufferingi  toward  the 

She  iniilca  la  if  a  martyr's  erown  were  woo : 

on,  when  light  breaka  through  vlouda  or  waring 

Witli  onlsfncad  amis  and  blleu  upon  her  Imeea 
T1;e  Mother  hiuls  in  her  deaecnding  Son 
An  Augcl,  and  in  earthly  eeaUuiea 
Her  own  angelic  glory  seem*  begim. 


ON  WINDERMtJlE  StDM 

Am  ap  a  lofty  height 
I  a  ■mm  lb*  hnmbleat  poar. 
M  aa  dxiji  1  Sf  there  the  door 
m,  •  WiAw,  kA  b«awth  a  weight 

On  veil  Fortune's  *|ttle 


I  THE  AHMENIAN  LADY'S  LOVK. 

[Tlw  nibjKt  nf  (h*  RiUowlB«  poem  li  from  Hw  Orlandui 
nt  Uu  aalhw*!  fllnd.  X«ielm  tlaDry  Wi^  I  u 


iUiutrallit  al  lb*  ptclx  an 


1,  boA  for  emadcDoe-Baka 

I  siand  upright 


Yon  h»Te  heard  '  a  Spaiusb  Lady 

How  she  wooed  an  English  man*  j 
Hear  now  of  a  Ikir  Anneniso, 
Daughter  of  Iho  proud  Soldln  ; 
!r work whrn dsyliglit  bilrd      How  she  loved  a  Cliristian  Saireiaudluldhflriatn 
la  depth  uf  night slioLrpt      By  word,  look,  deed,  with  hope  that  he  mightlova 
N  n^b,  that  bdkf  ptatailad  again. 

k^MiOa  aOi*  Cnalow  mvor  slept; 
»  ^  ^  *a  fa»4  af  iMth  a_iled 


In  FovT**  tt'l^'w. » 


i  I»l1s4,  •Tba     , 
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^Phidc  ^bal  To&t,  it  moret  my  fikmg^'' 

Said  ibe,  fiftmg  19  her  ml ; 
^  Phick  it  for  me^  gentle  yrdwier. 
Ere  it  witber  and  grow  psle." 
'^  Princew  fair,  I  till  tfw  groond,  but  maj  boC  take 
From  twig  or  bed  an  hmnhliir  flofwcr,  eren  for 
yoarnke!" 


m. 


'^  Griered  am  I,  sobmiaBTe  Christian  I 

To  behold  thj  otptiYe  state ; 
Women,  in  yoor  land,  maj  pitj 
(l^Iay  thej  noti)  the  nnfortanate." 
^  Yes,  kind  Lady  I  otherwise  man  eonld  not  bear 
Life,  which  to  erery  000  tiiat  breathes  is  foil  of 


IT. 


**  Worse  than  idle  is  oompasnm 

If  it  end  in  tears  and  tof^ ; 
Thee  from  bondage  would  I  rescue 
And  from  rile  iw%Aip\{^4>^  • 
Nortnred,  as  thy  mien  bespeaks,  in  hi^  degree. 
Look  up— and  help  a  hand  that  longs  to  set  thee 
fi«er 


▼. 


^  Lady  I  dread  the  wish,  nor  feuturs 

In  such  peril  to  engage ; 
Think  how  it  would  stir  against  yon 
Your  most  loving  father's  rage : 
Sad  deliverance  would  it  be,  and  yoked  with  shame. 
Should  troubles  overflow  on  her  from  whom  it 


came. 


If 


vr. 


M  Generous  Frank  t  the  just  in  effort 

Are  of  inward  peace  secure : 
llard»hip8  for  the  brave  encountered, 
Even  the  feeblest  may  endure : 
If  almighty  grace  through  me  thy  chains  unbind 
My  father  for  slave's  work  may  seek  a  slave  in 
mhid,** 


vn. 
^  Princess,  at  this  burst  of  goodness, 

My  long-frosen  heart  grows  warm !  ** 
**  Yot  you  make  all  courage  fruitless, 
Mo  to  save  from  chance  of  harm : 
l^tJAtUnif  Huvh  companion  I  that  gifded  dome, 
Yuii  luluarttU,  would  gladly  leave  for  his  worst 
burnt),*' 


Ebe  tiwae  wQvds  would  eome  like  mock 
Sharper  than  tfw  pointed  dMra." 
*  Whence  Aemideamedmistnistt  Too  wide 
Oar  fiudi  hath  been^-O  woold  tfaateyes  eoa 
die  heartl* 


*  Teo^  me  not,  I  pray ;  my  doom  is 

Hiese  base  implwnfnts  to  wield ; 
Busty  lanee^  I  ne'er  diall  gra^  thee. 

Ne'er  assoQ  my  oobw^)b'd  shield ! 

lee  my  native  land,  nor  castle  towen^ 
Nor  Her  who  thinking  of  me  ibiae  ooonts  wk 

hoars.'* 


^  Prisoner  1  pardon  youthful  fimeies ; 

Wedded!  If  yon  cany  aay  no  1 
Blessed  is  and  be  your  consort ; 
H<^>es  I  cherished — let  them  go  1 
Handmaid's  privilege  would  leave  my  pozpot 
Widumt  another  link  to  my  felidty." 


ZI. 

<<  Wedded  love  with  loyal  Christians, 

iMdy,  is  a  mystery  rare ; 
Body,  heart,  and  soul  in  union. 
Make  one  being  of  a  pair." 
«  Humble  love  in  me  would  look  for  no  reta 
Soft  as  a  guiding  star  that  cheers,  but  cannot  1 


XIL 

^  Gracious  Allah !  by  such  title 
Do  I  dare  to  thank  the  God, 
Him  who  thus  exalts  thy  spirit, 
Flower  of  an  unchristian  sod ! 
Or  hast  thou  put  off  wings  which  thou  in  1 

dost  wear! 
What  have  I  seen,  and  heard,  or  dreamt  t 
am  1 1  where  I " 

zm. 
Here  broke  off  the  dangerous  conveci 
Less  impassioned  words  might  tell 
How  the  pair  escaped  together. 
Tears  not  wanting,  nor  a  knell  1 

Of  sorrow  in  her  heart  while  through  her  % 
door. 

And  from  her  narrow  world,  she  passed  ftr 
more. 


J 
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Bat  alleetioDa  higlier,  holier. 

Urged  her  steps ;  she  shrank  from  trost 
In  a  sensnal  creed  tiuU  trampled 
Womsn's  hirthri^t  into  dost 
itde  be  the  wooder  then,  the  bhune  be  none, 
rdie,a  timid  Bfaid,  hath  pat  sach  boldness  on. 


XT. 


Ja4ge  both  FogitiTes  with  knowledge : 

In  tilflee  old  romantic  days 
Mighty  were  the  seal's  commandments 

To  wappari,  restrain,  or  raise, 
mig^t  hang  opon  their  path,  snakes  rustle 


tt  notfamg  from  thcar  inward  selves  had  they  to 


xn. 


Thooglit  infirm  ne'er  came  between  them, 

Whedier  printing  desert  sands 
With  accordant  steps,  or  gathering 
Forest-frnit  with  social  hands ; 
)r  whimpering  like  two  reeds  that  in  the  cold  moon- 


Bad  with  die  breeze  thcar  heads,  beside  a  crystal 


xm. 


On  a  friendly  deck  repoeing 

They  at  length  for  Venice  steer ; 
Tliere,  when  they  had  closed  their  yoyage. 
One,  who  daily  on  the  pier 
^tidied  for  tidings  from  the  East,  beheld  his  Lord, 
M  down  and  clasped  his  knees  for  joy,  not 
uttering  word. 


XT1II. 


HatDsl  was  the  sadden  transport ; 

Breathless  questions  followed  fast, 
Yeere  contracting  to  a  moment. 
Each  word  greedier  than  the  last ; 
*fi»4ee  to  the  Coontese,  friend!  return  with 

ipeed, 
^  of  this  Stranger  ^>eak  by  whom  her  lord  was 
freed. 


XIX. 


Say  that  I,  who  might  hare  languished. 
Drooped  and  pined  till  life  was  spent. 
Now  before  the  g^tes  of  Stolberg 
My  Deliverer  would  present 
'*»  crowning  recompense,  the  precious  grace 
^  W  who  in  my  heart  still  holds  her  ancient 
place. 


Make  it  known  that  my  Companion 

Is  of  royal  eastern  blood, 
Thirsting  alter  all  perfection. 
Innocent,  and  meek,  and  good, 
Thoog^  with  misbelievers  bred;  but  that  dark 

night 
WiU  holy  Church  disperse  by  beams  of  gospel- 
light" 


XXI. 


Swiftly  went  that  grey-haired  Servant, 

Soon  returned  a  trusty  Page 
Charged  with  greetingSy  benedictions, 
Thanks  and  praises,  each  a  gage 
For  a  sunny  thought  to  cheer  the  Stranger's  way, 
Her  virtuous  scruples  to  remove,  her  fears  allay. 


XXII. 


And  how  blest  the  Reunited, 

While  beneath  their  castie-walls. 
Runs  a  deafening  noise  of  welcome  !— 
Blest,  though  every  tear  that  falls 
Doth  in  its  silence  of  past  sorrow  tell. 
And  makes  ameetmg  seem  most  like  a  dear  farewell. 


XXIII. 

Through  a  haze  of  human  natare, 

Glorified  by  heavenly  light. 
Looked  the  beautiful  Deliverer 
On  that  overpowering  sight. 
While  across  her  virgin  cheek  pure  blushes  strayed, 
For  every  tender  sacrifice  her  heart  had  made. 

XXI  r. 

On  the  ground  the  weeping  Countess 

Knelt,  and  kissed  the  Stranger's  hand ; 
Act  of  soul-devoted  homage. 
Pledge  of  an  eternal  band : 
Nor  did  aught  of  future  days  that  kiss  belie. 
Which,  with  a  generous  shout,  the  erowd  did  ratify. 


XXV. 

Constant  to  the  fair  Armenian, 

Gentie  pleasures  round  her  moved, 
Idke  a  tutelary  spirit 
Reverenced,  Uke  a  sister,  loved. 
Christian  meekness  smoothed  for  all  the  path  of 

life. 
Who,  loving  most,  should  wiseliest  love,  their  only 
strife. 
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xzn« 

Mute  memento  of  that  nnion 

In  a  Saxon  church  surriyesy 

Where  a  cross-legged  Knight  lies  sculptored 

As  between  two  wedded  Wives — 

Figures  with  armorial  signs  of  race  and  birth^ 

And  the  vain  rank  the  pilgrims  bore  while  yet  on 

earth. 

isao. 


XXZT. 

LOVING   AND    LIKING: 

ADDRESSED  TO  ▲  CHILD. 
(BY  MY  SIVnBR.) 

Trxrb  's  more  in  words  than  I  can  teach : 

Yet  listen,  Child  1 — I  would  not  preach ; 

But  only  give  some  plain  directions 

To  guide  your  speech  and  your  affections^ 

Say  not  you  love  a  roasted  fowl, 

But  you  may  love  a  screaming  owl, 

And,  if  you  can,  the  unwieldy  toad 

That  crawls  from  his  secure  abode 

Within  the  mossy  garden  wall 

When  evening  dews  begin  to  faU. 

Oh  mark  the  beauty  of  his  eye : 

What  wonders  in  that  circle  lie  I 

So  clear,  so  bright,  our  fathers  said 

He  wears  a  jewel  in  his  head ! 

And  when,  upon  some  sliowery  day, 

Into  a  path  or  public  way 

A  frog  leaps  out  from  bordering  grass. 

Startling  the  timid  as  they  pass. 

Do  you  observe  him,  and  endeavour 

To  take  the  intruder  into  favour ;' 

Learning  from  him  to  find  a  reason 

For  a  light  heart  in  a  dull  season. 

And  you  may  love  him  in  the  pool. 

That  is  for  him  a  happy  school. 

In  which  he  swims  as  taught  by  nature. 

Fit  pattern  for  a  human  creature. 

Glancing  amid  the  water  bright. 

And  sending  upward  sparkling  light. 

Nor  blush  if  o'er  your  heart  be  stealing 
A  love  for  things  that  have  no  feeling : 
The  spring's  first  rose  by  you  espied. 
May  fill  your  breast  with  joyful  pride ; 
And  you  may  love  the  strawberry-flower. 
And  love  the  strawberry  in  its  bower ; 
But  when  the  fruit,  so  often  praised 
For  beauty,  to  your  lip  is  raised, 


Say  not  you  Uwe  the  delicate  treat, 
But  like  it,  enjoy  it,  and  thankfuDy  eat. 

Long  may  you  love  your  pensioner  moose. 
Though  one  of  a  tribe  that  torment  the  hoote: 
Nor  dislike  for  her  cruel  sport  the  cat. 
Deadly  foe  both  of  mouse  and  rat ; 
Remember  she  follows  the  law  of  her  kind. 
And  Instinct  is  neither  wayward  nor  blind. 
Then  think  of  her  beautiful  gliding  form. 
Her  tread  that  would  scarcely  crush  a  wonn. 
And  her  soothing  song  by  the  winter  fire, 
Soft  as  the  dying  throb  of  the  lyre. 

I  would  not  circumscribe  your  love : 
It  may  soar  with  the  eagle  and  brood  with  the  do 
May  pierce  the  earth  with  the  patient  mole, 
Or  track  the  hedgehog  to  his  hole. 
Loving  and  liking  are  the  solace  of  life. 
Rock  the  cradle  of  joy,  smooth  the  death-bed 

strife. 
You  love  your  father  and  your  mother. 
Your  grown-up  and  your  baby  brother ; 
You  love  your  sister,  and  your  friends, 
And  countless  blessings  which  God  sends : 
And  while  these  right  affections  play. 
You  live  each  moment  of  your  day ; 
They  lead  you  on  to  full  content. 
And  likings  fresh  and  innocent, 
That  store  the  mind,  the  memory  feed. 
And  prompt  to  many  a  gentle  deed : 
But  likings  come,  and  pass  away ; 
'Tis  love  that  remains  till  our  latest  day : 
Our  heavenward  guide  is  holy  love. 
And  will  be  our  bliss  with  saints  above.  H 


XXXVI. 


FAREWELL  LINES. 


*HiGH  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state,' 
But,  surely,  if  severe  afflictions  borne 
With  patience  merit  the  reward  of  peace, 
Peace  ye  deserve ;  and  may  the  solid  good, 
Sought  by  a  wise  though  late  exchange,  and  iMi 
With  bounteous  hand  beneath  a  cottage-roof    _i 
To  you  accorded,  never  be  withdrawn,  'i 

Nor  for  the  world's  best  promises  renounced.  Jj 
Most  sootliing  was  it  for  a  welcome  Friend,      ^ 
Fresh  from  the  crowded  city,  to  behold 
That  lonely  union,  privacy  so  deep,  j3 

Such  calm  employments,  such  entire  content.  '■ 
So  when  the  rain  is  over,  the  storm  laid,  / 


^^^^" 

■ 

^^H                                          THE  REDBREAST.                                                          IDA 

|ik  «f  btOM  dtlImM  Inn  I  wen, 

But  Email  and  fugitire  our  giin 

m>^mkjl^^M«tTMc 

Compared  with  Am  vho  bug  lislh  lun, 

|4c  *ilr  l.»d«n  I.  a»  un,  U  «» ; 

With  tsngiud  liiobi  uid  patient  bead 

d  i^  aha  al^  iilib  gnufol  et>K)tn  l»d  Ulen 

ntiere  now,  she  duly  linra  a  sti^n 

mmuA,  *(far  aA  -It-miiitty-mg  light, 

Tliat  cheats  her  of  loa  bugy  cans. 

*  aah  d»  odMT,  CB  111*  dmr  gnniDd, 

Eases  her  pain,  and  helps  her  prayers. 

bn  B.  IhM  CMda  tl>«n  bl<Mt.  Uwir  repoH^ 

Aud  who  bat  thia  deu-  Bird  beguiled 

The  feTer  at  that  pale-faced  Child  ; 

^ow  eooliog,  with  Ilia  paniug  wing. 

t  ^«dal  is  Ihalr  tanqon  inu  of  Ufe, 

Her  forehe^J,  Uke  8  breeze  of  Spring: 

■•••?-'  hifW  fw"-  W  my  mind 

Reodling  now,  with  descant  soil 

*«*«  far.^|b^  «ai  (h.7  r«t«y  U»  doH 

Sl>ed  mood  her  pillow  from  aIo^^ 

«  Md  >  IhMUbl  ipcril  Urk  b>  y<n. 

Sw«t  tlioughw  of  angels  hovering  nigh. 

lfehi|aaM*^d<wrri«ikdfl  ihBllmeeltgun. 

And  the  invifflblo  sjTnpalhy 

Of '  MaKhew,  Mark,  and  Luke,  and  John, 

Blewing  Uie  bed  Jie  lies  upon  *  I ' 

In  slnmber,  with  the  cadence  blendi 

Skx>i[. 

A  dnun  of  that  low-warbled  hymo 
Which  <dd  folk,  fondly  pl»«d  to  trim 

THE  REDOAKAllT. 

Immjm  of  faith,  now  bnmlng  dim. 

*— .-""«.-> 

Say  that  the  Chenibt  carred  in  atone. 
When  dondi  gan  way  al  dead  at  night 

And  tin  ancient  cliunh  wa>  filled  with  light. 

kfa»«S-i"t  »»*i.  ».i  r«t«™  u>*. 

Used  to  sing  in  heavenly  tone, 

bilMba»k>>kii.iUi<.rl>oit»: 

Abore  and  round  the  sacri'd  plaMa 

They  guard,  with  winged  baby.facoa. 

Mfatl>hkraddrt»««^ 

Thrice  happy  Creature  1  in  aU  landa 

llaw**DU>inI*hwl4 

^prfMhabksonotlMfMd, 

Free  entrance  to  tliis  cot  has  he. 

lkibM|Md»lTfa<UldMd 

Enlnnee  and  exit  both  ytt  tnr  ; 

lii*  ••  ta  (b>  BdUl  raid. 

i|Mwi».tero*^br. 

That  thusbrioga  man  and  bird  together. 

l«a»«Md  nnvn,  >pt«dU; 

And  casement  closed  and  door  made  fiurt. 

l^hi  bj  eii-n^  »o— no,  mi««j. 

To  keep  at  bay  the  howling  Uaat, 

iff  neods  not  for  the  eeaaon'e  rage. 

toaA>i^h.llin»a.lwi.t 

For  the  whole  bouw  <•  HoWn'e  cage. 

Mhn  *Mae  doort  a  wiihoui ! 

Whether  the  bird  flit  here  or  there. 

O'er  table  lill.  or  perch  on  chidr. 

itelkjMattaiiuin.1 

Thimgh  sotne  may  frown  and  make  a  stir. 

*  m  |«r  <•»*— lo  jour  feeing 

To  scan  him  aa  a  trespaseer. 

'm^tn  fcm  ibv  How  or  wUing ; 

And  he  belike  will  flinch  or  ttart. 

I  ^n  V  •  fMdlc  to  b(  picMd, 

tiood  friends  he  baa  to  take  his  part ; 

1  P«  hv  BMk*!  Idi  b«iu;  chnt. 

One  chiefly,  who  with  Toice  and  look 

IIbV  *nM  «!»>  mak  mud  ■»!!. 

Pl«ds  for  him  fn>m  the  ehimney-noot. 

■r  te  EV  ^  hms  b>  dwdl 

Where  ails  the  Dame,  and  wears  away 

k*iA  I^MB,  H  •  drnw  ccU. 

.ll,.«,rd^ 

^MWfi— <  ««  nik.  oiMd  llu>  IlinI 

■»>llh<nr,  iruk.  taa  I.ok*.  and  Jelw, 
Hlmlliibnllhalllxw.- 

*n  ptn  ol  ■  eblW.  prajw,  •ini  la  iremnl  am  Ibfttf- 

Mad  U>.  -ha  h.'.nt;'  WnL 

thi  nortlun  minim. 

106 


POEBiS  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS. 


Her  long  and  Tacant  holiday ; 
With  images  aboat  her  heart. 
Reflected  from  the  years  gone  by. 
On  hmnan  nature's  second  infimcj. 


1834. 


XZZTIII. 


HER  EYES  ARE  WILD. 


Heu  eyes  are  wild,  her  head  is  bare, 

The  8U1  has  burnt  her  coal-black  hair ; 

Her  eyebrows  have  a  rosty  stain, 

And  she  came  far  from  oyer  the  main. 

She  has  a  baby  on  her  arm. 

Or  else  she  were  alone  : 

And  underneath  the  hay-stack  warm, 

And  on  the  greenwood  stone. 

She  talked  and  sung  the  woods  among, 

And  it  was  in  the  English  tongue. 

II. 
^  Sweet  babe  I  they  say  that  I  am  mad, 
But  nay,  my  heart  is  far  too  glad ; 
And  I  am  happy  when  I  sing 
Full  many  a  sad  and  doleful  thing  : 
Then,  lovely  baby,  do  not  fear  I 
I  pray  thee  have  no  fear  of  me ; 
But  safe  as  in  a  cradle,  here 
My  lovely  baby  I  thou  shalt  be  : 
To  thee  I  know  too  much  I  owe  ; 
I  cannot  work  thee  any  woe. 

III. 
A  fire  was  once  within  my  brain  ; 
And  in  my  head  a  dull,  dull  pain  ; 
And  fiendish  faces,  one,  two,  three. 
Hung  at  my  breast,  and  pulled  at  me  ; 
But  then  there  came  a  sight  of  joy  ; 
It  came  at  once  to  do  me  good  ; 
I  waked,  and  saw  my  little  boy. 
My  little  boy  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
Oh  joy  for  me  that  sight  to  see  ! 
For  he  was  here,  and  only  he. 

IT. 

Suck,  little  babe,  oh  suck  again  ! 
It  cools  my  blood ;  it  cools  my  brain  ; 
Thy  lips  I  feel  them,  baby  1  they 
Draw  from  my  heart  the  pain  away. 
Oh  !  press  me  with  thy  little  hand  ; 
It  loosens  something  at  my  chest ; 


About  that  tight  and  deadly  band 
I  feel  thy  little  fingers  presL 
The  breeze  I  see  is  in  the  tree : 
It  comes  to  cool  my  babe  and  me. 


T. 


Oh  I  love  me,  love  me,  little  boy  I 
Thou  art  thy  mother's  only  joy  ; 
And  do  not  dread  the  waves  below. 
When  o'er  the  sea-rock's  edge  we  go  ; 
The  high  crag  cannot  work  me  harm. 
Nor  leaping  torrents  when  they  howl ; 
The  babe  I  carry  on  my  arm. 
He  saves  for  me  my  precious  soul ; 
Then  happy  lie ;  for  blest  am  I ; 
Without  me  my  sweet  babe  would  die. 


Tf. 


Then  do  not  fear,  my  boy  !  for  thee 
Bold  as  a  lion  will  I  be  ; 
And  I  will  always  be  thy  guide. 
Through  hollow  snows  and  rivers  wide. 
I  '11  build  an  Indian  bower ;  I  know 
The  leaves  that  make  the  softest  bed : 
And,  if  from  me  thou  wilt  not  go. 
But  still  be  true  till  I  am  dead. 
My  pretty  thing  1  then  thou  shalt  sing 
As  merry  as  the  birds  in  spring. 


VII. 


Thy  father  cares  not  for  my  breast, 
'Tis  thine,  sweet  baby,  there  to  rest ; 
'Tis  all  thine  own  I — and,  if  its  hue 
Be  changed,  that  was  so  fair  to  view, 
'Tis  fair  enough  for  thee,  my  dove  ! 
My  beauty,  little  child,  is  flown. 
But  thou  wilt  live  with  me  in  love  ; 
And  what  if  my  poor  cheek  be  brovm  I 
'Tis  well  for  me,  thou  canst  not  see 
How  pale  and  wan  it  else  would  be. 


VIII. 


Dread  not  their  taunts,  my  little  Life  ; 
I  am  thy  father's  wedded  wife  ; 
And  underneath  the  spreading  tree 
We  two  will  live  in  honesty. 
If  his  sweet  boy  he  could  forsake. 
With  me  he  never  would  have  stayed  : 
From  him  no  harm  my  babe  can  take  ; 
But  he,  poor  man  1  is  wretched  made  ; 
And  every  day  we  two  will  pray 
For  him  that 's  gone  and  far  away. 
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laj  bojr  the  sweetesl  things : 
teach  him  how  ihe  oidet  vngi. 
ittle  babe  I  thy  lips  are  still, 
thou  hast  almost  sacked  thy  fiU. 
here  art  thou  gone,  my  own  dear  child ! 
t  wicked  looks  are  those  I  see  I 
!  alas !  that  look  so  wild, 
yer,  norer  came  from  me : 
oa  art  mad,  my  pretty  lad, 
1 1  must  be  for  erer  sad. 


Oh  !  smile  on  me,  my  little  lamb  I 

My  love  for  thee  has  well  been  tried : 
I  've  sought  thy  father  &r  and  wide. 
I  know  the  poisons  of  the  shade  ; 
I  know  the  earth-nuts  fit  for  food : 
Then,  pretty  dear,  be  not  afraid : 
We  11  find  thy  father  in  the  wood. 
Now  laugh  and  be  gay,  to  the  woods  away  I 
And  there,  my  babe,  we  11  lire  for  aye." 

1798. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

By  penoDf  resident  in  the  oonntry  and  attached  to  rural  objeote,  many  placet  will  be  foond  imnainiid  or  of 
names,  where  little  Incidents  must  hare  occurred,  or  feelings  been  experienced,  which  will  have  glroo  to 
a  prirate  and  peculiar  interest.    From  a  wish  to  giro  some  sort  of  record  to  such  Incidents,  and  renew  flie 
of  such  feelings.  Names  have  been  giren  to  Places  by  the  Author  and  some  of  his  Frlsnds,  and  tbo  fallowing 
written  in  consequence^ 


It  was  an  April  morning :  fresh  and  dear 

The  Rimlet,  delighting  in  its  strength, 

Ran  with  a  young  man's  speed ;  and  yet  the  voice 

Of  waters  which  the  winter  had  supplied 

Was  softened  down  into  a  vernal  tone. 

The  spirit  of  enjoyment  and  desire, 

And  hopes  and  wishes,  from  all  living  things 

Went  circling,  like  a  multitude  of  sounds. 

The  budding  groves  seemed  eager  to  urge  on 

The  steps  of  June ;  as  if  their  various  hues 

Were  only  hindrances  that  stood  between 

Them  and  their  object:  but,  meanwhile, prevailed 

Such  an  entire  contentment  in  the  air 

That  every  naked  ash,  and  tardy  tree 

Yet  leafless,  showed  as  if  the  countenance 

With  which  it  looked  on  this  delightful  day 

Were  native  to  the  summer. — Up  the  brook 

I  roamed  in  the  confusion  of  my  heart. 

Alive  to  all  things  and  forgetting  all. 

At  lengdi  I  to  a  sudden  turning  came 

In  this  continuous  glen,  where  down  a  rock 

The  Stream,  so  ardent  in  its  course  before, 

Sent  forth  such  sallies  of  glad  sound,  that  all 

Which  I  till  then  had  heard,  appeared  the  voice 

Of  common  pleasure :  beast  and  bird,  the  lamb. 

The  shepherd's  dog,  the  linnet  and  the  thrush 

Vied  with  this  watei*fall,  and  made  a  song, 

Which,  while  I  listened,  seemed  like  the  wild  growth 

Or  like  some  natural  produce  of  the  air. 

That  could  not  cease  to  be.   Green  leaves  were  here ; 

But  'twas  the  foliage  of  the  rocks — the  birch. 

The  yew,  the  holly,  and  the  bright  green  thorn, 

With  hanging  islands  of  resplendent  furze : 

And,  on  a  summit,  distant  a  short  space. 

By  any  who  should  look  beyond  the  dell, 

A  single  mountain-cottage  might  be  seen. 

I  gazed  and  gazed,  and  to  myself  I  said, 


«  Our  thoughts  at  least  are  ours;  and  tiui  wild  aoilb 

My  Emma,  I  will  dedicate  to  thee." 

-^— Soon  did  the  spot  become  my  other 

My  dwelling,  and  my  omt^f-doorB  abodes 

And,  of  the  Shepherds  who  have  seea 

To  whom  I  sometunes  in  our  idle  talk 

Have  told  this  fancy,  two  or  three, 

Years  after  we  are  gone  and  in  our  gmwm. 

When  they  have  cause  to  speak  d  tfiis  iM 

May  caU  it  by  the  name  of  Emma's  Dsll 


II. 


TO  JOANNA. 


Amid  the  smoke  of  cities  did  yon 

The  time  of  early  youth ;  and  there  you  leame^ 

From  years  of  quiet  industry,  to  love 

The  hving  Beings  by  your  own  fire-side, 

With  such  a  strong  devotion,  that  your  heart 

Is  slow  to  meet  the  sympathies  of  them 

Who  look  upon  the  hills  with  tendemeM^ 

And  make  dear  friendships  with  the  streams  sd 

groves. 
Yet  we,  who  are  transgressors  in  this  IdoA, 
Dwelling  retired  in  our  simplicity 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  we  love  yea  weD, 
Joanna !  and  I  guess,  since  you  have 
So  distant  from  us  now  for  two  long 
That  you  will  gladly  listen  to  discourse^ 
However  trivial,  if  you  thence  be  taught 
That  tliey,  with  whom  you  once  were  happjy  tsl 
Familiarly  of  you  and  of  old  times. 

While  I  was  seated,  now  some  ten  days  paaly 
Beneath  those  lofty  firs,  that  overtop ' 
Their  ancient  neighbour,  the  old  steeple-tower. 
The  Vicar  from  his  gloomy  house  hard  by 
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la«  iMk  lo  U  w  cMechiaed, 
*h  «M  BJ  n|Jy  >— -  A*  11  beTfl, 
^■w  niiii«lin  ••  had  Hiknl  khrosd 
k  ^  ^J,  Jouiaa  uid  myself. 
»  Ikft  d»Bgtitfal  MMoa  ohen  ihe  broom, 
m^nd,  aail  viaibls  oo  «T*rj  if*Vi 
b  00^^  rona  in  tcou  of  goUL 
k-^r  M  M  OD  to  RoHu'a  tanks; 
!■  ■■  imiBi  ill  fiiiiii  iifilur  i»n  III  li 
i^mH  koks,  I  tlwr*  Mtappti  short — and 

t^Ac  lofty  lanicr  vitb  my  eye 

lU  I  «Mh  delighl  1  found 
d  UM^  in  elaoe  uid  Bower 


ni  kaaaly.  Imaged  Id  ihe  heart. 

hid  JP»J  p(rin|a  twu  miuutH'  «paf  e, 

*i^iaMy>yM,brheld 

hMol  af  Mine,  and  laoghiTd  aloud, 
ti^  B>  Miw  thing  (taning  From  a  slnrp, 
^  Ab  I«4]r'a  raicv,  and  laughed  a^in  ; 
~  M  VaoMB  >Mlad  to  Hdm^crag 


•  loBBd  it  from  \at  mtaly  hi«d. 
IB  1^  rtii  ^mii  1  lo  our  eonltat  Fritiid, 
|bfcl.7^j(^a««u.fa»».t 
ll  k  ■!}  Am)  thia  mn  in  dtnple  biith 
id  by  (be  bnitfaerfaood 


Tlio  fur  JoMinB  drew,  aaif  iihe  wiibed 
To  shelter  from  Bome  object  uf  her  fear. 
— And  hence,  long  afterwards,  w  lien  eighteen  mooi 
Were  waal«l,  aa  I  chanced  to  walk  alone 
Beneath  (his  rock,  at  lunrUe,  on  a  calm 
And  silent  morning.  I  sat  down,  uid  iheic, 
In  memory  of  afiectiotiB  old  and  true, 
I  duBcUed  out  in  ihoao  mde  chanulera 
Jouuuk's  name  deep  in  the  living  ilane ; — 
And  I,  and  all  who  dwell  by  my  fireude. 
Have  called  the  lovely  rock,  Jo4!iNa'»  Root." 


imherland  and  Weslmi 


B  wuldcraM*  dlManoa. 


TuBSE  la  an  Emiuence, — of  these  our  hint 

The  last  that  parleys  with  the  netting  sun  ; 

Wo  can  behold  it  from  our  orchard-seat ; 

And,  when  at  erening  we  punue  our  walk 

Along  the  public  way,  this  Peak,  »  high 

Above  OS,  and  so  distant  in  lis  hnght, 

Is  nsiblo  ;  and  often  soema  to  send 

lis  uvia  deep  quiet  lo  rcslure  our  hearts. 

The  meteon  make  of  it  a  favourite  liaiuit : 

The  star  of  Jove,  so  beaotifiil  and  lai^ 

In  the  mid  heavens,  is  never  half  so  fair 

As  wlien  be  shints  above  it.     'Tis  in  truth 

The  loneliest  place  ve  luve  amoDg  the  clouds. 

And  She  who  dwells  with  me,  whom  I  have  Iav«d 

With  sach  oammunion,  that  no  place  on  earth 

Ctm  ever  be  a  solitude  to  me, 

Uatb  to  ihit  londy  Summit  given  my  Name. 


A  Ninnow  girdle  of  rough  stones  and  en^ 
A  rude  and  natursl  causeway,  interposed 
Between  the  water  and  a  winding  slope 
Of  copse  and  thicket,  leaves  the  eastern  ahor* 


no 
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Of  Grasmere  safe  in  its  own  privacy : 
And  there  myself  and  two  belored  Friends; 
One  calm  September  morning,  ere  the  mist 
Had  altogether  yielded  to  the  sun, 
Sauntered  on  this  retired  and  difficult  way. 

Ill  suits  the  road  with  one  in  haste ;  but  we 

Played  with  our  time ;  and,  as  we  strolled  along, 

It  was  our  occupation  to  observe 

Such  objects  as  the  waves  had  tossed  ashore — 

Feather,  or  leaf,  or  weed,  or  withered  bough. 

Each  on  the  other  heaped,  along  the  line 

Of  the  dry  wreck.    And,  in  our  vacant  mood. 

Not  seldom  did  we  stop  to  watch  some  tuft 

Of  dandelion  seed  or  thistle's  beard, 

That  skimmed  the  surface  of  the  dead  calm  lake, 

Suddenly  halting  now — a  lifeless  stand  ! 

And  starting  off  again  with  freak  as  sudden ; 

In  all  its  sportive  wanderings,  all  the  while. 

Making  report  of  an  invisible  breeze 

That  was  its  wings,  its  chariot,  and  its  horse, 

Its  playmate,  rather  say,  its  moving  soul. 

And  often,  trifling  with  a  privilege 

Alike  indulged  to  all,  we  paused,  one  now, 
And  now  the  other,  to  point  out,  perchance 
To  pluck,  some  flower  or  water-weed,  too  fair 
Either  to  be  divided  from  the  place 
On  which  it  grew,  or  to  be  left  alone 
To  its  own  beauty.    Many  such  there  are. 
Fair  ferns  and  flowers,  uid  chiefly  that  tall  fern. 
So  stately,  of  the  queen  Osmunda  named ; 
Plant  lovelier,  in  its  own  retired  abode 
On  Grasniere's  beach,  than  Naiad  by  tlie  side 
Of  Grecian  brook,  or  Lady  of  the  Mere, 
Sole-sitting  by  the  shores  of  old  romance. 
— So  fared  we  tliat  bright  morning :  from  the  fields, 
Meanwhile,  a  noise  was  heard,  the  busy  mirth 
Of  reapers,  men  and  women,  boys  and  girls. 
Delighted  much  to  listen  to  those  sounds, 
And  feeding  thus  our  fancies,  we  advanced 
Along  the  indented  shore ;  when  suddenly, 
Tlirough  a  thin  veil  of  glittering  haze  was  scon 
Before  us,  on  a  point  of  jutting  land, 
The  tall  and  upright  figure  of  a  Man 
Attired  in  peasant's  garb,  who  stood  alone. 
Angling  beside  the  margin  of  the  lake. 
"  Improvident  and  reckless,"  we  exclaimed, 
<<  The  Man  must  be,  who  thus  can  lose  a  dav 
Of  the  mid  harvest,  when  the  labourer's  hire 
Is  ample,  and  some  little  might  be  stored 
Wherewith  to  cheer  him  in  the  winter  time." 
Thus  talking  of  that  Peasant,  we  approached 
Gose  to  the  spot  where  with  his  rod  and  line 
He  stood  alone ;  whereat  he  turned  his  head 
To  greet  us — and  we  saw  a  Man  worn  down 


By  sickness,  gaunt  and  lean,  with  sonken  cheeks 
And  wasted  limbs,  his  legB  so  long  and  lean 
That  for  my  single  self  I  looked  at  them. 
Forgetful  of  the  body  they  sustained. — 
Too  weak  to  labour  in  the  harvest  field. 
The  Man  was  using  his  best  skill  to  gain 
A  pittance  from  the  dead  unfeeling  lake 
That  knew  not  of  his  wants.    I  will  not  mj 
What  thoughts  immediately  were  oars,  nor  how 
The  happy  idleness  of  that  sweet  mom. 
With  all  its  lovdy  images,  was  changed 
To  serious  musing  and  to  self-reproAdi. 
Nor  did  we  fail  to  see  within  ourselves 
What  need  there  is  to  be  reserved  in  qwedi. 
And  temper  all  our  thoughts  with  charity. 
— ^Therefore,  unwilling  to  forget  that  day. 
My  Friend,  Myself,  and  She  who  then  reeeived 
The  same  admonishment,  have  called  the  plaee 
By  a  memorial  name,  uncouth  indeed 
As  e'er  by  mariner  was  given  to  bay 
Or  foreland,  on  a  new-discovered  coast ; 
And  Point  Rash-Juoomekt  is  the  name  it  bMiL 

It* 


V. 


TO  M.  H. 


Our  walk  was  far  among  the  ancient  trees: 
There  was  no  road,  nor  any  woodnian*s  path ; 
But  a  thick  umbrage— checking  the  wild  growth 
Of  weed  and  sapling,  along  soft  green  turf 
Beneath  the  branches— of  itself  liad  made 
A  track,  that  brought  us  to  a  slip  of  laiAn, 
And  a  small  bed  of  water  in  the  woods. 
All  round  this  pool  botli  flocks  and  herds  might  drink 
On  its  firm  margin,  even  as  from  a  well. 
Or  some  stone-basin  which  tlie  herdsman's  hand 
Had  shaped  for  their  i*efrcshment ;  nor  did  son, 
Or  wind  from  any  quarter,  ever  come. 
But  as  a  blessing  to  this  calm  recess, 
This  glade  of  water  and  this  one  green  field. 
The  spot  was  made  by  Nature  for  herself; 
The  travellers  know  it  not,  and  'twill  remain 
Unknown  to  them  ;  but  it  is  beautiful ; 
And  if  a  man  sliould  plant  his  cottage  near. 
Should  sleep  beneath  the  shelter  of  its  trees^ 
And  blend  its  waters  with  his  daily  meal, 
He  would  so  love  it,  that  in  his  deatli-hour 
Its  image  would  survive  among  his  thoughts: 
And  therefore,  my  sweet  Mart,  this  still  Nook, 
With  all  its  beeches,  we  have  named  from  Yon  I 

IMQL 
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Ill 


Tl. 

J  the  attractions  of  the  busy  world, 
ig  stacUous  leisure,  I  had  chosen 
ti<Hi  in  this  peaceful  Vale, 
ason  followed  of  continual  storm 
st  winter;  and^  from  week  to  week, 
,  and  lane,  and  public  road,  were  clogged 
!<pient  showers  of  snow.     Upon  a  hill 
rt  distance  from  my  cottage,  stands 
r  Fir-grove,  whither  I  was  wont 
n,  for  I  foond,  beneath  the  roof 
lerennial  shade,  a  cloistral  place 
e,  with  an  unincumbered  floor. 
[  safe  coTert,  on  the  shallow  snow, 
netimes,  on  a  speck  of  visible  earth, 
)reast  near  me  hopped ;  nor  was  I  loth 
adiise  with  vulgar  coppice  birds 
r  protection  from  the  nipping  blast, 
epaired. — A  single  beech-tree  grew 
his  grove  of  firs  !  and,  on  the  fork 
)De  beech,  appeared  a  thrush's  nest; 
Jar's  nest,  conspicuously  built 
small  elevation  from  the  ground 
sure  agn  that  they,  who  in  that  house 
e  and  of  love  had  made  their  home 
e  fir-trees,  all  the  summer  long 
a  tranquil  spot.    And  oftentimes, 
keep,  stragglers  from  some  mountain-flock, 
ratch  my  motions  with  suspicious  stare, 
e  remotest  outskirts  of  the  grove, — 
ok  where  they  had  made  their  final  stand, 
5  together  from  two  fears — the  fear 
id  of  the  storm.     Full  many  an  hour 
1 1  lose.     But  in  this  grove  the  trees 
n  so  thickly  planted,  and  had  thriven 
perplexed  and  intricate  array ; 
nly  did  I  seek,  beneath  their  stems 
1  of  open  space,  where  to  and  fro 
might  move  without  concern  or  care ; 
fied  thus,  though  earth  from  day  to  day 
ered,  and  the  air  by  storm  disturbed, 
the  shelter  to  frequent, — and  prized, 
n  I  wished  to  prize,  that  calm  recess. 

nows  dissolved,  and  genial  Spring  returned 
le  the  fields  with  verdure.     Otiier  haunts 
lik  were  mine ;  till,  one  bright  April  day, 
oce  retiring  from  tiie  glare  of  noon 
forsaken  covert,  there  I  found 
y  pathway  traced  between  the  trees, 
in(^g  on  witli  such  an  easy  line 
a  natural  opening,  that  I  stood 


Much  wondering  how  I  coidd  have  sought  in  vain 

For  what  was  now  so  obvious.    To  abide. 

For  an  allotted  interval  of  ease, 

Under  my  cottage-roof,  had  gladly  come 

From  the  wild  sea  a  cherished  Visitant ; 

And  with  the  sight  of  this  same  path — ^begun, 

Begun  and  ended,  in  the  shady  grove. 

Pleasant  conviction  flashed  upon  my  mind 

That,  to  this  opportune  recess  allured. 

He  had  surveyed  it  with  a  finer  eye, 

A  heart  more  wakeful ;  and  had  worn  the  track 

By  pacing  here,  unwearied  and  alone. 

In  that  habitual  restiessness  of  foot 

That  haunts  the  Sailor  measuring  o'er  and  o'er 

His  short  domain  upon  the  vessel's  deck. 

While  she  pursues  her  course  through  the  dreary  sea. 

When  thou  hadst  qmtted  Esthwaite's  pleasant 
shore. 
And  taken  thy  first  leave  of  those  green  hills 
And  rocks  that  were  the  play-ground  of  thy  youth. 
Year  followed  year,  my  Brother  I  and  we  two. 
Conversing  not,  knew  Httie  in  what  moidd 
Each  other's  mind  was  fashioned ;  and  at  length, 
When  once  again  we  met  in  Grasmere  Yale, 
Between  us  there  was  Uttie  other  bond 
Than  common  feelings  of  fraternal  love. 
But  thou,  a  School-boy,  to  the  sea  hadst  carried 
Undying  recollections ;  Nature  there 
Was  with  thee ;  she,  who  loved  us  both,  she  still 
Was  with  thee ;  and  even  so  didst  thou  become 
A  silent  Poet ;  from  the  solitude 
Of  the  vast  sea  didst  bring  a  watchf\il  heart 
Still  couchant,  an  inevitable  ear, 
And  an  eye  practised  like  a  blind  man's  touch. 
— Back  to  tiie  joyless  Ocean  thou  art  gone ; 
Nor  from  this  vestige  of  thy  musing  hours 
Could  I  withhold  thy  honoured  name, — and  now 
I  love  the  fir-grove  with  a  perfect  love. 
Thither  do  I  withdraw  when  cloudless  suns 
Shine  hot,  or  wind  blows  troublesome  and  strong  ; 
And  there  I  sit  at  evening,  when  the  steep 
Of  Silver-how,  and  Grasmere's  peaceful  lake^ 
And  one  green  island,  gleam  between  the  stems 
Of  the  dark  firs,  a  visionary  scene ! 
And,  while  I  gaze  upon  the  spectacle 
Of  clouded  splendour,  on  this  dream-like  sight 
Of  solemn  loveliness,  I  think  on  thee, 
My  Brother,  and  on  all  which  thou  hast  lost. 
Nor  seldom,  if  I  rightly  guess,  while  Thou, 
Muttering  the  verses  which  I  muttered  first 
Among  the  mountains,  through  the  midnight  watch 
Art  pacing  tiioughtfully  the  vessel's  deck 
In  some  far  region,  here,  while  o'er  my  head, 
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At  erery  impulse  of  the  moTing  breeze, 
The  fir-grore  mumrnn  with  a  seArlike  fioondy 
Alone  I  tread  this  path ; — for  aught  I  know, 
nming  mj  steps  to  thine ;  and,  with  a  store 
Of  undistingoishable  sympathies. 
Mingling  most  earnest  wishes  for  the  day 
When  we,  and  others  whom  we  lore,  shall  meet 
A  second  time,  in  Grasmere's  happy  Yale. 

1805. 

Not«k— .Thti  wUh  was  not  granted ;  thalameated  Person 
not  long  after  perUbed  Iqr  ■hipwreok,  in  dliobarge  of  his 
duty  as  Ckmunander  of  the  Hononrahle  Bast  India  Ck»> 
pan/e  Teiselt  the  Earl  of  Abergarenny. 


Tli. 

Forth  from  a  jutting  ridge,  around  whose  base 

Winds  our  deep  Yale,  two  heath-dad  Rocks  ascend 

In  fellowship,  the  loftiest  of  the  pair 

Rasing  to  no  ambitious  height;  yet  both. 

O'er  lake  and  stream,  mountain  and  flowery  mead, 

Unfolding  prospects  fiur  as  human  eyes 


Eyer  beheld.    Up-led  with  mutual  help. 
To  one  or  other  brow  of  those  twin  Peaks 
Were  twoadTenturous  Sisters  wont  to  climb. 
And  took  no  note  of  the  hour  while  thenoe  the; 

gazed. 
The  blooming  heath  their  couch,  gazed,  side  l^ 

side, 
In  speechleoB  admiration.    I,  a  witness 
And  frequent  sharer  of  their  calm  delist 
With  thankful  heart,  to  either  Eminence 
Grave  the  baptismal  name  each  lister  bore. 
Now  are  they  parted,  far  as  Death's  cold  hand 
Hath  power  to  part  the  Spuits  of  those  who  lof« 
As  they  did  loye.    Ye  kindred  Pinnarlee 
That,  while  the  generations  of  mankind 
Follow  each  other  to  their  hiding-plaoa 
In  time's  abyss,  are  privileged  to  endnve 
Beautiful  in  yourselyes,  and  richly  graced 
With  like  conmiand  of  beauty — grant  your  aid 
For  Mart's  humble,  Sarah's  silent,  claim. 
That  their  pure  joy  in  nature  may  snnrifv 
From  age  to  age  in  blended  memory. 
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A  MORNING  EXEBCISE. 

^i](cr,  niio  lesds  the  pastimes  of  the  glad, 
^^oll  oft  18  {leased  a  tvayward  dart  to  throw ; 
seoding  sad  diadows  after  things  not  sad. 
Peopling  the  harmless  fields  with  signs  of  woe : 
Beneatfa  her  sway,  a  simple  forest  cry 
Beeomes  an  echo  of  man's  misery. 

BEdw  xmTens  croak  of  death ;  and  when  the  owl 
^rm  hiB  two  voices  for  a  fayonrite  strain — 
^Wnid— TVi^ieftoo/  the  unsuspecting  fowl 
''orebodes  mishap  or  seems  but  to  complain  ; 
ucy,  intent  to  harass  and  annoy, 
tt  tfans  pervert  the  evidence  of  joy. 

Through  horder  wilds  where  naked  Indians  stray, 
jriads  of  notes  attest  her  subtle  skill ; 
feathered  task-master  cries,  ^  Work  aw  at  I " 
ad,  in  thy  iteration, «  Whip  poor  Will  •  I " 
beard  the  ^irit  of  a  toil-worn  slave, 
shed  oat  of  life,  not  quiet  in  the  grave. 

What  wonder?  at  her  bidding,  ancient  lays 
»ped  in  dire  grief  the  voice  of  Philomel ; 
td  that  fleet  messenger  of  summer  days, 
e  Swallow,  twittered  subject  to  like  spell ; 
t  ne'er  could  Fancy  bend  the  buoyant  Lark 
mplanfholy  service — ^hark  I  O  hark  I 

Ihe  diusy  deeps  upon  the  dewy  lawn, 
A  lifting  yet  &e  head  that  evening  bowed  ; 
it  ^«  is  risen,  a  later  star  of  dawn, 
ittering  and  twinkling  near  yon  rosy  cloud ; 
ngfat  gem  instinct  with  music,  vocal  spark ; 
ks  happiest  bird  Uiat  sprang  out  of  the  Ark  1 

Hail,  blest  above  all  kinds  ! — Supremely  skilled 
esUieas  with  fixed  to  balance,  high  with  low, 
ho^i  leaVst  the  halcyon  free  her  hopes  to  build 
^  «ch  forbeM^nce  as  the  deep  may  show  ; 
Perpetual  flight,  unchecked  by  earthly  ties, 
^▼'■t  to  the  wandering  bird  of  paradise. 


•  8ee  W*t«rt<m'»  Wanderings  In  South  America. 


Faithful,  though  swift  as  lightning,  the  meek  dove ; 
Yet  more  hath  Nature  reconciled  in  thee ; 
So  constant  with  thy  downward  eye  of  love. 
Yet,  in  a^'rial  singleness,  so  free ; 
So  humble,  yet  so  ready  to  rejoice 
In  power  of  wing  and  never-wearied  voice. 

To  the  last  point  of  vision,  and  beyond. 
Mount,  daring  warbler! — that  love-prompted  strain, 
{'Twixt  thee  and  thine  a  never-failing  bond) 
Thrills  not  the  less  the  bosom  of  the  plain : 
Yet  might*st  thou  teem,  proud  privilege  1  to  sing 
All  independent  of  the  leafy  spring. 

How  would  it  please  old  Ocean  to  partake. 
With  sailors  longing  for  a  breeze  in  vain. 
The  harmony  thy  notes  most  gladly  make 
Where  earth  resembles  most  his  own  domain  I 
Urania's  self  might  welcome  with  pleased  ear 
These  matins  mounting  towards  her  native  sphere. 

Chanter  by  heaven  attracted,  whom  no  bars 
To  day-light  knouTi  deter  from  that  pursuit, 
'Tis  well  that  some  sage  instinct,  when  tlie  stars 
Come  forth  at  evening,  keeps  Thee  still  and  mute ; 
For  not  an  eyelid  could  to  sleep  incline 
Wert  thou  among  them,  singing  as  they  shine  I 

1888. 


II. 
A  FLOWER  GARDEN, 

AT  CQLaORTON  HAUU,  LKICKSTKR8HIRK. 

Tell  me,  ye  ZephjTS !  that  unfold. 

While  fluttering  o'er  this  gay  Recess, 

Pinions  that  fanned  the  teeming  mould 

Of  Eden's  blissful  wilderness. 

Did  only  softly-stealing  hours 

There  close  the  peaceful  lives  of  flowers ! 

Say,  when  the  moving  creatures  saw 
All  kinds  commingled  without  fear. 
Prevailed  a  like  indulgent  law 
For  the  still  growths  that  prosper  here  ! 
Did  wanton  fan-n  and  kid  forbear 
The  half-blown  rose,  tlie  lily  spare  I 
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Or  peeped  they  often  from  their  bedi 
And  prematurely  dJaAppeared, 
Deroured  like  pleesnre  ere  it  ipreade 
A  boeom  to  the  nm  endeared ! 
If  such  their  hanh  untimely  doom. 
It  fidls  not  ken  on  bod  or  bloom. 


AH  aommer-long  the  happy  Etb 
Of  this  fair  Spot  her  flowers  may  bind. 
Nor  e'er,  with  raffled  fancy,  griere, 
From  the  next  glance  she  casts,  to  find 
That  love  for  little  things  by  Fate 
Is  rendered  rain  as  lore  for  greats 

Yet,  where  the  guardian  fence  is  womid. 
So  subtly  are  oor  eyes  beguiled 
We  see  not  nor  suspect  a  bound. 
No  more  than  in  some  forest  wild ; 
The  sight  is  free  as  air— or  crost 
Only  by  art  in  nature  lost. 

And,  though  the  jealous  turf  refuse 
By  random  footsteps  to  be  prest. 
And  feed  on  nerer-sullied  dewi^ 
Te,  gentle  breezes  from  the  west^ 
With  all  the  ministers  of  hope 
Are  tempted  to  this  sunny  slope  I 

And  hither  throngs  of  birds  resort ; 
Some,  inmates  lodged  in  shady  nesti^ 
Some,  perched  on  stems  of  stately  port 
That  nod  to  welcome  transient  guests ; 
While  hare  and  lereret,  seen  at  play. 
Appear  not  more  shut  out  than  they. 

Apt  emblem  (for  reproof  of  pride) 
This  delicate  Enclosure  shows 
Of  modest  kindness,  that  would  hide 
The  firm  protection  she  bestows ; 
Of  manners,  like  its  riewless  fence. 
Ensuring  peace  to  innocence. 

Thus  spake  the  moral  Muse — ^her  wing 
Abruptly  spreading  to  depart, 
She  left  that  farewell  offering, 
Memento  for  some  docile  heart ; 
That  may  respect  the  good  old  age 
When  Fancy  was  Truth's  willing  Page ; 
And  Truth  would  skim  the  flowery  glade, 
Though  entering  but  as  Fancy's  Shade. 

18S4. 


m. 


A  wHnu^BUksr  firom  bdund  ihe  luD 
Rushed  o'er  the  wood  with  startling  so 
Then — all  at  once  the  air  was  still. 
And  showers  of  hailstones  pattered  ron 
Where  leafless  oaks  towered  high  abor 
I  sat  within  an  undergrore 
Of  tallest  hollies,  tall  and  green ; 
A  fiurer  bower  was  never  seen. 
From  year  to  year  the  spacious  floor 
With  withered  leaTcs  is  cohered  o'er. 
And  all  the  year  the  bower  is  green. 
But  see !  where'er  the  hailstones  drop 
The  withered  leaves  all  skip  and  hop; 
There's  not  a  breeze — no  breath  of  air 
Yet  here,  and  there,  and  every  where 
Along  the  floor,  beneath  the  shade 
By  those  embowering  hollies  made, 
The  leaves  in  m^-riads  jump  and  qniq( 
As  if  with  pipes  and  music  rare 
Some  Robin  Good-fellow  were  there. 
And  all  those  leaves,  in  festive  glee, 
Were  dancing  to  the  minstrelsy. 


IT. 

THE  WATERFALL  AND  THE  EGLAH 

I. 
**  Begone,  thou  fond  presumptuous  EU 
Exclaimed  an  angr^'  Voice, 
"  Nor  dare  to  thrust  tliy  foolish  self 
Between  me  and  my  choice !" 
A  small  Cascade  fresh  swoln  with  snoi 
Thus  threatened  a  poor  Briar-rose, 
That,  all  bespattered  \*ith  his  foam. 
And  dancing  high  and  dancing  low. 
Was  living,  as  a  child  might  know. 
In  an  unhappy  home. 

n. 
^Dost  thou  presume  my  course  to  bloo 
Off",  off !  or,  puny  Thing ! 
1 11  hurl  thee  headlong  with  the  rock 
To  which  thy  fibres  cling." 
The  Flood  was  tyrannous  and  strong  ; 
The  patient  Briar  sufiered  long. 
Nor  did  he  utter  groan  or  sigh. 
Hoping  the  danger  would  be  pa^; 
But,  seeing  no  relief,  at  last. 
He  ventm*ed  to  reply. 
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m. 


*Ah !"  oud  the  Bmr,  *'blame  me  not; 

Wliy  should  we  dwell  in  strife  ! 

We  who  in  this  sequestered  spot 

Onoe  lired  a  happy  life ! 

You  stirred  me  on  my  rocky  bed— 

What  pleasure  through  my  veins  you  ipreiid 

The  Munmer  long,  from  day  to  day. 

My  leares  you  freshened  and  bedewed  ; 

Nor  was  it  common  gratitude 

That  did  your  cares  repay. 

rr. 
When  spring  came  on  with  bud  and  beU, 
Among  these  rocks  did  I 
Before  you  hang  my  wreaths  to  tell 
That  gentle  days  were  nigh  ! 
And  in  the  sultry  summer  hours, 
I  sheltered  you  with  leaves  and  flowers ; 
And  in  my  leaves — now  shed  and  gone. 
The  linnet  lodged,  and  for  us  two 
Chanted  his  pretty  songs,  when  you 
Had  little  voice  or  none. 


Bnt  now  proud  thoughts  are  in  your  bireast — 

What  grief  is  mine  yoa.see, 

Ah !  would  yon  think  ,  even  yet  how  blast 

Together  we  might  be  I 

Though  of  both  leaf  and  flower  berefl^ 

Some  ornaments  to  me  are  left — 

Kicfa  store  of  scarlet  hips  is  mine, 

With  which  I,  in  my  humble  way. 

Would  deck  you  many  a  winter  day, 

A  happy  F«gbmtine  1 " 

VI. 

What  more  he  said  I  cannot  tell, 

The  Torrent  down  the  rocky  dell 

Came  thundering  loud  and  fast ; 

I  listened,  nor  aught  else  could  hear; 

The  Briar  quaked — and  much  I  fear 

hislast. 

1800. 


V. 

THE  OAK  AND  THE  BROOM. 

A  r  ASTOaAU 

I. 
Ha  miple  truths  did  Andrew  g)( 
Beade  the  habblmj;  rills  ; 
A  e*re{iii  student  he  had  been 
^"wog  Uie  woods  and  hills. 


One  winter's  night,  when  through  the  trees 
The  wind  was  roaring,  on  his  knees 
His  youngest  bom  did  Andrew  hold : 
And  while  the  rest,  a  ruddy  quire, 
Were  seated  round  tlicir  blazix^g  fire^ 
This  Tale  the  Shepherd  told. 


n. 


^I  saw  a  crag,  a  lofty  stone 

As  ever  tempest  beat  1 

Out  of  its  head  an  Oak  had  grown^ 

A  Broom  out  of  its  feet. 

The  time  was  March,  a  cheerful  noon— 

The  thaw-wind,  with  tlie  breath  of  June, 

Breathed  gently  from  the  warm  south-' 

When,  in  a  voice  sedate  with  age, 

This  Oak,  a  giant  and  a  sage^ 

His  neighbour  thus  addressed  ^— 


III. 


'Eight  weary  weeks,  through  rock  and  dagr. 

Along  tills  mountain's  edge, 

The  Frost  hath  wrought  both  night  and  day, 

Wedge  driving  after  wedge. 

Look  up !  and  think,  above  your  head 

What  trouble,  surely,  will  be  bred ; 

Last  night  I  heard  a  crssh — 'tis  (me^ 

The  splinters  took  another  road— 

I  see  them  yonder — what  a  load 

For  such  a  Thing  as  yon  1 


IV. 


Yon  are  preparing  as  before, 

To  deck  your  slender  shape ; 

And  yet,  just  three  years  back — no 

You  had  a  strange  escape : 

Down  from  yon  cliff  a  fragment  broke ; 

It  thundered  down,  with  fire  and  smoke, 

And  hitherward  pursued  its  way ; 

This  ponderous  block  was  caught  by  me, 

And  o'er  your  head,  as  you  may  see, 

Tis  hanging  to  this  day  I 


If  breeze  or  bird  to  this  rongfa  steep 

Your  kind's  first  seed  did  bear ; 

The  breeze  had  better  been  asleep, 

The  bird  caught  in  a  snare : 

For  you  and  your  greeo  twigs  decoy 

The  little  witless  shepherd-boy 

To  come  and  slumber  in  your  bower ; 

And,  trust  me,  on  some  sultry  noon, 

Botli  you  and  he,  Heaven  knows  how  soon ! 

Will  perish  in  one  hour. 

I  3 
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TT. 


From  me  this  friendly  warning  take* — 
The  Broom  hegan  to  doze, 
And  thus,  to  keep  herself  awake. 
Did  gently  interpose : 
<My  thanks  for  your  discourse  are  due ; 
That  more  than  what  you  say  is  true, 
I  know,  and  I  have  kno^^n  it  long ; 
FraO  is  the  hond  by  which  we  hold 
Our  being,  whetlier  young  or  old. 
Wise,  foolish,  weak,  or  strong. 


vn. 


Disasters,  do  the  best  we  can. 

Will  reach  both  great  and  small; 

And  he  is  oft  the  wisest  man, 

Who  is  not  wise  at  alL 

For  me,  why  should  I  wish  to  roam! 

This  spot  is  my  paternal  home, 

It  is  my  pleasant  heritage ; 

My  father  many  a  happy  year. 

Spread  here  his  careless  blossoms,  here 

Attained  a  good  old  age. 


Tm. 


Even  such  as  his  may  be  my  loL 
What  cause  have  I  to  haunt 
My  heart  with  terrors!  Am  I  noi 
In  truth  a  favoured  plant ! 
On  me  such  bounty  Summer  pours, 
Tliat  I  am  covered  o*er  witli  flowers ; 
And,  wlicn  the  Frost  is  in  the  sky, 
My  branches  are  so  fresh  and  gay 
That  you  might  look  at  mo  and  say. 
This  Plant  can  never  die. 


nc 


The  butterfly,  all  green  and  gold. 
To  me  hath  often  flown. 
Here  in  my  blossoms  to  behold 
Wings  lovely  as  his  own. 
When  grass  is  chill  with  rain  or  dew. 
Beneath  my  shade,  the  mother-ewe 
Lies  with  her  infant  lamb ;  I  see 
The  love  they  to  each  other  make. 
And  the  sweet  joy  which  they  partake. 
It  is  a  joy  to  me.' 

Her  voice  was  blithe,  her  heart  was  light ; 
The  Broom  might  have  pursued 
Her  speech,  until  the  stars  of  night 
Their  journey  had  renewed  ; 
But  in  the  branches  of  the  oak 
Two  ravens  now  began  to  croak 


Their  nuptial  song,  a  gladsoime  air  ; 
And  to  her  own  green  bower  the  breezi 
That  instant  brought  two  stripling  bees 
To  rest,  or  murmur  there. 

One  night,  my  Children  I  firam  the  non 

There  came  a  furious  blast ; 

At  break  of  day  I  ventured  forth. 

And  near  the  cliff  I  passed. 

The  storm  had  fallen  upon  the  Oak, 

And  struck  him  with  a  mighty  stroke. 

And  whirled,  and  whirled  him  far  awa.^ 

And,  in  one  hospitable  deft, 

The  httle  careless  Broom  was  left 

To  live  for  many  a  day.** 


TI. 

TO  A  SEXTON. 

Let  thy  wheel-barrow  alone- 
Wherefore,  Sexton,  piling  still 
In  thy  bone-house  bone  on  bone  f 
'Tis  akcady  Uke  a  hill 
In  a  field  of  battle  made. 
Where  three  thousand  skulls  are  laid; 
These  died  in  peace  each  with  the  othe 
Fatlier,  sister,  friend,  and  brother. 

Mark  the  8])ot  to  which  I  point  I 
From  this  platform,  eight  feet  square^ 
Take  not  even  a  finger-joint : 
Andrew's  whole  fire-side  is  there. 
Here,  alone,  before  tliine  eyes, 
Simon's  sickly  daughter  lies, 
From  weakness  now,  and  pain  defende 
Whom  he  twenty  winters  tended. 

Look  but  at  the  gardener's  pride — 
How  he  glories,  when  he  sees 
Roses,  lilies,  side  by  side, 
Violets  in  families ! 
By  the  heart  of  Man,  his  tears. 
By  his  hopes  and  by  his  fears. 
Thou,  too  heedless,  art  the  Warden 
Of  a  far  superior  garden. 

Thus  then,  each  to  other  dear. 
Let  tliem  all  in  quiet  lie, 
Andrew  there,  and  Susan  here, 
Neighboiu?  in  mortality. 
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And,  iboold  I  liTe  thrtnigb  nm  and  nin 
Scren  aiiloinid  ytan  nihnnl  1117  Juie, 
OSexMa,dosM  ihen  remore  her, 
I^  ooa  pan  bold  the  Loreil  Mid  Lover  1 
17» 


TO  THE  DAISY. 


k  fran  rook  (0  rock  I  went, 
At  M  bin  In  ifiiconient 
■«<■  Uich  utd  turbulent, 
■■  |iln*ail  vhm  meat  uneuy ; 
■  ■;  oan  dellgbu  I  nuke, — 

7  KWBn'*  loo  part&kc^ 


Thau  liv'it  with  leeauDbi^oasnim, 
Yet  hut  ndt  gone  wilhoul  thy  brae  ; 
Thou  kit  indeed  b;  idbd;  »  clum 
The  Poei'e  du-ling. 

IT  to  k  rork  from  rsins  he  fl;, 
Or,  some  bright  day  of  April  tVj, 
ImprisoDed  by  bat  eunthiDe  lie 

Near  the  green  holly. 
And  wewilj'  u  length  ahoold  (are ; 
He  oeedi  but  look  about,  and  then 
ThoD  art  I — a  friend  at  band,  to  icara 

Hia  melancholy. 

A  htmdred  times,  by  rock  or  bower. 
Ere  tbua  1  have  Uio  coui^ed  an  hour, 
Haie  I  derived  from  thy  sweet  power 

Some  appreheuiion  ; 
Some  vle&dy  love ;  same  brief  delight  J 
Some  memory  that  had  token  flight ; 
Some  chime  of  fancy  wrong  or  right ; 


If  s(at«l  J  piuaione  id  me  bum. 

And  one  chance  look  to  The«  shoold  tnm^ 

1  driuk  out  of  an  humbler  um 

A  lowlier  pleasure ; 
The  homely  eympatliy  that  beeda 
The  i!ammoD  life,  our  nature  breeds  ; 
A  wisdom  fitted  to  the  needa 

Of  hearts  at  Idnirs. 

FrrshHoiutteD  by  the  morning  ny. 
When  thou  art  up,  alert  and  gaj. 
Then,  cheerful  Fluwer  I  lay  Bpirila  play 

With  kitidred  gladnen: 
And  when,  at  dusk,  by  dew*  appiul 
Thou  nck'U,  the  Imago  of  thj  reel 
Uatb  often  eased  my  penmre  breast 

Of  carefiil  sadnesa. 

And  all  day  long  I  ntmiber  y«t. 
All  leaBons  through,  another  deb^ 
Whli^h  1,  wherever  thou  art  met. 


An  inslind  call  it,  ■  blind 
A  happy,  genial  influi^nce, 

Nor  wbilhcr  going. 


II 


Cliild  ef  (ha  Year  I  (hat  round  doat  run 
Thy  plcofianl  couth. — when  day  '•  brgim 
Ai  ready  lo  lalule  Iho  nin 
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I'lV-'-S 


As  lark  er  leveret, 
Thy  long-lust  praiae  thoa  shah  nga^ ; 
Nor  be  le»a  dear  to  future  men 
Than  in  old  time; — thou  not  m  valD 

Art  Nature's  fiivourite.* 


utis. 


▼in. 

TO  THE  SAME  FLOWER 

With  little  here  to  do  or  see 

Of  things  tliat  in  the  great  world  be, 

Daisy  I  again  I  talk  to  tliee. 

For  thou  art  wortliy, 
Thou  unassuming  Common-place 
Of  Nature,  with  tliat  homely  face. 
And  yet  with  something  of  a  grace^ 

Which  Love  makes  for  thee ! 

Oft  on  the  dappled  turf  at  ease 

I  sit,  and  play  with  similies, 

Loose  types  of  things  through  all  degreei^ 

Thoughts  of  thy  raising : 
And  many  a  fond  and  idle  name 
I  give  to  tliee,  for  praise  or  blame. 
As  is  the  humour  of  the  game. 

While  I  am  gazing. 

A  nun  demure  of  lowly  port; 

Or  sprightly  maiden,  of  Love's  court. 

In  thy  simplicity  the  sport 

Of  all  temptations; 
A  queen  in  cruwn  of  rubies  drest ; 
A  starveling  in  a  scanty  vest ; 
Are  all,  as  seems  to  suit  thee  best, 

Thy  appellations. 

A  littie  Cyclops,  with  one  eye 
Staring  to  threaten  and  defy, 
That  thought  conies  next — and  instantly 

The  fi-eak  is  over, 
The  shape  will  vanish — and  behold 
A  silver  shivld  wiUi  boss  of  gold, 
That  spreads  itself,  some  fiMry  bold 

In  fight  to  cover  I 

I  see  thee  glittering  fVom  afar— 
And  then  tliou  art  a  pretty  star ; 
Not  quite  so  fan*  as  many  are 


*  See«-  in  Cliaucer  iind  the  elder  Poets,  the  honours 
formerly  i>aid  to  this  flower. 


In  heaven  above  theel 
Yet  Eke  a  star,  with  glittering  crest. 
Self-poised  in  air  thoa  seem*st  to  rat  ;-<— 
May  peaee  come  never  to  his  nett. 

Who  shall  reprove  thee  I 

Bright  Flower/  for  by  that  name  at  last^ 
When  all  my  liveries  are  past, 
I  call  thee,  and  to  that  cleave  fitft, 

Sweet  silent  creature  I 
That  breath*st  with  me  in  sun  and  air. 
Do  thou,  as  thou  art  wont,  repair 
My  heart  with  gUdness,  and  a  share 

Of  thy  meek  nature  I 


IX. 

THE  GREEN  UNNET. 

Beneath  these  fruit-tree  boughs  that  shed 
Their  snow-white  blossoms  on  my  head. 
With  brightest  sunshine  round  me  spread 

Of  spring's  unclouded  weather. 
In  this  sequestered  nook  how  sweet 
To  sit  upon  my  orchard-seat  1 
And  birds  and  flowers  once  more  to  graet 

My  last  year's  friends  together. 

One  have  I  marked,  ^e  happiest  gueat 
In  all  this  covert  of  the  blest : 
Hail  to  Thee,  fiur  above  the  rest 

In  joy  of  voice  and  pinion ! 
Thou,  Linnet !  in  thy  green  array, 
Presiding  Spirit  here  to-day. 
Dost  lead  the  revels  of  the  May ; 

And  this  is  tliy  dominion. 

Willie  birds,  and  butterflies,  and  flowen^ 
Make  all  one  band  of  paramours. 
Thou,  ranging  up  and  down  the  bowwi, 

Art  sole  in  tliy  employment : 
A  Life,  a  Presence  like  the  Air, 
Scattering  thy  gladness  without  care. 
Too  blest  witli  any  one  to  pair ; 

Thyself  thy  own  enjoyment.  , 

Amid  yon  tuft  of  hazel  trees. 
That  twinkle  to  tlie  gusty  breeze. 
Behold  him  perched  in  ecstacies,  j 

Yet  seeming  still  to  hover  ; 
Tliere !  where  the  flutter  of  his  wings 
Upon  his  back  and  body  flings 
Shadows  and  sunny  glimmerings, 

That  cover  him  all  over. 
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My  dazzled  sigfat  he  oft  deceive^ 
A  Brother  of  the  dancing  leaves; 
Then  flits,  and  from  the  cottage-eaves 

Pours  forth  his  song  in  gushes ; 
As  if  bj  that  exulting  strain 
He  mocked  and  treated  with  disdain 
The  Toiceless  Form  he  choee  to  feign. 

While  flattering  in  the  hushes. 


UOIL 


TO  A  SKY-LARK. 

Dp  with  me  I  up  with  me  into  the  donda  I 
For  thj  song.  Lark,  is  strong; 

Up  with  me,  up  with  me  into  the  clouds  I 
Singing,  singing, 

^th  doods  and  sky  about  thee  ringing, 
Lift  me,  guide  me  till  I  find 

That  ^pot  which  seems  so  to  thy  mind  I 

I  have  walked  through  wildernesses  dreary 

And  to-day  my  heart  is  weary ; 

Had  I  now  the  wings  of  a  Faery, 

Up  to  thee  would  I  fly. 

There  is  madness  about  thee,  and  joy  divine 

In  that  song  of  thine ; 

Lift  me,  guide  me  high  and  liigh 

To  thy  banqueting-place  in  the  sky. 

Joyous  as  morning. 
Thou  art  laughing  and  scorning ; 
Tlwtt  hast  a  nest  for  thy  love  and  thy  rest. 
And,  though  little  troubled  with  sloth. 
Drunken  Lark !  thou  would'st  be  loth 
To  be  such  a  traveller  as  I. 
Happy,  happy  Liver, 
With  a  soul  as  strong  as  a  mountain  river 
Pouring  out  praise  to  the  almighty  Giver, 
Joy  and  jollity  be  with  us  both  I 


Alas !  my  journey,  rugged  and  uneven, 
Throogh  prickly  moors  or  dusty  ways  must  wind  ; 
Bat  hearing  thee,  or  others  of  thy  kind, 
\ji  fnU  of  gladness  and  as  free  of  heaven, 
I,  with  my  fate  contented,  will  plod  on. 
And  hope  for  higher  raptures,  when  life*s  day  is  done. 

1805. 


XI. 

TO  THE  SMALL  CELANDINE.* 

Pansies,  lilies,  kingcups,  daisies. 
Let  them  live  upon  their  praises ; 
Long  as  there's  a  sun  that  sets, 
Primroses  will  have  their  glory ; 
Long  as  there  are  violets, 
They  will  have  a  place  in  story : 
There 's  a  flower  that  shall  be  miue^ 
'Tis  the  litUe  CeUndine. 

Eyes  of  some  men  travel  far 
For  the  finding  of  a  star ; 
Up  and  down  tlie  heavens  they  go, 
Men  that  keep  a  mighty  rout  I 
I  'm  as  great  as  they,  I  trow. 
Since  the  day  1  found  thee  out, 
Little  Flower! — I'll  make  a  stir, 
Like  a  sage  astronomer. 

Modest,  yet  withal  an  Elf 
Bold,  and  lavish  of  thyself; 
Since  we  needs  must  first  have  met 
I  have  seen  thee,  high  and  low. 
Thirty  years  or  more,  and  yet 
'Twas  a  face  I  did  not  know , 
-Thou  hast  now,  go  where  I  may. 
Fifty  greetings  in  a  day. 

Ere  a  leaf  is  on  a  bush. 
In  the  time  before  the  thrush 
Has  a  thought  about  her  nest, 
Thou  wilt  come  with  half  a  call. 
Spreading  out  tliy  glossy  breast 
Like  a  careless  Prodigal ; 
Telling  tales  about  the  sun. 
When  we  've  little  warmth,  or  none. 

Poets,  vain  men  in  their  mood  I 
Travel  with  the  multitude : 
Never  heed  them ;  I  aver 
That  they  all  are  wanton  wooers ; 
But  the  thrifty  cottager. 
Who  stirs  little  out  of  doors, 
Joys  to  spy  thee  near  her  home ; 
Spring  is  coming.  Thou  art  come  I 

Comfort  have  thou  of  thy  merit, 
Kindly,  unassuming  Spirit ! 
Careless  of  thy  neighbourhood, 
Thou  dost  sliow  tliy  pleasant  face 

*  Common  Pile  wort. 
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On  the  mooTy  and  in  the  wood, 
In  the  kne ; — there's  not  a  plao6^ 
Howsoever  mean  it  be, 
But  'tis  good  enough  for  thee. 

HI  be&I  the  yellow  flowers, 
Children  of  the  flaring  hours ! 
Buttercups,  that  will  be  seen. 
Whether  we  will  see  or  no ; 
Others,  too,  of  lofty  mien ; 
They  have  done  as  worldlings  do, 
Taken  praise  that  should  be  thine^ 
Little,  humble  Celandine  I 

Prophet  of  delight  and  mirth, 
Ul-requited  upon  earth ; 
Herald  of  a  mighty  band. 
Of  a  joyous  train  ensuing. 
Serving  at  my  heart's  command. 
Tasks  that  are  no  tasks  renewing, 
I  will  sing,  as  doth  behove, 
Hynms  in  praise  of  what  I  love  I 


XII. 

TO  THE  SAME  FLOWER. 

Pleasures  newly  found  are  sweet 
When  they  lie  about  our  feet : 
February  last,  my  heart 
First  at  siglit  of  thee  was  glad ; 
All  unheard  of  as  thou  art. 
Thou  must  needs,  I  thiuk,  have  had. 
Celandine !  and  long  ago. 
Praise  of  which  I  nothing  know. 

I  have  not  a  doubt  but  he. 
Whosoe'er  the  man  might  be. 
Who  the  first  with  pointed  rays 
(Workman  worthy  to  be  sainted) 
Set  the  sign-board  in  a  blaze, 
When  the  rising  sun  he  painted. 
Took  the  fancy  from  a  glance 
At  thy  glittering  countenance. 

Soon  as  gentle  breezes  bring 
News  of  winter's  vanishing. 
And  the  children  build  their  bowers, 
Sticking  'kerchief-plots  of  mould 
All  about  with  full-blown  flowers. 
Thick  as  sheep  in  shepherd's  fold ! 
With  the  proudest  thou  art  there. 
Mantling  in  the  tiny  square. 


180& 


Often  have  I  sighed  to  measure 
By  myself  a  lonely  pleasure. 
Sighed  to  think,  I  read  a  book 
Only  read,  perhaps,  by  me  ; 
Yet  I  long  could  overlook 
Thy  bright  coronet  and  Thee^ 
And  thy  arch  and  wily  ways^ 
And  thy  store  of  other  praiaa. 

Blithe  of  heart,  firom  week  to  week 
Thou  dost  play  at  hide-and-seek  ; 
While  the  patient  primrose  Bis 
Like  a  beggar  in  the  cold. 
Thou,  a  flower  of  wiser  wits, 
SUp'st  into  thy  sheltering  hold  ; 
Liveliest  of  the  vernal  train 
When  ye  all  are  out  again. 

Drawn  by  what  peculiar  speSl, 
By  what  charm  of  sight  or  smdl. 
Does  the  dim-eyed  curious  Bee, 
labouring  for  her  waxen  cells^ 
Fondly  settle  upon  Thee 
Prized  above  all  buds'^md  bells 
Opening  daily  at  thy  side. 
By  the  season  multiplied! 

Thou  art  not  beyond  the  moon. 
But  a  thing  *  beneath  our  shoon  :  * 
Let  the  bold  Discoverer  thrid 
Li  his  bark  the  polar  sea ; 
Rear  who  will  a  pyramid  ; 
Praise  it  is  enough  for  me. 
If  there  be  but  three  or  four 
Who  will  love  my  little  Flower. 


XIII. 

THE  SEVEN  SISTERS ; 

OB, 

THE  SOLITUDE  OF  BINNORIB. 

I. 
Seven  Daughters  had  Lord  Archibald, 
All  children  of  one  mother : 
You  could  not  say  in  one  short  day 
What  love  they  bore  each  other. 
A  garland,  of  seven  lilies,  wrought ! 
Seven  Sisters  that  together  dwell ; 
But  he,  bold  Knight  as  ever  fought. 
Their  Father,  took  of  them  no  thou^i^ 
He  loved  the  wars  so  welL 
Sing,  mournfully,  oh  I  mournfully, 
The  solitude  of  Binnorie  1 
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fVeah  tkbwB  iho  wind,  a  wesEtem  windy 

And  from  ihfi  shores  of  Erin, 

Across  the  wato,  a  Rorer  braTS 

To  Binnorie  is  steering  : 

Right  onward  to  the  Scottish  strand 

The  gaUant  ship  is  borne ; 

The  warriors  leap  upon  the  knd, 

And  hark  I  the  Leader  of  the  band 

Hath  blown  his  bugle  horn. 

Sing^  moamfuUyy  oh  I  mourhfiiUjry 

Ibe  adfitiide  of  Binnorie. 


m 
Beside  a  grotto  of  ihdr  own, 
Witfi  boo^  above  them  dosing^ 
The  Seren  aze  laid,  and  in  the  diade 
Thej  Ue  like  &wns  reposing. 
But  now,  upstarting  with  affirij^t 
Ai  noise  of  man  and  steed. 
Away  tbey  ilj  to  left,  to  right— 
Of  joor  fiyr  housdiold.  Father-knight, 
ifartAilf  yoa  take  small  heed  ! 
8bi|^  moumfuD J,  oh !  moumfuD/, 
The  sofitnda  of  Binnorie. 


IT. 

Awaj  Ihb  aeren  fiur  Campbells  fly. 

And,  over  hiU  and  hollow. 

With  "M«**<^  proud,  and  insult  loud, 

Tlie  jonthfnl  Boyers  follow. 

Cried  tbej, "  Your  Father  loves  to  roam 

Enough  for  him  to  find 

^le  empty  house  when  he  comes  home  ; 

For  us  joor  jeUow  ringlets  comb. 

For  us  be  faxr  and  kind  I  ** 

Sin^  mournfully,  oh  I  mournfully. 

The  lolitndft  of  Binnorie. 


Soma  doee  behind,  some  side  by  side, 

like  doods  in  stormy  weather  ; 

They  run,  and  ay, "  Nay,  let  us  die, 

And  lei  us  die  together.'* 

A  lake  was  near  ;  the  shore  was  steep  ; 

Tlwre  nerer  foot  had  been  ; 

Tbey  ran,  and  with  a  desperate  leap 

Together  pbmged  into  tiie  deep, 

NoF  ever  more  were  seen. 

Siag^  mournfully,  di  I  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie. 


VI. 


The  stream  that  flows  out  of  the  lake. 
As  through  the  glen  it  rambles, 
Repeats  a  moan  o'er  moss  and  stone, 
For  those  seven  lovely  Campbells. 
Seven  little  Islands,  green  and  bare. 
Have  risen  from  out  the  deep : 
The  fishers  say,  those  sisters  &ir, 
By  &eriea  all  are  buried  there. 
And  there  together  sleep. 
Sing,  mournfully,  oh !  mournfully. 
The  solitude  of  Binnorie. 


1804. 


XIV. 

Who  fimded  what  a  pretty  ught 
This  Rock  would  be  if  edged  around 
With  living  snow-drops  t  drdet  bright ! 
How  glorious  to  this  orchard-ground  I 
Who  loved  the  little  Rock,  and  set 
Upon  its  head  this  coronet  I 

Was  it  the  humour  of  a  child  I 

Or  rather  of  some  gentle  maid, 

Whoee  brows,  the  day  that  she  was  styled 

The  shepherd-queen,  were  thus  arrayed! 

Of  man  mature,  or  matron  sage  t 

Or  old  man  toying  with  his  age ! 

I  asked — ^'twas  whispered  ;  The  device 
To  each  and  all  might  well  belong : 
It  is  the  Spirit  of  Paradise 
That  prompts  such  work,  a  Spirit  strong, 
That  gives  to  all  the  self-same  bent 
Where  life  is  wise  and  innocent 


I80& 


XV. 


REDBREAST  CHASING  THE  BUTTERFLY. 

Abt  thou  the  bird  whom  Bian  loves  besty 
The  pious  bird  with  the  scarlet  breast^ 

Our  little  English  Robin ; 
The  bird  that  comes  about  our  doors 
When  Automn-winds  are  sobbing  t 
Art  thou  the  Peter  of  Norway  Boors! 

Their  Thomas  in  Finknd, 

And  Russia  far  inland! 
The  bird,  that  by  some  name  or  other 
All  men  who  know  thee  call  their  brother. 
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The  darling  of  children  and  men! 
Could  Father  Adam  *  open  his  ejes 
And  see  thb  sight  beneath  the  skies. 
He  'd  wish  to  close  them  again. 
— If  the  Butterfly  knew  but  his  friendi 
Hither  his  flight  he  would  bend  ; 
And  And  his  way  to  me, 
Under  tlie  branches  of  the  tree : 
In  and  out,  he  darts  about ; 
Can  this  be  the  bird,  to  man  so  good. 
That,  after  their  bewildering. 
Covered  with  leaves  the  little  diildren, 
So  painfully  in  the  wood  t 

What  ailed  thee,  Robin,  that  thou  could*st  pursue 

A  beautiful  creature, 

That  is  gentle  by  nature  t 

Beneath  the  summer  sky 

From  flower  to  flower  let  him  fly  ; 

'Tis  all  tliat  he  wishes  to  do. 

The  cheerer  Thou  of  our  in-door  sadness. 

He  is  tlie  friend  of  our  summer  gladness : 

Wliat  hinders,  then,  that  ye  should  be 

Playmates  in  the  sunny  weatlier. 

And  fly  about  in  the  air  together  I 

His  beautiful  wings  in  crimson  are  dre^ 

A  crimson  as  bright  as  tliine  own : 

Would*st  thou  be  happy  in  tliy  nest, 

0  pious  Bird !  whom  man  loves  best. 

Love  him,  or  leave  him  alone  I 

1806. 


XVI. 

SONG  FOR  THE  SPINNING  WHEEL. 

roUNDKD  UPON  A   RRURP  PnRrALK?rr  AMOirO  THB   PASTORAL 
VALKS  OK    WKbTMOItELANO. 

Swiftly  turn  the  murmuring  wheel ! 
Night  has  brought  the  welcome  hour. 
When  the  weary  fingera  feel 
Help,  as  if  fi*om  faery  power ; 
Dewy  niglit  o'ershades  the  ground  ; 
Turn  the  swift  wheel  romid  and  round  I 

Now,  beneath  the  starry  sky. 
Couch  the  %videly-8cattered  sheep  i — 
Ply  the  pleasant  labour,  ply  ! 
For  the  spindle,  while  they  sleep, 
RuiiH  with  speed  more  smooth  and  fine, 
Gathering  up  a  trustier  line. 


*  St»e  Parndisc  Lost.  Book  XI.,  where  Adam  points  out 
to  Kve  the  ominouH  Hign  of  the  ICagle  chaning  '  two  Birds 
of  g:\yeMt  pliinie/  and  the  gentle  llart  and  Hind  pursued 
by  their  enemy. 


Short-lived  likings  may  be  bred 
By  a  glance  from  fickle  eyes ; 
But  true  love  is  like  the  thread 
Which  the  kindly  wool  supplies, 
When  the  flocks  are  all  at  rest 
Sleeping  <m  the  mountain's  breaaL 


XVII. 

HINT   FROM   THE   MOUNTAI 

FOR  CXRTAtir  P0LITICA.L  PaSTSlTDKIia. 

^  Who  but  hails  the  aght  with  pleasu 
When  the  wings  of  genius  rise. 
Their  ability  to  measure 

With  great  enterprise ; 
But  in  man  was  ne'er  such  daring 
As  yon  Hawk  exhibits,  pairing 
His  brave  spirit  with  the  war  in 

The  stormy  skies ! 

Mark  him,  how  his  power  he  usesi 
Lays  it  by,  at  will  resumes  ! 
Mark,  ere  for  his  haunt  he  chooses 

Clouds  and  utter  glooms ! 
There,  he  wheels  in  downward  mazes 
Sunward  now  his  flight  he  raises. 
Catches  fire,  as  seems,  and  blazes 

With  uninjured  plumes  l" — 

ANSWER. 

*  Stranger,  'tis  no  act  of  courage 
Which  aloft  thou  dost  discern  ; 
No  bold  bird  gone  forth  to  forage 

'Mid  the  tempest  stern  ; 
But  sncli  mockery  as  the  nations 
See,  when  public  perturbations 
Lift  men  from  their  native  stations. 

Like  yon  Tupt  of  feun  ; 

Such  it  is ;  the  aspiring  creature 
Soaring  on  undaunted  wing, 
(So  you  fancied)  is  by  nature 

A  dull  helpless  thing, 
Dry  and  withered,  light  and  yellow  ;— 
T^iat  to  be  the  tempest's  fellow  ! 
Wait — and  you  shall  see  how  hollow 

Its  endeavouring  !" 
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XTIIL 

ON   SEEINO  A  NEEDLECASE  IN  THE 
FORM  OF  A  HARP. 

THB  WORK  OP  EMA 

Fsown  are  on  every  Muse's  face. 
Reproaches  from  their  lips  are  senty 

That  mimicry  should  thus  disgrace 
The  noUe  Instromeni. 

A  TtTj  Harp  in  all  but  aze  I 

Needles  for  strings  in  apt  gradation  I 

Minenra's  self  would  stigmatize 
Hie  ondassie  prolSuiation. 

Etcd  her  own  needle  that  subdued 

Aracfane's  rival  spirit, 
Tbongh  wrought  in  Vulcan's  happiest  mood, 

Socfa  honour  could  not  merit 


And  tioM,  too,  from  the  Laureate's  Childy 

A  fiTing  lord  of  melody  1 
How  will  her  Sire  be  reconciled 

To  the  refined  indignity  1 

I  Bpake,  when  whispered  a  low  voicoy 

«  Bard !  moderate  your  ire ; 
SfMrits  of  all  degrees  rejoice 

In  presence  of  the  lyre. 

The  Mmstrels  of  Pygmean  bands. 
Dwarf  Genii,  moonlight-loving  Fays, 

Hmve  shells  to  fit  their  tiny  hands 
And  suit  their  slender  lays. 

Some,  still  more  delicate  of  ear, 

Have  lotes  (believe  my  words) 
Whose  framework  is  of  gossamer, 

While  sunbeams  are  the  chords. 

Gay  Sylphs  this  miniature  will  court. 
Blade  vocal  by  their  brushing  wings. 

And  BoUen  Gnomes  will  learn  to  sport 
Around  its  polished  strings ; 

Whence  strains  to  love-sick  maiden  dear. 
While  in  her  lonely  bower  she  tries 

To  cheat  the  thought  she  cannot  cheer, 
By  fiwciful  embroideries. 

Trust,  angry  Bard !  a  knowing  Sprite, 

N«ir  think  the  Harp  her  lot  deplores ; 

Though  'mid  tlie  stars  the  L}tc  shine  bright, 

Love  Hoopt  as  fondly  as  he  soars." 

MS7. 


XIX. 


TO  A  LADY, 


nr  AirswKR  to  a  RRoi^Kn*  that  i  would  writb  ubr  a 

RIXM  UPON  BOMB  LRAWINOS  THAT  BHK   HAD  MADK  OP 
PLOWJEHS  Ur  TUB  IBLANO  OP  MADBIBA. 

Fair  Lady  I  can  I  ring  of  flowers 

Tliat  in  Madeira  bloom  and  fade, 
I  who  ne'er  sate  within  tlieir  bowers, 

Nor  through  their  sunny  lawns  have  strayed ! 
How  they  in  sprightly  dance  are  worn 

By  Shepherd-groom  or  May-day  queen, 
Or  holy  festal  pomps  adorn. 

These  eyes  have  never  seen. 

Yet  tho'  to  me  the  pencil's  art 

No  like  remembrances  can  give. 
Your  portraits  still  may  reach  the  heart 

And  tliere  for  gentle  pleasure  live ; 
While  Fancy  ranging  with  free  scope 

Shall  on  some  lovely  Alien  set 
A  name  with  us  endeared  to  hope. 

To  peace,  or  fond  regret 

Still  as  we  look  with  nicer  care. 

Some  new  resemblance  we  may  trace : 
A  ffeart*i-e(ue  will  perliaps  be  tliere, 

A  Speedwell  may  not  want  its  place. 
And  so  may  we,  witli  charmed  mind 

Beholding  what  your  skill  lias  wrought, 
Anotlier  Star-of-BetJUtJiem,  find, 

A  new  Forget-me-not 

From  earth  to  heaven  with  motion  fleet 

From  heaven  to  earth  our  thoughts  will  pass, 
A  Hohj-thistle  here  we  meet 

And  there  a  S/iepherd's  weatJier-f/lats/ 
And  haply  some  familiar  name 

Shall  grace  tlic  fairest,  sweetest,  plant 
Whose  presence  cheers  tlie  drooping  frame 

Of  English  Emigrant 

Gazing  she  feels  its  power  beguile 

Sad  tlioughts,  and  breatlies  with  easier  breatli; 
Alas  !  tliat  meek  tliat  tender  smile 

Is  but  a  harbinger  of  deatli : 
And  pointing  witli  a  feeble  liand 

She  says,  in  faint  words  by  siglis  broken. 
Bear  for  me  to  my  native  land 

This  precious  Flower,  true  lovers  last  token. 
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GuLD  sight  whererer  new  with  old 

Ib  joined  through  some  dear  homebom  tie ; 

The  life  of  all  that  we  behold 

Depends  upon  that  mystery. 

Vain  is  the  glory  of  the  sky, 

The  beauty  vain  of  field  and  grove 

Unless,  while  with  admiring  eye 

We  gaze,  we  also  learn  to  lore. 


zzi. 

THE  CONTRAST. 

TU  PABaOT  AND  THS  WRSM. 
Z. 

Wfthir  her  gilded  cage  confined, 
I  saw  a  dazzling  Belle, 
A  Parrot  of  that  famous  kind 
Whose  name  is  Non-pabbil. 

like  beads  of  glossy  jet  her  eyes ; 
And,  smoothed  by  Nature's  skill. 
With  pearl  or  gleaming  agate  vies 
Her  finely-curved  bill. 

Her  plumy  mantle's  living  hues 
In  mass  opposed  to  mass, 
Outshine  the  splendour  that  imbues 
The  robes  of  pictured  glass. 

And,  sooth  to  say,  an  spter  Mate 
Did  never  tempt  the  choice 
Of  feathered  Tiling  most  delicate 
In  figure  and  in  voice. 

But,  exiled  from  Australian  bowers, 
And  singleness  her  lot, 
She  trills  her  song  with  tutored  powers. 
Or  mocks  each  casual  note. 

No  more  of  pity  for  regrets 
With  which  she  may  have  striven  I 
Now  but  in  wantonness  she  frets, 
Or  spite,  if  cause  be  given  ; 

Arch,  volatile,  a  sportive  bird 
By  social  glee  inspired ; 
Ambitious  to  be  seen  or  heard. 
And  pleased  to  be  admired ! 


n. 
This  mosb-uneo  shed,  green,  soft,  and  d 
Harbours  a  self-contented  Wren, 
Not  shunning  man's  abode,  tfaoog^  shy. 
Almost  as  thonj^t  itself,  of  hmnan  ken. 

Strange  places,  coverts  miendeaxwly 
She  never  tried ;  the  very  nest 
In  which  this  Child  of  Spring  was  reared 
la  warmed,  thro'  winter,  by  her  fiBAtlierjbi 

To  the  bleak  winds  she  sometimfis  g^r•i 
A  slender  unexpected  strain ; 
Proof  that  the  hermitess  still  liTes, 
Though  she  appear  not,  and  be  soogbt  in 

Say,  Dora  I  tell  me,  by  yon  placid  mooo, 
If  called  to  choooe  between  tiie  favoored 
Which  would  you  be, — ihe  bird  of  the  m 
By  lady-fingers  tended  with  nice  ears. 
Caressed,  applauded,  upon  daintiet  fed. 
Or  Nature's  DABKUiie  of  thia  moMj  abc 


XXII. 

THE  DANISH  BOY. 
A  PRAoamrr. 


Between  two  sister  moorland  riUa 

There  is  a  spot  tliat  seems  to  lie 

Sacred  to  flowerets  of  the  hills. 

And  sacred  to  the  sky. 

And  in  this  smooth  and  open  dell 

There  is  a  tempest-stricken  tree ; 

A  corner-stone  by  lightning  cut. 

The  last  stone  of  a  lonely  hut ; 

And  in  this  dell  you  see 

A  thing  no  storm  can  e'er  destroy. 

The  shadow  of  a  Danish  Boy. 


n. 


In  clouds  above,  the  lark  is  heard. 
But  drops  not  here  to  earth  for  rest ; 
Within  this  lonesome  nook  the  bird 
Did  never  build  her  nest. 
No  beast,  no  bird  hath  here  his  home ; 
Bees,  wafted  on  the  breezy  air. 
Pass  high  above  those  fragrant  bells 
To  other  flowers : — to  other  della 
Their  burthens  do  they  bear ; 
The  Danish  Boy  walks  here  alone : 
The  lovely  dell  is  all  his  own. 


POElfS  OF  THE  FANCY. 


126 


A  Spirit  of  noon-day  is  he ; 

Yet  seems  a  fonn  of  flesh  and  blood; 

Nor  piping  shepherd  shall  he  be, 

Nor  herd-boy  of  the  wood. 

Aregsl  Test  of  fur  he  wears. 

In  eolonr  like  a  raven's  wing; 

It  fears  not  rain,  nor  wind,  nor  dew  ; 

Bot  in  the  storm  tis  firesh  and  bine 

As  bndding  pines  in  spring ; 

His  hehnet  has  a  vernal  graee^ 

F^esh  as  the  Uoom  upon  his  hee, 

IT. 

A  harp  is  firam  his  shoulder  slnng ; 
Rwiting  the  harp  upon  his  knee; 
To  words  of  a  fbigotten  tongue^ 
He  BOits  its  melody. 
Of  flocks  upon  the  neig^booring  hill 
Ho  is  the  darling  and  the  joy ; 
And  eAen,  when  no  cause  appears, 
The  moantain-ptmles  prick  their  ears, 
— Thej  hear  the  Danish  Boy, 
While  in  the  deQ  he  sings  alone 
Beside  the  tree  and  corner-stone. 

▼. 
There  sita  he ;  in  his  face  you  spy 
No  trace  of  a  ferocious  air. 
Nor  ever  was  a  cloudless  sky 
So  steady  or  so  fair. 
The  lovely  Danish  Boy  b  blest 
And  happy  in  his  flowery  cove : 
From  bloody  deeds  his  thoughts  are  far; 
And  yet  he  warbles  songs  of  war. 
That  seem  like  songs  of  love. 
For  cafan  and  gentle  is  his  mien ; 
like  a  dead  Boy  he  is  serene. 


What,  if  through  the  frozen  centre 
Of  the  Alps  the  Chamois  bound. 
Yet  he  has  a  home  to  enter 
In  some  nook  of  chosen  ground : 

And  the  Sea-horse,  though  the  ocean 
Yidd  him  no  domestic  cave, 
Slumbers  without  sense  of  motion. 
Couched  upon  the  rocking  wave. 

If  on  windy  days  the  Raven 
Crambol  like  a  dancing  skifi^. 
Not  the  lefB  she  loves  her  haven 
In  the  bosom  of  the  diffl 

The  fleet  Ostrich,  till  day  doses, 
Vagrant  over  desert  sands. 
Brooding  on  her  eggs  reposes 
When  chill  night  that  care  demandSb 

Day  and  night  my  toils  redouble^ 
Never  nearer  to  the  goal ; 
Night  and  day,  I  feel  the  trouble 
Of  the  Wanderer  in  my  soul. 


1800. 


1799. 


XXIII. 

SONG 

VOft  THS  WAXDEUNO  JBW. 

TBoroH  the  torrents  from  their  fountains 
Boar  down  many  a  craggy  steep. 
Yet  they  find  among  the  mountains 
Be  sting-places  calm  and  deep. 

Cloiids  tiuit  love  through  air  to  bimtwi, 
Ere  the  storm  its  fury  stills, 
Hdimet-like  themselves  will  (asten 
On  the  heads  of  towering  hills. 


XXIV. 

STRAY  PLEASUREa 

• Pleasure  is  spread  through  the  earth 

In  strap  gifts  to  be  claimed  bp  whoever  shall Jlnd. 

Br  their  floating  mill. 

That  lies  dead  snd  still, 
Behold  yon  Prisoners  three. 
The  Miller  with  two  Dames,  on  the  breast  of  the 

Thames! 
The  platform  is  small,  but  gives  room  for  them  all ; 
And  they  're  dancing  merrily. 

From  the  shore  come  the  notes 
To  their  mill  where  it  floats, 
To  their  house  and  their  mill  tetliered  fast : 
To  the  small  wooden  isle  where,  their  work  to 

beguile, 
They  frommomingtoeven  take  whatever  isgiven ; — 
And  many  a  blithe  day  they  have  past. 

In  sight  of  the  spires, 

All  alive  with  the  fires 
Of  the  sun  going  down  to  his  rest. 
In  the  broad  open  eye  of  tiie  solitary  sky. 
They  dance, — there  are  three,  as  jocund  as  free. 
While  they  dance  on  the  calm  river's  breast 


126 


POEMS  OF  THE  FANCY. 


Man  and  Maidens  wheel, 
Tliey  themselves  make  the  ree!. 

And  their  music 's  a  prej  which  they  seize ; 

It  plays  not  for  them, — what  matter !  'tis  th«rs ; 

And  if  tliey  had  care,  it  has  scattered  their  cares, 

While  they  dance,  crying, "  Long  as  ye  please  I " 

They  dance  not  for  me. 

Yet  mine  is  their  glee  I 
Thns  pleasure  is  spread  through  the  earth 
In  stray  gifts  to  be  claimed  by  whoever  shall  find ; 
Tims  a  rich  loving-kindness,  redundantly  Idnd^ 
Moves  all  nature  to  gUdness  and  mirth. 

The  showers  of  tlie  spring 
Rouse  tlie  birds,  and  tliey  sing ; 
If  the  wind  do  but  stir  for  his  proper  delight, 
Each  leaf,  that  and  tliis,  his  neighbour  will  kiss ; 
Each  wave,  one  and  t'  otlier,  speeds  after  his  brother : 
They  are  happy,  for  that  Is  their  right  I 

1808. 


XXV. 

THE  PILGRIM'S  DREAM; 

Oa,  TRB  STAR  AND  THB  OLOW-WOaM. 

A  PiLGRfM,  when  the  summer  day 

Had  closed  upon  his  weary  way, 

A  lodging  begged  beneath  a  castle's  roof; 

But  him  the  liaughty  Warder  spumed ; 

And  from  the  gate  the  Pilgrim  turned. 

To  seek  such  covert  as  the  field 

Or  heath-besprinkled  copse  might  yield, 

Or  lofty  wood,  shower-proof. 

He  paced  ajong ;  and,  pensively. 

Halting  beneath  a  shady  tree, 

Whose  moss-grown  root  might  serve  for  couch  or 

seat, 
Fixed  on  a  Star  his  upward  eye ; 
Then,  from  the  tenant  of  the  sky 
He  turned,  and  watched  with  kindred  look, 
A  Glow-worm,  in  a  dusky  nook. 
Apparent  at  his  feet 

The  murmur  of  a  neighboming  stream 

Induced  a  soft  and  slumbrous  dream, 

A  pregnant  dream,  within  whose  diadowy  bomids 

He  recognised  the  earth-bom  Star, 

And  That  which  glittered  from  afar ; 

And  (strange  to  witness !)  from  the  frame 

Of  the  etliereal  Orb,  there  came 

Intelligible  sounds. 


Much  did  it  taunt  the  humble  Light 
That  now,  when  day  was  fled,  and  nig^t 
Hushed  the  dark  eartli,  fast  closii^  wsai;] 
A  very  reptile  could  presume 
To  show  her  taper  in  the  glooiB, 
As  if  in  rivalahip  with  One 
Who  sate  a  ruler  on  his  throne 
Erected  in  the  skies. 

<" Exalted  Starr  the  Worm  replied^ 
"  Abate  this  unbecoming  pride. 
Or  with  a  less  uneasy  lustre  shine ; 
Thou  shrink'st  as  momently  thy  rayi 
Are  mastered  by  the  breathing  haxe ; 
While  neitlier  mist,  nor  thickest  dead 
That  shapes  in  heaven  its  murlqr  shnMH^ 
Hath  power  to  injure  mineu 

But  not  for  this  do  I  aspire 
To  match  the  spark  of  local  fire^ 
That  at  my  will  bums  on  tlie  dewy  lawi^ 
With  tliy  acknowledged  glories; — No  1 
Yet,  thus  upbraided,  I  may  sliow 
What  favours  do  attend  me  here^ 
TUl,  like  thyself,  I  disappear 
Before  the  purple  dawn." 

When  this  in  modest  guise  was  said. 
Across  the  welkin  seemed  to  spread 
A  boding  sound — for  aught  but  sleep  nnfit ! 
Hills  quaked,  the  rivers  backward  ran ; 
Tliat  Star,  so  proud  oi  late,  looked  wan ; 
And  reeled  with  visionary  stir 
In  the  blue  depth,  like  Lucifer 
Cast  headlong  to  tlie  pit  I 


Fire  raged :  and,  when  the  spangled  floor 

Of  ancient  ether  was  no  more. 

New  heavens  succeeded,  by  the  dream  bronghtfti 

And  all  the  happy  Souls  tliat  rode 

Transfigured  through  tliat  fresh  abode. 

Had  heretofore,  in  humble  trust. 

Shone  meekly  mid  their  native  dust. 

The  Glow-worms  of  the  earth  I 

This  knowledge,  from  an  Angel's  voice 
Proceeding,  made  the  heart  rejoice  *^ 

Of  Him  who  slept  upon  the  open  lea : 
Waking  at  mom  he  murmured  not ; 
And,  till  life's  journey  closed,  the  spot 
Was  to  the  Pilgrim's  soul  endeared. 
Where  by  that  dream  he  had  been  dieered 
Beneatli  the  shady  tree. 
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»OET  AND  THE  CAGED  TURTLEDOVE. 

As  often  as  I  marmaT  here 

My  half-formed  melodies, 
Straight  from  her  osier  mansion  neir. 

The  Turtledove  replies : 
Though  silent  as  a  leaf  before, 

The  captire  promptly  coos ; 
Is  it  to  teach  her  own  soft  lore, 

Or  sectmd  my  weak  Musel 

I  rather  tfiink,  the  genfle  Dove 

la  munuuring  a  reproof, 
Dispkaoed  that  I  from  lays  of  lore 

Hare  dared  to  keep  aloof; 
Thai  I,  a  Bard  of  hill  and  dale. 

Have  caroU'd,  fiuacy  free, 
As  if  nor  dove  nor  nightingale. 

Had  heart  or  voice  for  me. 

If  flodi  thy  meaning,  0  forhear, 

Sweet  Bird  I  to  do  me  wrong ; 
harwB,  bkased  Love,  is  every  where 

The  8{nrit  of  my  song : 
Ifid  grove,  and  by  the  calm  fireside, 

Love  animatfis  my  lyre— 

That  eoo  again ! — *t  is  not  to  chide, 

I  fed,  bat  to  inspire. 

.830. 


zxvn. 
A  WREN^  NEST. 


Axono  the  dwellings  framed  by  birds 
In  field  or  forest  with  nice  care. 

Is  none  that  wiUi  the  little  Wren's 
In  snngnees  may  oompare. 

No  door  the  tenement  requires. 
And  seldom  needs  a  laboured  roof; 

Yet  is  it  to  the  fiercest  sun 
Impervious,  and  storm-proof. 

So  warm,  so  beaotifdl  withal, 

In  perfect  fitnea  for  its  aim. 
That  to  the  Kmd  by 


And  when  for  their  abodes  they  seek 

An  opportune  recess. 
The  hermit  has  no  finer  eye 

For  shadowy  quietneaB. 


These  find,  'mid  ivied  abbey-walls, 

A  canopy  in  some  still  nook  ; 
Others  are  pent-housed  by  a  brae 

That  overhangs  a  brook. 

There  to  the  brooding  bird  her  mate 
Warbles  by  fits  his  low  clear  song  ; 

And  by  the  busy  streamlet  both 
Are  sung  to  all  day  long. 

Or  in  sequestered  lanes  they  bufld. 
Where,  till  the  flitting  bird^s  retuniy 

Her  eggs  witliin  the  nest  repose, 
Like  relics  in  an  urn. 

But  still,  where  general  choice  is  good, 

There  is  a  better  and  a  best ; 
And,  among  fairest  objects,  some 

Are  fairer  than  the  rest ; 

ThiBf  one  of  those  small  builders  proved 
In  a  green  covert,  where,  from  out 

The  forehead  of  a  pollard  oak. 
The  leafy  antlers  sprout ; 

For  She  who  planned  the  mossy  lodge, 

Mistrusting  her  evasive  skill. 
Had  to  a  Primrose  looked  for  aid 

Her  wishes  to  fulfiL 

High  on  the  trunk's  projecting  brow. 
And  fixed  an  infant's  span  above 

The  budding  flowers,  peeped  forth  the  nest 
The  prettiest  of  the  grove  1 

The  treasure  proudly  did  I  show 
To  some  whose  minds  without  disdain 

Can  turn  to  little  things ;  but  onoe 
Looked  up  for  it  in  vain  : 

'Tis  gone— a  ruthless  spoiler's  prey, 
Who  heeds  not  beauty,  love,  or  song, 

'Tis  gone  1  (so  seemed  it)  and  we  grieved 
Indignant  at  the  wrong. 

Just  three  days  after,  passing  by 
In  clearer  light  the  moss-built  cell 

I  saw,  espied  its  shaded  mouth  ; 
And  felt  that  all  was  welL 


The  Primrose  for  a  vefl  had  spread 
The  largest  of  her  upright  leaves ; 

And  thus,  for  purposes  benign, 
A  simple  flower  deceives. 
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Concealed  from  friends  who  might  disturb 

Thj  quiet  with  no  ill  intent. 
Secure  from  evil  e^res  and  hands 

On  barbarous  plunder  benty 

Rest,  Mother-bird  !  and  when  thj  young 
Take  flight,  and  thou  art  free  to  roam. 

When  withered  is  the  guardian  Flower, 
And  empty  thy  late  home, 

Think  how  ye  prospered,  thou  and  thine. 

Amid  the  unviolated  grove 
Housed  near  the  growing  Primrose-tuft 
In  foresight,  or  in  love. 


1833. 


XXYIII. 


LOVE  LIES  BLEEDING. 


You  can  it,  **  Love  lies  bleeding," — so  you  may. 
Though  the  red  Flower,  not  prostrate,  only  droops. 
As  we  have  seen  it  here  from  day  to  day. 
From  month  to  month,  life  passing  not  away : 
A  flower  how  rich  in  sadness  I  Even  thus  stoops, 
(Sentient  by  Grecian  sculpture's  marvellous  power) 
Thus  leans,  with  hanging  brow  and  body  bent 
Earthward  in  uncomplaining  languishmenty 
The  dying  Gladiator.    So,  sad  Flower ! 
CTis  Fancy  guides  me  willing  to  be  led. 
Though  by  a  slender  thread,) 
So  drooped  Adonis  bathed  in  sanguine  dew 
Of  his  death-wound,  when  he  from  iimocent  air 
The  gentlest  breath  of  resignation  drew  ; 
While  Venus  in  a  passion  of  despair 
Rent,  weeping  over  him,  her  golden  hair 
Spangled  with  drops  of  that  celestial  shower. 
She  suffered,  as  Immortals  sometimes  do  ; 
But  pangs  more  lasting  far,  thcU  Lover  knew 
Who  fii'st,  weighed  down  by  scorn,  in  some  lone 

bower 
Did  press  this  semblance  of  unpiticd  smart 
Into  the  service  of  his  constant  heart. 
His  own  dejection,  downcast  Flower  I  could  share 
With  thine,  and  gave  the  mournful  name  which 

thou  wilt  ever  bear. 


XZIX. 

COMPANION  TO  THE  FOREGOING. 

Never  enlivened  with  the  liveliest  ray 
That  fosters  growth  or  checks  or  cheers  decay. 
Nor  by  the  heaviest  rain-drops  more  deprest. 
This  Flower,  that  first  appeared  as  summer's  guest, 


Preserves  her  beauty  mid  antnnmal  Igatm 
And  to  her  mournful  habits  fondly  deavieik 
When  files  of  stateliest  plants  have  ce—od  to  1 
One  after  one  snbmittang  to  thor  doom. 
When  her  coevals  each  and  all  az«  fled. 
What  keeps  her  thus  reclined  npoa.  her  Ion 
bed! 

The  old  mythologists,  more  imprea'd  tliii 
Of  this  late  day  by  character  in  tree 
Or  herb,  that  claimed  peculiar  sympikthyy 
Or  by  the  silent  lapse  of  foontain  dear. 
Or  with  the  language  of  the  viewleas  air 
By  bird  or  beast  made  vocal,  sooght  a 
To  solve  the  mystery,  not  in  Nature'^  ha 
But  in  Man's  fortunes.    Hence  a  thoasaiid  1 
Sung  to  the  plaintive  lyre  in  Greciaii  jalem. 
Nor  doubt  that  something  of  their  ^arit  awi 
The  fancy-stricken  Youth  or  heart-sick  Mak 
Who,  while  each  stood  oompanionlesi  and  «] 
This  undeparting  Flower  in  crimson  dyed. 
Thought  of  a  wound  which  death  is  dow  to  < 
A  fate  that  has  endured  and  will  endure^ 
And,  patience  coveting  yet  passion  feedings 
Called  the  dejected  Lingerer,  Love  He9  hbtA 


XXX. 


RURAL  ILLUSIONS. 


Stlph  was  it !  or  a  Bird  more  bright 

Than  those  of  fabulous  stock  1 
A  second  darted  by  ; — and  lo  I 

AnoUier  of  the  flock. 
Through  sunshine  flitting  from  the  bough 

To  nestle  in  tlie  rock. 
Transient  deception  !  a  gay  freak 

Of  April's  mimicries  1 
Those  brilliant  strangei's,  hailed  with  joy 

Among  Uio  budding  trees. 
Proved  last  year's  leaves,  pushed  frxmi  the 

To  frolic  on  the  breeze. 

Maternal  Flora  !  show  thy  £aoe^ 

And  let  thy  hand  be  seen. 
Thy  hand  here  sprinkhng  tiny  flowers^ 

Tliat,  as  they  touch  the  green. 
Take  root  (so  seems  it)  and  look  up 

In  honour  of  their  Queen. 
Yet,  sooth,  those  little  starry  specks, 

That  not  in  vain  aspired 
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To  be  oonfonnded  with  live  geowihB, 

Most  daintyy  most  admired. 
Were  aulj  Uoesoms  dropped  from  twigs 

Of  their  own  oflbpring  tired. 

Not  sodi  the  World's  iUnsiTe  shows  ; 

^0- win^esB  flotterings, 
Her  MniMfw  which,  though  shed,  oathntTO 

Tho  floverei  as  it  springs, 
For  tfw  mdeoeiTed,  mile  as  they  may. 

Are  meiandioly  things ; 
But  gentle  Natnre  plays  her  part 

Witfi  cnrer-Twying  wiles, 
And  tnanenl  feignings  with  plain  tmth 

So  wen  she  reconciles. 
That  those  fond  Idkrs  most  are  pleased 

Whom  ofteDsst  she  b^gmlee. 
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ZZXI. 

THE  KITTEN  AND  FALUNG  LEAVES. 

Tbat  way  look,  my  Infant,  lo  ! 

What  a  pretty  baby-show  ! 

See  the  Kitten  on  tiie  wall. 

Sporting  with  the  leares  that  fall. 

Withered  leaves — one — two— and  three — 

From  the  lolty  elder-tree  1 

Throng^  the  cafan  and  frosty  air 

Of  this  morning  bright  and  fair, 

Eddying  roimd  and  round  they  sink 

Softly,  slowly:  one  might  think. 

From  the  motions  that  are  made. 

Every  little  leaf  conveyed 

Sylph  or  Faery  hither  tending, — 

To  tins  lower  world  descending, 

Each  invisible  and  mute. 

In  his  wavering  parachute. 

Bnt  die  Kitten,  how  she  starts. 

Crouches,  stretches,  paws,  and  darts  ! 
Ftrst  at  one,  and  then  its  fellow 
Just  as  light  and  just  as  yellow  ; 
There  are  many  now — now  one — 
Now  they  stop  and  there  are  none : 
What  intenseneas  of  desire 
In  her  upward  eye  of  fire  ! 
With  a  tiger-leap  half  way 
Now  she  meets  the  coming  prey, 
Lets  it  go  SB  fast,  and  then 
Baa  it  in  her  power  again : 


Now  she  works  with  three  or  four. 
Like  an  Indian  conjurer  ; 
Quick  as  he  in  feats  of  art, 
Far  beyond  in  joy  of  heart. 
Were  her  antics  played  in  the  eye 
Of  a  thousand  standers-by, 
Clapping  hands  with  shout  and  stare, 
What  would  little  Tabby  care 
For  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd  I 
Over  happy  to  be  proud. 
Over  wealthy  in  the  treasure 
Of  her  own  exceeding  pleasure  I 

'Tis  a  pretty  baby-treat ; 
Nor,  I  deem,  for  me  unmeet : 
Here,  for  neither  Babe  nor  me. 
Other  play-mate  can  I  see. 
Of  the  countless  living  things. 
That  with  stir  of  feet  and  wings 
( In  the  sun  or  under  shade. 
Upon  bough  or  grassy  blade) 
And  with  busy  revellings. 
Chirp  and  song,  and  murmurings. 
Made  this  orchard's  narrow  space. 
And  this  vale  so  blithe  a  pUce  ; 
Multitudes  are  swept  away 
Never  more  to  breathe  the  day  : 
Some  are  sleeping  ;  some  in  bands 
Travelled  into  distant  lands  ; 
Others  slunk  to  moor  and  wood, 
Far  from  human  neighbourhood  ; 
And,  among  the  Kinds  that  keep 
With  us  closer  fellowship. 
With  us  openly  abide. 
All  have  laid  their  mirth  aside. 

Where  is  he  that  giddy  Sprite, 
Blue-cap,  with  his  colours  bright, 
Who  was  blest  as  bird  could  be. 
Feeding  in  the  apple-tree  ; 
Made  such  wanton  spoil  and  rout, 
Turning  blossoms  inside  out ; 
Hung — head  pointing  towardtt  the  ground - 
Fluttered,  perched,  into  a  round 
Bound  himself,  and  then  unlK>und  ; 
Lithest,  gaudiest  Harlequin  ! 
Pretdest  Tumbler  ever  seen  ! 
Light  of  heart  and  li^ht  of  limb  ; 
What  is  now  become  of  Him  ? 
Lambs,  that  through  the  mountains  went 
Frisking,  bleating  merriment, 
When  tlie  year  was  in  its  prime. 
They  are  sobered  by  tliiH  time. 
If  you  look  to  vale  or  hill, 
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If  yoa  listen,  all  is  stilly 
Save  a  little  neighbouring  rill. 
That  from  out  the  rocky  ground 
Strikes  a  solitary  sound. 
Vainly  glitter  hill  and  pUOn, 
And  the  air  is  calm  in  vain ; 
Vainly  Morning  spreads  the  lure 
Of  a  sky  serene  and  pure  ; 
Creature  none  can  she  decoy 
Into  open  sign  of  joy : 
Is  it  that  they  have  a  fear 
Of  the  dreary  season  near  I 
Or  that  other  pleasures  be 
Sweeter  eyen  than  gaiety  t 

Yet,  whate'er  enjoyments  dwell 
In  the  impenetrable  cell 
Of  the  silent  heart  which  Nature 
Furnishes  to  every  creature  ; 
Whatsoe'er  we  feel  and  know 
Too  sedate  for  outward  show. 
Such  a  light  of  gladness  breaks. 
Pretty  Kitten!  from  thy  freaks,— 
Spreads  with  such  a  living  grace 
0*er  my  little  Laura's  face  ; 
Yes,  the  sight  so  stirs  and  charms 
Thee,  Baby,  laughing  in  my  arms. 
That  almost  I  could  repine 
That  your  transports  are  not  mine. 
That  I  do  not  wholly  fare 
Even  as  ye  do,  thoughtless  pair  ! 
And  I  will  have  my  careless  season 
Spite  of  melancholy  reason, 
Will  walk  through  life  in  such  a  way 
Tliat,  when  time  brings  on  decay, 
Now  and  then  I  may  possess 
Hours  of  perfect  gladsomencss. 
— Pleased  by  any  random  toy  ; 
By  a  kitten's  busy  joy, 
Or  an  infant's  laughing  eye 
Sharing  in  the  ecstasy ; 
I  would  fare  like  that  or  this, 
Find  my  wisdom  in  my  bliss  ; 
Keep  the  sprightly  soul  awake. 
And  have  faculties  to  take. 
Even  from  tilings  by  sorrow  wrought, 
Matter  for  a  jocund  thought. 
Spite  of  care,  and  spite  of  grief, 
To  gambol  with  Life's  falling  Leaf. 


1804. 


ADDRESS  TO  MT  INFANT  DAUOHTl 

DORA, 

OH  BEINO  aBKDIDXD  THAT  SBS  WAS  A  IIO«ra  OUD  1 
DAY,  SBPTCSlBKa  Id. 


-Hast  thou  then 


L 


Mild  Offspring  of  infirm  humanity, 
Meek  Infant !  among  aU  forlomest  tfiings 
The  most  forlorn— one  life  of  thai  brig^  Swr, 
The  second  glory  of  tiie  Heavens  t — ^Tboa  hasi 
Already  hast  survived  that  great  deeaj. 
That  trsnsformation  through  the  wide  eardi  f 
And  by  all  nations.    In  that  Being's  sight 
From  whom  the  Race  of  human  kind  pfoeeed, 
A  thousand  years  are  but  as  yesterday ; 
And  one  day's  narrow  circuit  is  to  Him 
Not  leas  capacious  than  a  thousand  years. 
But  what  is  time !  What  outward  ^ory  I  neit 
A  measure  is  of  Thee,  whose  claims  extend 
Through  'heaven's eternal  year.' — YethaO  toT 
Frail,  feeble,  Monthling ! — by  that  name,  methi 
Thy  scanty  breathing-time  b  portioned  oat 
Not  idly. — Hadst  thou  been  of  Indian  birth. 
Couched  on  a  casual  bed  of  moss  and  leaven. 
And  rudely  canopied  by  leafy  boug^ 
Or  to  the  churlish  elements  exposed 
On  the  blank  plains, — the  coldness  of  the  nigh 
Or  the  night's  darkness,  or  its  cheerful  fiiee 
Of  beauty,  by  the  changing  moon  adorned. 
Would,  with  imperious  admonition,  then 
Have  scored  thine  age,  and  punctually  timed 
Thine  infant  history,  on  the  minds  of  thoee 
Who  might  have  wandered  with  thee. — Motli 

love. 
Nor  less  than  moUier's  love  in  other  breasts. 
Will,  among  us  warm-clad  and  i»*armly  housed 
Do  for  thee  what  the  finger  of  the  heavens 
Doth  all  too  often  harslily  execute 
For  thy  unblest  coevals,  amid  vnlds 
Where  fancy  hath  small  liberty  to  grace 
Tlie  afl*ections,  to  exalt  them  or  refine ; 
And  the  maternal  sympathy  itself, 
Tliough  strong,  is,  in  the  main,  a  joyless  tie 
Of  naked  instinct,  wound  about  tlie  heart. 
Happier,  far  ha])pier  is  thy  lot  and  ours ! 
Even  now — to  solemnise  thy  helpless  state. 
And  to  enliven  in  tlie  mind's  regard 
Thy  passive  beauty— parallels  liave  risen, 
Resemblances,  or  contrasts,  that  conncjct, 
Within  tlie  region  of  a  fatJier's  thoughts. 
Thee  and  thy  mate  and  sister  of  the  sky. 
And  fii*st ; — thy  sinless  progress,  through  a  woi 
By  sorrow  darkened  and  by  eai*e  diKturbetl, 
Apt  likeness  beai-s  to  hers,  through  gathered  do* 
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A'ioia  tbetr  rclucuut  gloom. 
A,  aal  b«d)  Mc  (r«  IW>id  »i»ia : 
liiiMily  (boa  BU'«t  Uiy  honi 
i|  k**ing  ber  M  pgst  ftlong:, 
tlfcOi^  dtaqoiMed  in  ctwngc, 
I^MlaM  of  Ihe  alupe  «be  wean. 
«c*  down  (ho  tuD,  one  jimrDcy,  Babe 

ft—  ImnlalgB  that  nch  Iwk  is  tliine  ; 
rfkM  i>  eoQUDlcdly,  mud  viecp'st 
haadlaa  peace.    AJu  I  fiill  soon 
aaanpUoB,  pmteful  lo  bcbolcl. 


1;  iind  tbtue  ippean  lo  be 


A  mournful  labour,  wbilo  lo  her  U  given 
Hope,  luii^  B  renoration  without  eud. 
— TLat  smile  Torbida  the  Oiought ;  tor  on  thy  taea 
Smilca  are  beginning,  like  tlie  beams  of  dawn. 
To  sboot  and  circulaK ;  nniloshavelliei'ebcenBeen; 
Tisnquii  swiruicea  tliat  Heaven  supporu 
Tbe  feeble  motion*  of  thy  hfe,  and  eliL-en 
Tby  loDeliDew  :  or  shall  thoEO  aniileB  be  called 
Feelers  of  love,  put  forth  as  if  lo  explore 
This  untried  world,  and  to  prepare  thy  way 
Through  a  strait  paange  intricate  and  dim  1 
Such  are  they;  and  the  same  are  tokeng,  aigng, 
Wbicb,  when  the  appointed  season  hnth  arrived, 
Joy,  as  her  holieet  language,  shall  adapt ; 
And  Reaaon's  godlike  Power  be  proud  to  own. 
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la  OsifD's  BRnnlid  atneu 
Thi  InpaltaDl  Menbanl.  wondarlDg,  waits  In  i 
And  UMCa  auliiEUS  il  tlic  luug  delay. 


'II.LIAM  wnnnswonTH. 


CANTO  PIMT. 
4haa  baraing  day  of  June 
■  ufa  ill  lalm  glcoini  is 
;  div-havk,  round  and  mt 


I  Tlie  air.  as  in  a  lion's  dm, 
Isdose  Mid  hot : — and  uow  and  then 
Cornea  a  tired  and  ■ultry  breeie 
With  a  haunting  and  a  panting. 

Like  the  atiiling  of  disease  ; 
But  tbe  dews  oUsy  the  heat. 
And  the  olencB  makes  it  swfVL 

Hush,  there  is  some  one  on  tlie  atir  I 
'Tia  Benjamin  ths  Waggoner ; 
Who  long  bath  trod  this  toilsome  way. 
Companion  of  the  night  and  dny. 
That  far-eir  tinkling's  drowsy  ehrcr, 
Hii'd  with  ■  faint  yet  grating  eniind 
In  ■  moment  lost  and  found, 
The  Wain  announces — by  wbosi'  niile 
Along  the  banks  ef  Rydal  Mere 
He  paces  on,  a  trusty  Quide, — 
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Listen !  you  can  scarcely  hear ! 
Hither  he  his  course  is  bending ; — 
Now  he  leaves  the  lower  ground, 
And  np  the  craggy  hill  ascending 
Many  a  stop  and  stay  he  makes, 
Many  a  breathing-fit  he  takes ; — 
Steep  the  way  and  wearisome. 
Yet  all  the  while  his  whip  is  dumb ! 

The  Horses  have  worked  with  right  good-will. 
And  so  have  gained  the  top  of  the  hill; 
He  was  patient,  they  were  strong. 
And  now  they  smoothly  glide  along. 
Recovering  breath,  and  pleased  to  win 
The  praises  of  mild  Benjamin. 
Heaven  shield  him  from  mishap  and  snare ! 
But  why  so  early  with  this  prayer  1 — 
Is  it  for  threatenings  in  the  sky ) 
Or  for  some  other  danger  nigh ! 
No ;  none  is  near  him  yet,  though  he 
Be  one  of  much  infirmity ; 
For  at  the  bottom  of  the  brow. 
Where  once  the  Dove  and  Ouve-bouou 
Offered  a  greeting  of  good  ale 
To  all  who  entered  Grasmere  Vale ; 
And  called  on  him  who  must  depart 
To  leave  it  with  a  jovial  heart ; 
There,  where  tlie  Dove  and  Olive-bouqh 
Once  hung,  a  Poet  harbours  now, 
A  simple  water-drinking  Bard ; 
Why  need  our  Hero  then  (though  frail 
II 18  best  resolves)  bo  on  hb  guard! 
Ho  marches  by,  secure  and  bold ; 
Yet  while  he  tliinks  on  times  of  old, 
It  seems  that  all  looks  wondrous  cold  ; 
He  shrugs  his  shoulders,  shakes  his  head. 
And,  for  the  honest  folk  within. 
It  is  a  doubt  with  Benjamin 
Whether  they  be  alive  or  dead ! 

Here  is  no  danger, — none  at  all ! 
Beyond  his  wish  he  walks  secure; 
But  pass  a  mile — and  then  for  trial, — 
Then  for  the  pride  of  self-denial ; 
If  he  resist  that  tempting  door, 
Wliieh  with  such  friendly  voice  will  call ; 
If  he  resist  those  casement  panes. 
And  that  bright  gleam  which  thence  will  fiill 
Upon  liis  Leaders'  bells  and  manes, 
Inviting  him  wth  cheerful  lure : 
For  still,  though  all  be  dark  elsewhere, 
Some  shining  notice  will  be  therCf 
Of  open  house  and  ready  Care. 


The  place  to  Benjamin  right  wdl 
Is  known,  and  by  as  strong  a  ipdl 
As  used  to  be  that  sign  of  love 
And  hope— the  Outs-bovoh  and  Dotb  ; 
He  knows  it  to  his  eost,  good  Man ! 
Who  does  not  know  the  fiunons  Swah  ! 
Object  uncouth !  and  yet  cor  boMty 
For  it  was  painted  by  the  Host ; 
His  own  conceit  the  figure  planned^ 
'Twas  coloured  all  by  his  own  hand; 
And  that  fraU  Child  of  thirsty  day. 
Of  whom  I  sing  this  rustic  lay. 
Could  tell  with  self-dissatiflfiKStioD 
Quaint  stories  of  the  bird's  attraetkm  I* 


Well  I    that  is  past — and  in  deqpite 
Of  open  door  and  shining  light 
And  now  the  conqueror  essays 
The  long  ascent  of  Dunmail-raiae ; 
And  with  his  team  is  gentle  here 
As  when  he  domb  from  Rydal  Mere ; 
His  whip  they  do  not  dread — his  Toice 
They  only  hear  it  to  rejoice. 
To  stand  or  go  is  at  thevr  pleasure ; 
Their  efibrts  and  their  time  they 
By  generous  pride  within  the  breast ; 
And,  while  they  strain,  and  while  they 
He  thus  pursues  his  thoughts  at 


Now  am  I  furly  safe  to-night — 
And  with  proud  cause  my  heart  is  lig^t : 
I  trespassed  lately  worse  than  ever — 
But  Heaven  has  blest  a  good  endeavour ; 
And,  to  my  soul's  content,  I  find 
The  evil  One  is  left  behind. 
Yes,  let  my  master  fume  and  fret. 
Here  am  I— with  my  horses  yet! 
My  jolly  team,  he  finds  that  ye 
Will  work  for  nobody  but  me  ! 
Full  proof  of  this  tlie  Country  gained ; 
It  knows  how  ye  were  vexed  and  strained. 
And  forced  unworthy  stripes  to  bear, 
When  trusted  to  another's  care. 
Here  was  it — on  tliis  rugged  slope. 
Which  now  ye  climb  with  heart  and  hope, 
I  saw  you,  between  rage  and  fear, 
Plunge,  and  fling  back  a  spiteful  ear, 
And  ever  more  and  more  confused. 
As  ye  were  more  and  more  abused : 
As  chance  would  have  it,  passing  by 
I  saw  you  in  tliat  jeopardy : 


*  This  rude  piece  of  self-tauglit  art  (such  is  the ; 
nf  refinement)  has  been  vupplanted  by  a  pi 
duutiun. 
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IS  likea  charm; 


W  jmt  hvf  lnrtho>  aTs  fnun  hum, 
bnrf  Eha  »  n««i  in  Ihi!  vind  [ 
•V«%  vilfaaM  «,  ^  h3l*  »  lu^ 

ha  pina  bM,  jgll]'  loun  !  Ihoagh  tougb 
U  nad  •«  tnTat,  Mmp,  huI  rough  ; 
ha(b  Rj4il-bt>(fat*  Ml!  Dmuuil-nise, 
«1  ^  Aair  Uknr  bMils  uid  bms, 
a  rA«  Mak*  j«a  Mretch  uid  etnin, 
■1  lall  ■»  hffvik  and  halt  agwi, 
W  M  It  #—r<—ti»  owing 
hi  Mt  by  riAi ««  MiD  an  going  I 


« Ifana  ponoad, 

ootbmdlMig, 

M,talkan«g)MU>sat&ee^ 
hah«:i]rNBp>°T<>'Mh& 
b(A^v  b^  bvgmi  ui  pwil — 
b  k«d  M.  ton  iDMil  of  *<ml ; 
k  *  ^H  Bv*  ititlumt  B  bimtb— 
ItMrtod  DM  that  t«»  •(ill  »  dealli. 
W  ■«■  btv*  nio-din|M  m  hit  liiiad 

H  aMb  **  ■wtb*  rf  •lra[>  »f  l«d  :— 

ltMM»— asd  lalMa,  a*  (lie  adinaiutian, 
Ittaaiwj  of  ya romUtimi. 
kMl  b  hb*  bafara  hia  <>)'«, 
hiai^MBayrtaraitKg; 
M  b  lb  A7~and  ater;  tuU, 
^b  *•  d7,  fa  Ua^CT  aiiD— 
^M,  m4  Mb,  «M  ^anatl  room, 
^Nmd  lad  vnrinuig  vith  glama ; 
R>  tt«l  aho«*  »  MD^  bdgbl 
bka«iMah«UUsht, 
>^Bifa  a^«-~»tlmlih»lfd«ad. 


■4  |a#i  «■!.  n*>*  of  *l<>d  and  muher. 


The  AsTRouMen  was  not  luueen 
By  (oliUry  Benjumin ; 
But  total  dartnen  oime  anon. 
And  be  and  every  thing  was  gone: 
And  ouddenly  a  ruffling  brce£«, 
(That  would  liaverock«l  the  Boondlng  tmn 
Had  aught  of  aylnui  ^vivth  been  thcro) 
Swept  through  the  Hallow  long  and  bare; 
The  rain  ruahed  down — the  road  was  battered, 
A»  with  the  furce  of  billows  shattered ; 
The  horars  are  disnuiyod,  nor  know 
Whether  (hey  ahoold  Bland  or  go ; 
And  Benjamin  ia  groping  near  Ihew. 
tieeit  DDthing,  and  can  Koreely  bear  them. 
He  is  aatouiided,^woDder  not, — 
With  BQch  a  cliarge  in  such  a  spot; 
Astouuded  in  tbo  mountiua  gap 
With  tiiunder-poilB,  flap  after  clap, 
Cloae-treadiag  on  the  silent  flaslies — 
And  somewhere,  M  he  thinks,  by  crashM 
Among  tlie  rocke ;  with  weight  of  rain. 
And  aullen  motions  long  and  slow. 
That  to  a  dreary  distance  go — 
Till,  breukiaj  in  upon  the  dying  stniin, 
A  rending  o'er  his  bead  begins  the  bay  agwn. 

Meanwhile,  uncertain  what  to  do. 
And  often  limes  compelled  to  lialt, 
Tile  horaee  cautjooidy  puraoe 
Tlieir  way,  without  misfaap  or  bnlt ; 
And  now  hare  reached  that  pile  of  staneS) 
Heaped  aver  brare  King  DrniDiail'a  buuea ; 
He  who  hod  once  supreme  command. 
Last  king  of  rocky  Cumberhmd  ; 
Hia  bonea,  and  those  of  all  his  Power, 
Slain  here  in  a  disulToiu  hour  I 

When,  pasung  throogh  this  narrow  sOmI, 
Stony,  and  dark,  and  desolate, 
Benjamin  can  faintly  hear 
A  voice  thai  comes  from  some  one  new, 
A  female  voice : — "  Whoe'er  yon  be. 
Stop,"  it  exclaimed,  *  and  jrily  me  I" 
And,  lea  in  pity  than  in  wonder. 


While,  with  increonng  agitation, 
The  Woman  urged  her  anpplieation. 
In  rueful  words,  with  loba  betwecoi — 
The  voice  of  t^rn  that  fell  nnaeen  ; 
There  came  a  flash — a  startling  glare. 
And  alts 


184 


POEMS  OF  THE  FANCY. 


lis  not  a  time  for  nice  soggestioii. 
And  Benjamin,  without  a  qaesdoOy 
T^lring  her  for  some  way«>wom  roTer, 
Said,  ^  Moonty  and  get  yon  under  cover  V* 

Another  voice,  in  tone  as  hoarse 
Ab  a  swohi  brook  with  rugged  course. 
Cried  out,  ** Gkx>d brother,  whj  so  £Mt! 
I  've  had  a  glimpse  of  jou — avattl 
Or,  since  it  suits  you  to  be  civil. 
Take  her  at  once — ^for  good  and  evil  r* 

« It  b  my  Husband,**  softly  said 
The  Woman,  as  if  half  afraid : 
By  this  time  she  was  snug  within. 
Through  help  of  honest  Benjamin ; 
She  and  her  Babe,  which  to  her  breast 
With  thankfulness  the  Mother  pressed ; 
And  now  the  same  strong  voice  more  near 
Said  cordially, «  My  Friend,  what  cheer  t 
Rough  doings  these !  as  God's  my  judge, 
The  sky  owes  somebody  a  grudge ! 
We  've  had  in  half  an  hour  or  less 
A  twelvemonth's  terror  and  distress  l" 

Then  Benjamin  entreats  the  Man 
Would  mount,  too,  quickly  as  he  can : 
The  Sailor — Sailor  now  no  more. 
But  such  he  had  been  heretofore — 
To  courteous  Benjamin  replied, 
*<  (So  you  your  way,  and  mind  not  me ; 
For  I  must  have,  whatever  betide. 
My  Ass  and  fifty  things  befftde^- 
Go,  and  m  follow  speedily  l" 

The  Waggon  moves — and  with  its  load 
Descends  along  the  sloping  road  ; 
And  the  rough  Sailor  instantly 
Turns  to  a  little  tent  hard  by  : 
For  when,  at  closing-in  of  day, 
The  family  had  come  that  way, 
Green  pasture  and  the  soft  warm  air 
Tempted  them  to  settle  there. — 
Green  is  the  grass  for  beast  to  graze. 
Around  the  stones  of  Dunmail-raise  I 

The  Sailor  gathers  up  his  bed. 
Takes  down  the  canvass  overhead  ; 
And,  after  farewell  to  the  place, 
A  parting  word — though  not  of  grace. 
Pursues,  with  Ass  and  all  his  store. 
The  way  the  Waggon  went  before. 


CANTO  SEOOinX 


If  Wytfaebom's  moimi  House  of  prayer. 

As  lowly  as  the  lowliest  dwfA*^ 

Had,  with  its  belfry's  humble  stock, 

A  little  paur  that  hang  in  air. 

Been  mistress  also  of  a  clock, 

(And  one,  too,  not  in  crazy  plight) 

Twdve  strokes  that  clock  would  have  been  tdfii 

Under  the  brow  of  old  Hdvellyn— 

Its  bead-roU  of  midnight. 

Then,  when  the  Hero  of  my  tale 

Was  passing  by,  and,  down  the  vale 

(The  vale  now  silent,  hushed  I  ween 

As  if  a  storm  had  never  been) 

Proceeding  with  a  mind  at  ease  ; 

While  the  old  Familiar  of  the  seas 

Intent  to  use  his  utmost  haste, 

Gained  ground  upon  the  Waggon  &st, 

And  gives  another  lusty  cheer  ; 

For  spite  of  rumbling  of  the  wheels, 

A  welcome  greeting  he  can  hear  ;— 

It  is  a  fiddle  in  its  glee 

Dinning  from  the  Chsbrt  Treb  ! 


Thence  the  sound — ^the  light  is 
As  Benjanun  is  now  aware. 
Who,  to  his  inward  thoughts  confined. 
Had  afanoet  reached  the  festive  door. 
When,  startled  by  the  Sailor's  roar. 
He  hears  a  sound  and  sees  the  li^t. 
And  in  a  moment  calls  to  mind 
That  'tis  the  village  Merkt-nioht  !• 

Although  before  in  no  dejection. 
At  this  insidious  recollection 
His  heart  with  sudden  joy  is  filled^- 
His  ears  are  by  the  music  thrilled. 
His  eyes  take  pleasure  in  the  road 
Glittering  before  him  bright  and  broad  ; 
And  Benjamin  is  wet  and  cold. 
And  there  are  reasons  manifold 
That  make  the  good,  towards  which  he 'a 
Look  fiurly  like  a  Uwful  earning. 

Nor  has  thought  time  to  come  and  go, 
To  vibrate  between  yes  and  no  ; 
For,  cries  the  Swlor,  «  Glorious  chance 
That  blew  us  hither  '.—let  him  dance. 
Who  can  or  will !— my  honest  soul. 
Our  treat  shall  be  a  friendly  bowl !" 

•  A  tann  well  known  in  the  North  of  Englaalj 
applied  to  rural  Fertiralt  where  young  peraons  m 
the  evening  for  the  purpoee  of  dancing.  j 
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THE  WAGGONER. 


bai  dwM  dftb  grmtaat  lignur— 
IbI  ■■  b«  BBM  pnimpi  aad  wg«r ; 

BlIwMlll 


■  aarA  •  viM  maa'*  vbite  (u  uy 
jto  irf  a  (looai?  cMl, 

«  MMBd*  Bt  lut. 

hU  fw  «;  I  JDdg>  amiis, 
oat  TkiB  dtmn  (Toof  of  this  i 
*  if  ■■  dH  ^tffj  tStm, 

fa*  bipptMt  jiur ; 


M- *•  hdiHt  MMl  OD  Mnh. 

MM  and  pMcdbl  bcnh. 


Tlie  tlddlo'B  ifuui:*— Uwt  coll  to  bljn, 
Kier  fallowed  by  ■  kias  ; 
They  PDvy  not  tho  hftppy  lot. 
But  enjoj  their  own  Ihc  more  ! 

While  thus  our  jocnad  Travellen  hre. 
Up  spriDga  tho  Sulor  from  hia  cb«ir — 
Limpa  (for  I  might  have  told  before 
That  he  wu  bme)  acnna  the  floor— 
U  gone — retunu — uid  with  a  prize  ; 
With  wbkt  (— ■  Ship  at  luvty  aize  ; 
A  galUuit  il&tely  Hui-of-wu', 
Filed  on  ■  ■moolhlj'-tUdiiig  cur. 
Surprise  to  aII,  but  mott  mrprise 
To  Benjunin,  who  rnbi  hii  eyra, 
Not  knowing  thst  he  had  befriendrd 
A  Mui  BO  gloriously  attended  '. 

"  Thia,"  criea  the  Sa'Jor,  "  a  Third-nle  it— 
Stand  baak,  and  you  diaU  see  her  gratis  ! 
Thia  wM  the  Ftag-ahip  at  the  Nile, 
The  Vaaguard — yon  may  unirk  and  mule, 
But,  pretty  Haid,  if  you  look  near. 
You  It  find  yon  're  mneli  in  little  hera  1 
A  nobler  ahip  did  never  iwim, 
And  you  aliall  aoe  hor  in  full  trim  : 
t  'U  set,  my  friendt,  to  do  you  honour, 
Set  every  inch  of  sail  upim  her." 
So  said,  lo  done  ;  and  maala,  aaila,  yards. 
He  mmei  them  all ;  and  inlerlardi 
Hi*  ^eedi  with  noeouth  tenns  of  art, 
Atoompliahed  in  the  ahowniao'i  part ; 
And  then,  »a  from  a  aodden  check, 
Criea  out — "  "Kt  there,  the  quarter-dtck 
Od  which  brkTS  Admiral  Nelwo  llood — 
A  eight  that  would  have  roused  your  blood  I 
One  eye  he  had,  which,  bright  aa  ten, 
Bomed  lika  a  Sre  among  hia  men  ^ 
Lei  this  be  land,  and  that  be  sea, 
Here  lay  the  French — and  Ihiu  owns  we  !  " 

Huahed  was  by  thia  tbe  Sddle'i  sonnd. 
The  dancerv  all  were  gathered  round. 
And,  mch  the  niUoeas  of  the  houae, 
YoD  might  havo  beard  a  nibbling  mouae  ; 
While,  bonowing  be^  where'er  hs  may. 
The  Sailor  through  the  atoiy  rum 
Of  ehipe  lo  >hi|*  and  gnni  to  gnna  ; 
And  does  hia  utmost  to  display 
The  dismal  conflict,  and  tbe  might 

of  that  marrellaui  night  1 
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*^  A  bowl,  a  bowl  of  double  meunn^ 
Cries  BenjamiD,  **  a  draught  of  lengtli. 
To  Nelson,  England's  pride  and  treMore, 
Her  bulwark  and  her  tower  of  strength  !  '* 
When  Benjamin  had  seized  the  bowl. 
The  mastiff,  from  beneath  the  waggon. 
Where  he  lay,  watchful  as  a  dragon. 
Rattled  his  chain  ; — 'twas  all  in  Tain, 
For  Benjamin,  triumphant  soul  I 
He  heard  the  monitory  growl ; 
Heard — and  in  oppoeitioD  quaffed 
A  deep,  determined,  desperate  diangfat  I 
Nor  did  the  battered  Tar  forget. 
Or  flinch  from  what  he  deemed  his  debt : 
Then,  like  a  hero  crowned  with  laurel. 
Back  to  her  place  the  ship  he  led  ; 
Wheeled  her  back  in  full  apparel ; 
And  80,  flag  flying  at  mast  head. 
Re-yoked  her  to  the  Ass  : — anon. 
Cries  Benjamin,  ^  We  must  be  gone.** 
Thus,  after  two  hours'  hearty  stay. 
Again  behold  them  on  their  way  1 


CANTO  THIRD. 

Right  gladly  had  the  horses  stirred. 

When  they  the  wished-for  greeting  heard. 

The  whip's  loud  notice  from  the  door. 

That  they  were  free  to  moye  once  more. 

You  think,  those  doings  must  have  bred 

In  them  disheartening  doubts  and  dread  ; 

No,  not  a  horse  of  all  the  eight, 

Although  it  be  a  moonless  night, 

Fears  either  for  himself  or  freight ; 

For  this  they  know  (and  let  it  hide. 

In  part,  the  offences  of  their  guide) 

That  Benjamin,  with  clouded  brains. 

Is  worth  the  best  with  all  their  puns  ; 

And,  if  they  had  a  prayer  to  make. 

The  prayer  would  be  that  they  may  take 

With  him  whatever  comes  in  course. 

The  better  fortune  or  the  worse  ; 

That  no  one  else  may  have  business  near  them. 

And,  drunk  or  sober,  he  may  steer  them. 

So,  forth  in  dauntless  mood  they  fare. 
And  with  them  goes  the  guardian  pair. 

Now,  heroes,  for  the  true  commotion, 
The  triumph  of  your  late  devotion  1 
Can  aught  on  earth  impede  delight, 
Still  mounting  to  a  hl^^ier  height ; 
And  higher  still — a  greedy  flight ! 


Can  any  bw-bom  eare  pnnBe  her. 
Can  any  mortal  dog  eome  to  her! 
No  notion  have  they — not  a  tfaoaght^ 
That  is  from  joylsH  r^gioos  brought  1 
And,  while  they  eoait  the  Blent  lake^ 
Their  inspiration  I  partake  ; 
Share  their  empyrsal  ^nrits— yety 
With  their  enn^»tared  vision,  ace 

0  fimcy — ^what  a  julnlee  I 

What  shifting  pictures— dad  in  gVwmii 
Of  colour  bright  as  feveridi  dreams  I 
£arth,  spanned  sky,  and  hke  aerene^ 
Invdved  and  restless  all — a  aoene 
Pregnant  with  mutual  exaltation. 
Rich  change,  and  multiplied  crsalion  t 
This  sig^t  to  me  the  Muse  imparts  ; — 
And  then,  what  kindness  in  their  heart*  1 
What  tears  of  nature,  what  vow-makii^ 
Profound  entreaties,  and  hand-«haking ! 
What  solemn,  vacant,  interlacing. 
As  if  they  'd  fall  asleep  embracing  ! 
Then,  in  the  turbulence  of  g^, 
And  in  the  excess  of  amity, 
Says  Benjamin,  *^  That  Ass  of  thine. 
He  spdls  thy  sport,  and  hinders  mine  : 
If  he  were  tethered  to  the  waggon. 
He  'd  drag  as  well  what  he  is  dragging  ; 
And  we,  as  brother  should  with  brother 
Might  trudge  it  alongside  each  other  ! " 

Forthwith,  obedient  to  command. 
The  horses  made  a  quiet  stand  ; 
And  to  the  waggon^s  skirts  was  tied 
The  Creature,  by  the  Mastiffs  side. 
The  Mastiff  wondering,  and  perplext 
With  dread  of  what  wll  happen  next ; 
And  thinking  it  but  sorry  cheer. 
To  have  such  company  so  near  ! 

This  new  arrangement  made,  the  Wain 
Through  t)ie  still  night  proceeds  again  ; 
No  Moon  hath  risen  her  light  to  lend  ; 
But  indistinctly  may  be  kenned 
The  Vanguard,  following  close  behind. 
Sails  spread,  as  if  to  catch  the  wind  !  ^ 

**  Thy  wife  and  child  are  snug  and  warm,     ij 
Thy  ship  will  travel  without  harm  ; 

1  like,"  said  Benjamin,  '<  her  shape  and  st 
And  this  of  mine — ^this  bulky  creature 
Of  which  I  have  the  steering — ^thifl|. 
Seen  fairly,  is  not  much  amiss  !  j 
We  want  your  streamers,  friend,  you  know;-  j 
But,  altogether  as  we  go,  il 
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ike  a  kmd  oihMdmmke  dbowt 

;  these  hiUfly  firam  fint  to  iMt, 

>  weathered  many  a  Amou  bbat ; 

nmnge  forcing  on,  with  head 

t  the  atORDy  and  cuitmi  ipfi'wid. 

a  boaster ;  bat  to  tfiee 

ij  \  who  know'st  both  land  aod 

dnddest  hulk  Aat  stons  tiia  brine 

Q jT  worse  beeet  than  mine^ 

cross-winds  on  her  quarter  beat ; 

Mxljr  lifted  from  my  foot, 

;sr  onward    heaven  knows  how ; 

i  80  pleasanti J  as  now  : 

lOot  ly  b J  snows  confonndedy 

■oy  a  foandroas  pit  summiided  I 

xe  we  are,  by  night  and  day 

ng  tiiroii|^  ron^  and  smooth  oar  way  ; 

^  fool  and  foir  our  task  fulfilling  ; 

og  dnU  be  so  yei—<3od  willing  ! ' 


i>» 


r,**  Mid  the  Tsr, « throng^  foir  and  fool— 
Te  OS  from  yon  swreerhing  owl  I  ** 
utant  was  began  a  fray 
called  their  tfaoog^ts  another  way  : 
Mtiiry  31-eonditioned  earl  I 
most  he  do  bat  groiH  and  snarl, 
ore  and  more  disisrinfied 
he  meek  comrade  at  his  side  I 
It  incensed  though  pat  to  proof, 
m,  oplifling  a  hind  hoof, 
i  the  Mastiff  on  the  head  ; 
>  werB  better  manners  bred, 
1  was  cafaned  and  qoieted. 


n  screech-owl,''  says  the  Sailor,  turning 

)  his  farmer  caose  of  mooming, 

M  I— pray  God  that  all  be  well  1 

rse  than  any  fimeral  beU ; 

i  as  I  'Te  the  gifi  of  sight, 

Jl  be  meeting  ghosts  to-night !" 

Benjamin,  ^  This  whip  shall  lay 

■nd,  if  they  cross  oar  way. 

that  Wanton's  noisy  station, 

him  and  his  oocopation ; 

ly  bird  hath  learned  his  cheer 

le  banks  of  Windermere ; 

a  tribe  of  them  make  merry, 

g  the  Man  that  keeps  the  ferry ; 

og  from  an  open  throat, 

iTellers  shouting  for  a  boat 

ricks  he  learned  at  Windermere 

grant  owl  is  playing  here— 

the  worst  of  hia  employment : 

;  tiie  top  of  hia  c^joymsni !" 


This  explanation  stilled  the  alarm. 
Cared  the  foreboder  like  a  charm  ; 
This,  and  the  manner,  and  the  Yoioe, 
Sommoned  the  Sailor  to  rejoice ; 
His  heart  is  up-^e  fears  no  evil 
From  life  or  death,  from  man  or  deril ; 
He  wheels — and,  making  many  stops. 
Brandished  his  cratch  against  the  mountain  tops ; 
And,  while  he  talked  of  blows  and  scars, 
Benjamin,  among  the  stars. 
Beheld  a  dancing — and  a  glancing ; 
Such  retreating  and  advancing 
As,  I  ween,  was  never  seen 
In  bloodiest  battle  since  the  days  of  Mars ! 


CANTO  FOURTH. 

Thus  they,  with  freaks  of  proud  delight. 

Beguile  the  renmant  of  the  night ; 

And  many  a  snatch  of  jovial  song 

Regales  them  as  they  wind  along ; 

While  to  the  music,  from  on  high, 

The  echoes  make  a  glad  reply^ — 

But  the  sage  Muse  the  revel  heeds 

No  farther  than  her  story  needs ; 

Nor  will  she  servilely  attend 

The  loitering  journey  to  its  end. 

— ^Blithe  spirits  of  her  own  impel 

The  Muse,  who  scents  the  morning  air. 

To  take  of  this  transported  pur 

A  brief  and  unreproved  farewell ; 

To  quit  the  slow-paced  waggon's  side. 

And  wander  down  yon  hawthorn  deU, 

With  murmuring  Greta  for  her  guide. 

— There  doth  she  ken  the  awfbl  form 

Of  Raven-crag — bUck  as  a  storm — 

Glimmering  through  the  twilight  pale ; 

And  Ghimmer-crag,  •  his  tall  twin  brother, 

Each  peering  forth  to  meet  the  other : — 

And,  while  she  roves  through  St  John's  Vale, 

Along  the  smooth  nnpathwayed  plain. 

By  sheep-track  or  through  cottage  lane, 

Where  no  disturbance  comes  to  intrude 

Upon  the  pensive  solitude. 

Her  unsuspecting  eye,  perchance. 

With  the  rude  shepherd's  favoured  glance. 

Beholds  the  faeries  in  array. 

Whose  party-coloured  garments  gay 

The  sUent  company  betray : 

Red,  green,  and  blue ;  a  moment's  sight  I 

For  Skiddaw-top  with  rosy  light 

Is  touched — and  all  the  band  take  fligjit 
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—  Fly  »1bo,  Mnse  !  sod  from  the  dell 
Mount  to  tho  ridge  o!  Nikthdale  Fell ; 
llieDiv,  look  thou  forth  oVr  wond  and  lawn 
Hmr  with  (he  frost-like  dews  of  diwn  ; 
Across  yon  moulonj  batlom  look, 
WliEPB  close  fogs  hide  their  pm^t  brook  i 
And  see,  beyond  that  hunlel  Bmall, 
The  nuned  toweis  of  ThrBlkeld-hall, 
Lorldiig  in  m  double  shkde. 
By  trees  and  lingering  twilight  msde  I 
There,  at  Blenathara's  rugged  feel. 
Sir  Lancelot  gave  a  mTo  retmt 
To  noble  dilfiird ;  from  annoy 
Concealed  the  persemted  boy, 
Well  pleai^  in  nuUc  garl>  to  feed 
Uia  flock,  and  pipe  on  shepherd's  reed 
Among  this  multitade  of  hil  Is, 
Cragi,  woodlands,  waterfalls,  and  rills ; 
Whieh  Boon  tile  maniing  shall  enfold, 
From  east  to  west,  in  ample  tpbI 
Of  masiy  gloom  and  radiance  bold. 

The  mieta,  that  o'er  the  alreamlet's  bed 
Hung  low,  begin  to  tiee  and  spread  ; 
Even  wliile  I  speak,  their  skins  of  grey 
Are  smitten  by  a  sHver  my  ; 
And  lo  I~up  Castrigg's  naked  meep 
(Where,  smoothly  urged,  the  vajiours  sweep 
Along— and  scatlerand  divide, 
Like  fleecy  clouds  selt-multipIiiNl) 
The  Bifltely  waggon  is  ascending. 
With  jaithiiil  Benjunin  attwiding, 
Apparent  now  be^de  his  team — 
Now  lost  amid  a  glittering  steam : 
And  with  him  goes  his  Sailor-friend, 
By  this  time  ncnr  their  journey's  end ; 
And,  after  their  high-minded  riot, 
SietceniDg  into  thougbtAil  quiet ; 
As  if  the  morning's  pleasant  hour. 
Had  tor  their  joya  a  killing  power. 
And,  sooth,  for  Benjamin  a  vdn 
Is  opened  of  bHU  deeper  pain 
As  if  his  heart  by  notes  were  stung 
From  out  the  lowly  hedge-rows  flung ; 
As  if  the  warbler  lost  in  light 
Reproved  his  soarings  of  the  night. 
In  strains  of  rapture  pure  and  holy 
Tpbi-aided  his  distempered  folly. 

Drooping  is  he,  his  step  is  dull ; 
But  the  borses  stretch  and  pnll ; 
With  increasing  vigour  elhnb. 
Eager  to  repair  lost  time ; 
Whether,  by  their  own  desert, 


Knowing  what  cmue  there  is  for  ahatna. 

They  are  Ubouring  lo  avert 

As  much  aemay  bo  of  the  blame, 

Wliich,  they  foresee,  must  Hxm  alighl 

Upon  Ait  bead,  whom,  in  deqiite 

Of  aD  his  fuUuga,  tliey  lore  best ; 

Whether  for  him  they  are  diatnat, 

Or,  by  length  of  fasting  rouaed. 

Are  impatient  to  be  housed : 

Up  against  the  hill  (hey  slnia 

Tugging  at  the  iron  chain. 

Tugging  all  with  might  and  maiu, 

I«at  and  foremost,  every  horse 

To  the  utmost  of  his  force  1 

And  (lie  smoke  and  reapitatjon, 

Ritdng  like  an  Bxhalalian, 

Blend  with  the  mist— a  mo 

To  form,  an  nndiasolving  cloud  ; 

Wliich,  with  skint  ray,  the  merry  n 

Takes  delight  to  pbiy  npon. 

Never  golden-haired  Apollo, 

Pleased  some  fiivourite  chief  to 

Through  accidents  of  p«u:e  or  war. 

In  a  perilous  moment  threw 

A  round  the  object  of  bis  Care 

Veil  of  Bueb  celestinl  hue ; 

Interposed  so  bright  a  screen — 

Him  and  his  enemies  between  I 


AlasI  what  boots  itl^who  oan 
When  (he  nmUcious  F»le«  are  ben 
On  workuig  out  an  ill  intent! 
Can  destiny  be  turned  adde  I 
No — sad  progress  of  my  atorj  1 
Beajaniin,  this  outwsird  gloiy 
Cannot  shield  thee  from  thy  Haataty 
Who  from  Keswick  has  pricked  ft 
Sour  and  surly  as  the  north  ; 
And,  in  fear  of  some  disaster. 
Comes  to  give  what  help  be  may, 
And  lo  hear  what  thou  canst  say  ; 
If,  as  needs  ho  most  forebode. 
Thou  hast  been  loitering  on  the  road 
His  fears,  his  doubts,  may  now  take  f 
The  widied-for  object  is  In  sight ; 
Yet,  troBt  the  Muse,  it  rather  hath 
Stirred  him  up  lo  livelier  wrath  ; 
Which  he  stifleB,  nioody  man  I 
With  all  the  patience  that  he  can ; 
To  the  end  tliat,  at  your  meeting. 
He  may  give  tbee  decent  greeting. 


There  he  is — resolved  lo  tb^ 
'nil  the  waggon  gains  the  lop ; 


K,)^ 


THE  WAGGON  KR. 


eare  it  k,  that  Ihrongh  Una  night. 
And  wlut  the  moming  bnnight  to  light, 
Two  lonra  had  we  to  nialuu, 

c  lost  boll)  WiooonEB  ud  Wttai 


kHhiipM,»«dfint 
Ustajm  cock  Ihu 


finn  bi*  cokng ; 


IM  i^Bk  ■(  habe  ud  nwtber: 

K  ^^lakri  wtdi  «acb  otbcT, 


ivh  iB4  oat,  ^ti  ibroogb  uid  through  j 
■  a^iay— a  M  laM  he  (pica 


■^  ■*!  lb*  taoiUr-bisrtFd, 
■  Ub  Mbbi  and  vigji;"!^  lonrd  ; 
»*VrfllMdar-a.-.r, 
1  Aa*B  hia  vUf— and  «ri«il  no  mon 


Accept,  O  FriBDd,  for  praiie  or  bUino, 
The  gift  of  this  wlvniturim*  song ; 
A  record  which  t  dared  to  ftame, 
Thotigh  timid  Bcnplea  checked  me  long ; 
Tiivy  checked  me — ud  I  left  the  theme 
L'Dtouoh«l ; — in  ipite  of  mui)'  a  glauo 
Of  fwicy  which  themm  wu  ^ed, 

,c  p)«uuit  niubcami  nhifting  «tiU 
UpoD  the  (ids  of  a  diilaiit  hill : 
But  Natora  might  not  be  gsioaud ; 

what  t  linre  and  what  I  min 
I  ling  of  ihne  ; — it  mftkr*  my  bliM  I 
Nor  is  it  1  who  plajr  the  pnrt, 
But  a  ihy  ipiril  in  mj  heart, 
That  comee  and  gMw— will  som 
Ftvm  Idding-placea  Un  ^ean  de«p  j 

auDia  me  with  funiiiar  face, 
RrturaiDg,  like  a  ghoat  unlaid. 
Until  the  debt  I  owe  be  paid. 
Fargire  mc,  then  ;  for  1  bad  beoi 
On  friendly  terms  with  Uua  Machine : 
In  him,  while  he  waa  wout  to  tiace 
Our  i-ooda,  through  many  a  long  yaar'a  ■?*(>*, 


.tap 


We  had  a  speaking  diary. 

Thai  in  this  uneventful  [.laco, 

Gare  to  the  days  a  mark  and  name 

By  which  we  knew  them  when  ihcy  came. 

—Yes,  I,  and  all  about  mo  here. 

Through  all  tlie  changM  of  tlie  year, 

Been  bim  through  the  mounlwaa  go. 
In  pomp  of  mist  or  pomp  ot  snow, 
Majeatically  bnge  and  si 
Or,  with  a  milder  gnue 
The  landifapt  of  a  nmmwi'a  maniing  ; 
While  Gnonera  ntoothed  hu  hqoid  plain 
The  moving  image  to  detain; 
And  inigh^  Fairfield,  with  a  chima 

choea,  to  hie  march  kept  lime  ; 
Wheti  little  other  busJiicn  slirTed, 
And  tittle  other  soimd  waa  beard  ; 

lat  delicious  Iiour  of  balm, 
Stillneea,  solitude,  and  calm. 
While  yet  the  nlley  ia  arrayed. 
On  lliia  ada  with  a  sober  ihade ; 
On  dial  is  prodigally  bright— 
Crag,  Uwn,  and  wood— with  nv  '■S'"' 


u$ 


POBIfS  OF  THE  FAKCY. 


—But  nuMft  of  ally  Aon  lordly  Wain  I 
I  wfah  to  bttfv  dMe  iMN  •«ib^ 

Wlmi  window*  fli^p  and  efammiy 
And  an  ia  dknal  oat  of  doon ; 
Andy  Btting  hj  my  fire^  I  aae 
B|^t  aony  cartas  no  Ibh  a  Mb  1 
UnwwUy  ■neceaaora  of  tijaa^ 
GooM  atnggifaV  tfmqgh  tta  wind  and  xafai  s 
And  0II9  aa  Hmj  paaa  doiHgr  on, 
Bcnaatfi  mj  window^  ana  I7  ona^ 
8aa»  porahad  vpoB  dM  nakad  lMi|^  ' 
^nha  annunit  of  A  onmbRMa  flNijglilji 
A  aim^  trawflar    and  flwra 
flian  partiaTia  a  pair 


Tha  lama,  tiie  rioUj, 
Vj&ikf  wcaniMi^  lima  I  tlw 
And  babea  in  wet  and 
Which  oooay  be  waati 
Had  atm  a  neat  witiuj 
Thyaheiter  andthai 
Then  moat  of  ally  tibM 
Do  I  regret  what  we 
Am  griered  for  that  1 
Which  robbed  oa  of  s 
AndofhiaatatdjCfa 
Could  keep  aliTe  whai 


I 


i 
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THEBS  WAS  A  BOY. 

aBoj;  je  knew  faim  weDy  70  difti 
of  Wimodcr !— many  a  tune, 
when  tke  eariMBl  tten  began 
along  Om  edges  of  the  hilliy 
■g  or  Kttiqgy  would  be  itaiid  alone, 
■idi  tke  touj,  or  by  the  glimmering  lake  ; 
I  dMTC^  with  fing«  intorwoYen,  hoik  hands 
■id  closely  palm  to  palm  and  to  his  month 
MWy  hi^  ss  llifuugh  an  instmmenty 
V  aisMe  hontings  to  the  silent  owls, 
sihcy  mightanswer  him. — And  they  would  ihoat 
m  the  watery  val^  and  ahont  again, 
fOBBve  to  ins  eall^ — ^with  qiuTering  peals, 
1  long  haffinrT^  and  srrrams,  and  echoes  kmd 
inhled  and  redoubled  ;  conconzse  wild 
jpomdAn  1  And,  when  there  came  a  panse 
doee  SMJi  as  baffled  his  best  skiU  : 
m,  iisai  llini  m,  in  that  silence,  while  he  hnng 
a  gentle  shock  of  mild  sorprise 
far  into  his  heart  the  Toice 


• 

-torronts  ;  or  the  Tirible  scene 

lUcBlCt 

•  nnawazes  into  !»«*  mind 

kalimi 

islimn  imagery,  its  rocks. 

vooda*  snd  that  nnoertain  heayen  received 

the  boat 

■n  of  the  steady  hd^e. 

kaboy  1 

vaa  taken  firaoi  his  mates,  and  died 

hiUhood,  ere  hs  was  foU  twelve  years  okL 

^smimami 

in  beauty  is  the  vale 

ibofnaod  fared :  the  church-yard  hanga 

aaalopi 

» above  the  vilkige-school ; 

tikvongl 

1  that  church-yard  when  my  way  has  led 

1  SIM  III 

rtemi«s,  I  befieve,  that  there 

B{  half-howr  together  I  have  stood 

V        ^  * 

Dg  aA  the  grave  in  which  he  lies ! 

1790. 

II. 

TO  THE  CUCKOa 

New-comer  1  I  have  heard, 
tbeeand  rejoice, 
oo  !  shaO  I  can  thee  Bird, 
Voieet 


While  I  am  lying  on  the  grass 
Thy  twofold  shout  I  hear, 
From  hill  to  hill  it  seems  to  pass. 
At  once  lar  off,  and  near. 

Though  babbling  only  to  the  Vale, 
Of  sunshine  and  of  flowers. 
Thou  bringest  unto  me  a  tale 
Of  visionary  hours. 

Thrice  welcome,  darling  of  the  Spring  I 

Even  yet  thou  art  to  me 

No  bird,  but  an  invisible  thing, 

A  voice,  a  mystery ; 

The  same  whom  in  my  school-boy  days 
I  listened  to ;  that  Cry 
Which  made  me  look  a  thousand  ways 
In  bush,  and  tree,  and  sky. 

To  seek  thee  did  I  often  rove 
Through  woods  and  on  the  green ; 
And  thou  wert  still  a  hope,  a  love ; 
Still  longed  for,  never  seen. 

And  I  can  listen  to  thee  yet ; 
Can  lie  upon  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  beget 
That  golden  time  again. 

O  blessed  Bird!  the  earth  we  pace 
Again  appears  to  be 
An  unsubstantial,  laery  place ; 
That  is  fit  home  for  Thee ! 


1804. 


III. 
A  NIGHT-PIECE. 


The  sky  is  overcast 

With  a  continuous  cloud  of  texture  dose, 
Heavy  and  wan,  all  whitened  by  the  Moon, 
Which  through  that  veil  is  indistinctly  seen, 
A  dull,  contracted  circle,  yielding  light 
So  feebly  spread,  that  not  a  shadow  faUs, 


POEMS  OP  THE  IMAGINATION. 


Chequoing  the  groand—fram  rock,  pUnt,  Ute,  n 


he  treads 

nil  lononme  path,  'with  unobaerTing  ere 
Bcmt -earthward*    he  lookaup — the  claudBU«i[di 
Aaimder, — and  above  iiisbeBd  ba  mm 
The  dear  Moon,  kud  the  f^ory  ol  the  hesTena. 
There,  ui  k  block-blue  vault  she  Mik  along. 
Followed  by  mullitDdeg  of  stare,  that,  miall 
And  sharp,  and  bright,  alou^  the  dark  nbysa 
DnvetaahedrivBa    bow  foat  (hey  wheel  away. 
Yet  Tsniah  not !— the  wind  ja  in  Iho  tree. 
But  Ilisy  are  silent ;— still  they  roll  along 
louneuuraljly  distant    and  Uie  vault. 
Built  roond  by  those  whito  clouds, enormous  doudi 
Still  deepens  its  unfatliamable  deptli. 
At  Icogtli  tiie  Vi^on  elo&es    and  the  nuud. 
Not  uudieturbed  by  Die  deliglit  it  feels, 
Which  slowly  settles  into  jicoceful  cabn, 
1«  left  to  maee  apan  th«  solenm  seene. 


AIREY-FORCE  VALLEY. 

Not  a  breath  of  air 

RafRee  the  boaoin  of  this  leafy  glen. 

From  the  brook's  mai^,  vide  anund,  the  trees 

Are  stedfait  aa  tbe  rocks  ;  the  lir>iok  itself. 

Old  aa  the  hills  that  feed  it  from  afar, 

Diiih  riiilir-r  ,l,'.'|,iii  than  disturb  Iho  cahn 

And  yet,  even  now,  a  little  breeze,  perchance 

Escaped  from  boiBteruus  v/imk  that  mgc  without, 

Haa  entered,  by  tlie  sturdy  oaks  unfell. 

But  to  its  gentle  touch  liow  sensitiva 

Is  tlie  light  ash  [  thai,  pendent  from  the  brow 

Of  j^on  dim  cave,  in  seeminj;  silence  makes 

A  soft  eye-iDunc  of  alow-waving  boughs, 

Powerful  almost  as  Tocnl  harmony 

To  stay  the  wanderer's  steps  and  soothe  his  thoughts. 


YEW-TREES. 


To  Scothuid'a  heaths  M  tb 
And  drew  their  sounding  b< 
Perhaps  at  earher  Crecy,  oi 
Of  vast  circumference  ond 
This  Bolilary  Tree  a  living 
Produced  too  slowly  ever  U 
Of  fiirm  and  oapeet  loo  mi) 
To  be  d,.-»iroyi'd.  liut  wor 
Are  those  rrai^Timl  Four  o 
Joined  in  one  solemn  and  ( 
Huge  tmnln  I  and  each  pK 
Of  mlcrtwisted  fibres  aerpe 
Up-coiling,  and  inTclentel: 
Nor  iminlorniej  with  Thai 
Tliat  threaten  llie  profane 
Upon  whoso  giasslen  floor 
By  aheddings  Jrom  the  pin 
Perennially— beneath  *ha< 
Of  boughs,  as  if  for  festal 
With  onrejcMoing  berrica— 
Msy  meet  at  luwntide ;  Fe 
Silence  and  Foresight;  De 
And  Time  the  Sliadow ;— t 
As  in  a  ruilural  temple  sot 
With  altars  undisturbed  ol 
United  worship  ;  or  in  mm 
To  he,  and  listen  to  the  m< 
Murmniing  from  Glarama 


Thu 


-tree,  pride  of  Lorlon  Vale, 
Which  to  tiiis  day  Biaiidg  single,  m  the  midst 
Of  ila  o«n  darkntsfl,  .13  it  Bt.wJ  of  yore : 
tivi  loth  to  fnrnisli  iveapf,n3  for  the  bands 
Of  Umfiaville  or  Percy  ere  they  marched 


-Use 


(I  speak  of  one  from  many 
One  of  those  Tieavcnly  day 
When,  in  the  cagCfflCSS  of 
I  left  our  coltage-tbreshold 
With  a  huge  walkt  o'er  m; 
A  nutting-CTook  in  hand  ; 
Tow'rd  some  tar-distant  wi 
Tricked  out  in  prand  A'aga 
Which  for  Hint  service  hai 
Ry  eihortatiou  of  my  IVugi 
Motley  accontremont,  of  pi 
A  t  thoma,  andbrake9,andli 
More  raggi^d  than  need  wU 
Throughboda  of  matted  fa 
>y  way,  I  came  tt 


isited,  t 


onped  with  it 


i  the  ha 
Tall  and  erect,  with  temptii 


PUEU3  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


^     ■!— JUjgle  whil*  1  tlooA, 

riH  wall  — dl  mppnauoo  of  the  heTt 

;  JilMhli  b :  tad, Vith  wiie  watnint 

^■»^  Ifli^  oft  ri»»l,  qtd 

■^«t ;— <r  tmialh  tbe  trma  I  u(e 

I  Iha  floowi,  knd  witli  the  flomn  1  pUjed ; 

par  kaoWB  is  Ibiiw,  whu,  *ft«r  krog 

ai7  BiiaaMliaa,  hate  boot  bliat 

mMm  •-fl'----  Iwjronil *U  Iwpc. 

p  It  VM  m  bmttr  bcoasth  obMO  le»Tm 

ri%  a^a^  hj  IB  J  baxam  ejt  ; 
»liv  VMo^bRski  do  munuor  DO 

V(  lai  I  av  iha  i^uUing  fuun, 
■H  af  dwtk  on  on*  of  ihoie  gr*ta  stniet 
^■ead  wkk  BMi,  under  tlie  nhndy  tnr*, 
i«l  ■■,  wrtwwrl  like  ■  flock  of  alipcp— 
i  4h  hm^mt  uhI  tbc  marmuring  wuad, 


UgaltawthboObucb  Mid  bmifjiioitb 
iwJ^i  iw^n^p  »nd  Ibe  lUuuty  nook 
plt)^^MHaty«tfntlj  y re  up  HitMX.<«. 


■<■}' aagaliMUngBwilh  die  pMt  ; 

fcriittMfiillbBwwUhrfidngi, 
^H^^^^  1  WwM       ^ 


sn  1  mail  gcDllo  biud 
ii  a  agiiu  lu  Iho  woodt. 


K  sanpvoy  i-as^ 


in  Ihia  ^onni;  Vtm, 


vtnd*  bcvflditrnl  kiiU  tarlim, 
*HMh^  tna  Ibc  bIcu-  Um  tkj. 


As  if  a  voice  were  in  ihem,  Ibe  acV  nglit 

And  gidil}'  prospect  of  tbe  rating  strenm, 

The  unrctlered  clouds  nnd  region  of  Uie  lienveiiB, 

Tumult  and  peitce,  tlie  darbneM  and  the  liglil  — 

Were  all  like  vorkingi  of  one  miad,  the  fcatiuvi 

or  the  Bune  face,  bloBBomB  upon  one  trcp, 

Clunutcra  of  tlic  gnM  ApnculypBe, 

Tbe  tj'pes  and  aymbole  of  Eternil}', 

Of  flnt,  nnd  but,  and  midst,  and  nithoui  end. 


Sub  wih  >  Phanlom  of  delight 

Wbea  flnt  «fae  eteamod  upon  mjr  siglit ; 

A  loreljr  ApparitiuTi,  HUt 

Hit  eyit  u  sun  of  Twilight  tair ; 
Like  Twilighl'B,  too,  her  dusky  hair  ; 
liut  nil  tiling!  I'lue  about  her  drama 
From  May-time  and  the  cbeerfiil  Dawn  ; 
A  daoi-ing  Slupe,  an  Image  guy. 
To  haunt,  to  etarile,  oud  vray-lar. 

t  saw  her  upon  nrai-cr  view, 
A  Spirit,  yol  a  Woman  loo  ! 
Her  bouachold  motions  light  and  free, 
And  slepa  of  Tirgin-liberty  ; 
„A  cooDlcDMice  in  which  did  moel 
Sweol  records,  pramiaea  as  iwoet ; 
A  Crcaturs  not  loo  bright  or  good 
Far  human  nature'a  duly  food  ; 
For  tnnaionl  aorrowii,  aimpte  wileA, 
Praiw,  bbune,  luve,  kiseca,  lean,  and  ami 

And  now  I  ace  witli  eye  aerene 


THe  verypulM  o(  the  machingj; 

A  Being  M-e»tTiing~llionBliiinl  breath, 

Ttie  rt—m  tbem,  lh«  icmpenue  will, 
Endunuicc,  fororighl,  Mmigth,  and  Bkill  i 
A  perfect  Wanian,  noUy  planned. 
To  warn,  to  tomfort,  and  command  ; 
And  yet  a  Hfirit  still,  and  bright 
WiUi  aometliing  of  angelia  light. 


O  NiaRnnoiui !  iliou  sorely  art 
A  creMnre  of  a  ■  flery  heart  " : — 
llieae  nole*  of  Ihine — tliey  |MBree  and  pi 
Tunnltuous  bannauy  and  flera  I 
Tbou  uug'sl  M  If  the  God  of  wine 
Had  helped  llice  lo  a  Valentine  ; 


144 


pomiB  or  THE  nfAam  AnoM . 


£«At^ 


A  mmg  b  moekfliy  and  diBpite 
or  aliAdMy  ud  d0w%  and  riknk  B%lit ; 
And  ateadj  blifl^  and  an  the  loves 
Now  tjtn&i^tng  in  liieBo  paaedbl  grovw. 

I  haard  a  Sto^-dof«  ring  or  angr 
Hta  homely  tek^  Oia  Toy  daj ; 
His  Toioe  was  buried  among  tna% 
Yet  to  be  eome-ai  hj  tiie  breeae: 
Hedidnotoeaae;  botoooed—andeooed; 
And  aomewfaat  pemively  be  wooed  s 
He  aang  of  love,  widi  qoiet  UflodiBg^ 
Slow  to  b^gfai,  and  never  ending ; 
Of  aerioos  fiutliy  and  inward  glee ; 
Ibat  was  flie  aong    the  aong  te  me ! 


IMC 


Thbbi  jeara  ahe  grew  in  eon  and  ihower^ 

Than  Natoxe  said,  **A  lovdier  flower 

.On  earfli  waa  never  aown ; 

•  Thb  Child  I  to  m  jaelf  will  take ; 

|8he  ahall  be  mbe,  and  I  will  make 

iA  Ladj  of  my  own. 

Mjaelf  win  to  mj  daribg  be 

Both  lawjnd^oimlee :  and  with  me 

The  Girl,  in  rock  and  phuD, 

In  earth  and  heayeoy  in  glade  and  bower, 

ShaU  feel  an  oTcrseong  power 

To  kindle  or  reatrain. 

She  shall  be  sportive  as  the  &wii 
That  wild  with  glee  across  the  lawn 
Or  op  the  mountain  springs ; 
And  her*8  shall  be  the  breathing  bafan, 
And  Iter's  the.ai]eDce  and  thacahn 
"^   Of  mute  insensate  things. 


»k. 


I 


The  floating  clouds  their  state  shall  lend 
To  her ;  for  her  the  willow  bend ; 
Nor  shall  she  fail  to  see 
Even  in  the  motions  of  the  Storm 
Grace  that  shaU  mould  the  Maiden's  form 
By  alent  sympathy. 

The  stars  of  midnight  shall  be  dear 

To  her ;  and  she  shall  lean  her  ear 

In  many  a  secret  place 

Where  rivulets  dance  their  wayward  round. 

And  beauty  bom  of  murmuring  sound 

ShaU  paas  into  her  hoe. 


And  Tttal  Mb«i  of  delW 
ShaU  rear  bw  locm  to  I 
Her  viigin  boaoM  aweB  ; 
9odi  thoi^ili  to  lA^y  I  vfll  g|M 
Whaa  ribe  and  I  logithMP  1km 
Hsva  in  tiiia  faaffj  ddL* 


Tfana  Natnw  apake    Tha  weak 
How  aeon  mj  Lnqr'a  laaa 
She  died,  and  left  to  M 
TUa  heaki,  thb  edni,  and 
The  meniory  of  wlmi  haa 
And  nevar  move  win  bai 


XI. 


A  iLUMBiE  did  nqr  apirU  aeal ; 

I  had  no  human  Ibans 
She  aeemed  a  thh^  diaieoald  na(  ftnt 

TIm  toneii  of  eardily 


/ 


No  motion  baa  die  now,  no  Ibne; 

She  neidier  heaia  nor  aesa  ; 
BoUed  roond  in  earfli'a  dinnal 

Wi^  rocka,  and  atQoe%  and 


XII. 

I  WANDEBED  louoly  as  a  dead 
That  floats  on  high  o'er  vales  and  hiUa^ 
When  all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd, 
A  host,  of  golden  daffodils ; 
Beside  the  lake,  beneath  the  trees. 
Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeae. 

Continuous  as  the  stars  that  shine 
And  twinkle  on  the  milky  way, 
They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a  bay : 
Ten  thousand  saw  I  at  a  glance. 
Tossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  danoe. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced ;  but  thcj 

Out-did  the  sparkling  waves  in  ^ee: 

A  poet  could  not  but  be  gay. 

In  such  a  jocund  company : 

I  gaased— and  gazed— but  little  tiioogfat 

What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  broiq;fat : 

For  oft,  when  on  my  coodi  I  lie 
In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood, 
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UE  OF  POOR  SrSAN. 
r  Wood  Stmt,  when  d*y!ig!it 
bat  dnp  load,  il  W  mng 
ri  Irf  tha  ipot,  niil  hM  hokri 


An  tha  Moon  lirigbtens  round  her  Ihe  elouda  ottlie 

[c,  where  he  Btjuids,  is  *  cealre  of  light ; 

Il  glcantt  on  the  Sue,  there,  of  dnaky-Iirawed  Jack, 

And  Ihepkle-vioigod  Daker'a,  with  basket  on  back. 

Thut  ntand-bound  'Prentice  wu  punng  in  haste — 
Wlint  luntlcr  t  he  *ii  cnught — and  bi>  dme  rata  to 

'Hie  Nen»miui  ii  Btoppnl,  tliough  he  Hops  on  the 

fret; 
And  llio  liatf-bmathlesB  Limpliglitcr — ^he'a  in  the 


•■I  ttiiv,  nod  lh(  hill  win  not  riac, 
i*»  all  ftmtd  aaaj  tnmi  hcrejtii  I 


The  Porter  sits  down  on  tlin  veiglil  which  he  bore ; 
The  Loas  with  herbaimwwheeb hither  lieralore  ; — 
If  a  Ifaief  could  be  here  he  might  pilfer  M  cam ; 
She  H«8  the  Mundui,  'tis  all  that  she  sou  I 

lU  aatxia,  backed  by  the  wall  j—he  abates  not  his 

His  h>tgi>«  him  Tigeiir,  with  boon*  dropping  in. 
From  the  old  and  the  f  oiuig,  bum  Ibe  poorest ; 

and  there ! 
The  one-penniod  Boj  has  hk  peluij  to  spare. 

Q  blest  am  the  faearen,  and  proud  be  the  haml 
01  tlie  pleisuro  it  spreads  throogh  bo  tbwakful  a 

band; 
I  am  gbid  for  him,  blind  as  he  is! — all  the  while 
If  IhL'jr  Epuiti  'ds  to  pnuae,  and  tbe^r  pnuse  with  a 


roWHB  OF  MV81C. 
k!  ta  Orr^Ms '  r^  Failh  m» J  grow  bold, 
Il  liM  Mil  fill  tbr  woi  Jirn  of  old  ^~ 
■H|r  PaBttwwo  yon  11  meet  with  tfaei 
at  4m  ftwoi  Oifi«4  bath  borrowed  its 


That  tall  Man,  a  giant  in  bulk  and  in  height, 
an  incb  of  his  body  is  hft  tmai  delight ; 

Out  be  krcp  himself  slill,  if  hs  would  I  oh.  not 
musio  Blirv  in  tiim  like  niiid  through  a  tre 


I 


Mark  thai  Cripple  w 


I  onhitcTuUib;  Ii 


^^  wkh  immanj  merrj  sod  b 
»  k»  p»«r  «Q  llMir  bBTti  tu  tl» : 
t  •««  iMinl  n>  Us  Bddb  and  hi 

^^v  »^maMj  I  what  an  enpre  is  this  E 
■  [Mill  lil>> akd  Ih*  bungrf  hat*  lilii 

lo  hngcr  oppresL 


That  lon^  lias  leaned  forward,  leans  bmir  af 

Tlial  Mother,  whose  spirit  m  fetten  is  bound, 
While  ilie  dandle*  the  Babe  in  heraniulo  the  soiu 

Now,  eoschee  and  ehariols !  roar  on  like  a  stroai 
Here  are  twenty  souls  happy  as  aouU  in  a  drew 
Tlieyare  deaf  to  yourmumiun— they  can)  noil 

Nor  what  JB  Mxt  flying,  nor  what  ye  punue  1 


U6                                             POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 

XT. 

mind™ploy 

OtLim«bogaKa,orbaaga*;d!  agravcand 

STAB-G.*ZE11S. 

joy. 

Wh*I  crowd  ia  this?  whaHiave  we  here  1  we  must 

That  doth  njoct  aU  sbow  of  pride,  admin  i 

DOtp^ailbyi 

ward  sign, 

Bemuse  not  of  this  ad«y  mrid,  but  tOe 

Loug  )b  it  w  a  barbcr'H  pole,  or  nmst  of  little  boat. 

divine  1 

wkten  float. 

Whatever  be  the  a>u«e,  til  ton  that  llu 

pry  and  pore 

Seem  lo  m«t  with  hole  gain,  Mem  lew  hapf 

bmy  Square; 

before: 

And  >«  whappy  in  his  nighl,  for  (Jba  heavm«  ore 

One  after  One  they  take  their  tom,  nor  havi 

blneuulf^; 

«pi»i 

TlatdDlhnmBlMkIygo*»>;,uif  diaMi> 

imdy  wilii  the  fee. 

And  envies  him  that  '■  laoldog ;— what  an  imdslit 

inuBtitl>e! 

m 

^ 

^ 

A  boMter,  that  when  be  ]a  tried,  fails,  ud  is  put 

WRITTEN   IN  MARCU, 

to  shame  t 

Or  ii  it  good  as  othen  are,  uid  be  their  eya  in 

fault  1 

Tub  Cock  is  awing,               ^W 

vault! 

Tbe  stream  is  flowing. 

The  sniall  biiils  twiner. 

Is  nothing  of  that  radiimt  pomp  so  good  as  wc  have 

The  lake  cioth  ghBcr, 

heret 

The  green  field  sleeps  in  the  eun ; 

Or  givee  a  thing  but  emaU  deliglit  that  never  con 

Tbe  oldest  and  youngcat 

bedearl 

Are  at  work  wilh  tbe  stroogMt; 

The  wlver  moon  ivilh  all  her  vales,  and  billi  of 

Tlie  cBttie  are  gnuing> 

mightiest  fame. 

Their  heads  never  rai^ng  ; 

DoUi  she  bttmy  lu  wheu  Uiey  're  seen  1  er  are  ihey 

Tliere  are  forty  feedmg  like  ona  I 

butamune! 

Like  an  army  defoalod 

Or  is  it  rather  that  Conceit  rapacious  is  and  Blraog, 

The  snow  halh  retreated. 

And  bmnly  never  yields  so  much  but  it  seema  to 

And  now  dodi  lare  ill 

doherwro.^! 

On  the  top  of  iho  bore  hill ; 

Or  ii  it,  that  when  human  Souls  a  juuniey  long 

The  Ploughboy  is  whooping-anon-an 

have  had 

There's  joy  in  the  mountMoai 

And  ITS  remrned  into  themselves,  they  catmot  but 

There 's  life  in  the  founttuns ; 

beaul! 

Small  clouds  are  miling, 

Or  mual  m  be  conBtraineil  to  think  that  these 

The  rain  is  over  and  gone! 

Poor  in  etfale,  of  mannen  base,  men  of  tbe  tnulli- 

mde, 
HavB  souls  whieli  navep  yet  have  rison,  and  there- 

No,  no,  this  cannot  be ;— men  lliirst  for  power  and 

majesty! 
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XTII. 

Ltks  !  though  sach  power  do  in  tliy  magic  live 
As  might  from  India's  farthest  plain 
Read  the  not  unwilling  Maid, 
Aflsist  me  to  detain 
The  lovely  Fugitive : 
Cheek  with  thy  notes  the  impulse  which,  betrayed 
Bj  her  sweet  fiuewell  looks,  I  longed  to  aid. 
Here  lei  me  gaze  enrapt  upon  that  eye. 
Hie  impregnable  and  awe-inspiring  fort 
Of  eootemplatioD,  the  calm  port 
Bj  reMGO  fenced  from  winds  that  agh 
Amflog  the  restless  sails  of  vanity. 
Bot  if  no  wish  be  hers  that  we  should  part, 
A  humbler  bhas  would  satisfy  my  heart 
Where  all  things  are  so  fair, 
Enoog^  by  her  dear  side  to  breathe  the  air 

Of  this  El}*sian  weather ; 
And,  on  or  in,  or  near,  the  brook,  espy 
Shade  upon  the  snnshine  lying 

Faint  and  somewhat  pensively  ; 
And  downward  Image  gaily  vying 

With  its  upright  living  tree 
Mid  sflTor  donds,  and  openings  of  blue  sky 
As  sofi  afanoet  and  deep  as  her  cerulean  eye. 

Nor  lees  the  joy  with  many  a  glance 
Cast  ap  the  Stream  or  down  at  her  beseeching, 
To  nsarfc  its  eddying  foam-balls  prettily  distrest 
Bj  erer-changing  shape  and  want  of  rest ; 

Or  watch,  with  mutual  teaching. 

The  current  as  it  plays 

In  flashing  leaps  and  stealthy  creeps 

Adown  a  rocky  maze ; 
Or  note  (translucent  summer's  happiest  chance !) 
In  the  slope-channel  floored  with  pebbles  bright, 
Stooes  of  all  hues,  gem  emulous  of  gem. 
So  Tirid  that  they  take  from  keenest  sight 
liqaid  veQ  that  seeks  not  to  hide  them. 


XVIII. 

BEGGARS. 


She  had  a  tall  man's  height  or  more ; 

Her  face  from  summer's  noontide  heat 

No  bonnet  shaded,  but  «he  wore 

A  mantle,  to  her  very  feet 

Descending  with  a  graceful  flow, 

And  on  her  head  a  cap  as  white  as  new-fallen  snow. 


Her  skin  was  of  Egyptian  brown : 

Haughty,  as  if  her  eye  had  seen 

Its  own  light  to  a  distance  thrown. 

She  towered,  fit  person  for  a  Queen 

To  lead  those  ancient  Amazonian  files ; 

Or  ruling  Bandit's  wife  among  the  Grecian  isles. 

Advancing,  forth  she  stretched  her  hand 

And  begged  an  alms  with  doleful  plea 

That  ceased  not ;  on  our  English  land^ 

Such  woes,  I  knew,  could  never  be ; 

And  yet  a  boon  I  gave  her,  for  the  creature 

Was  beautiful  to  see — a  weed  of  glorious  feature. 

I  left  her,  and  pursued  my  way  ; 
And  soon  before  me  did  espy 
A  pair  of  little  Boys  at  play. 
Chasing  a  crimson  butterfly ; 
The  taller  followed  with  his  hat  in  hand. 
Wreathed  round  with  yellow  flowers  die  gayest  of 
the  land. 

The  other  wore  a  rimless  crown 

With  leaves  of  laurel  stuck  about ; 

And,  while  both  followed  up  and  down. 

Each  whooping  with  a  merry  shout, 

In  their  fraternal  features  I  could  trace 

Unquestionable  lines  of  that  wild  Suppliant's  face. 

Yet  they,  so  bUthe  of  heart,  seemed  fit 

For  finest  tasks  of  earth  or  air : 

Wings  let  them  have,  and  they  might  flit 

Precursors  to  Aurora's  car, 

Scattering  fresh  flowers;   though  happier  far,  I 

ween. 
To  hunt  their  fluttering  game  o'er  rock  and  level 

green. 

They  dart  across  my  path — but  lo, 
Each  ready  with  a  plaintive  whine ! 
Said  I,  "  not  half  an  hour  ago 
Your  Mother  has  had  alms  of  mine." 
"  That  cannot  be,"  one  answered — ^  she  f  s  dead : " — 
I  looked  reproof— they  saw — ^but  neither  hung  his 
head. 

**  She  has  been  dead.  Sir,  many  a  day." — 

"Hush,  boys !  you  're  telling  me  a  lie ; 

It  was  your  Mother,  as  I  say !" 

And,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

**  Come !  come !"  cried  one,  and  without  more  ado. 

Off  to  some  other  play  the  joyous  Vagrants  flew ! 

1802. 
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SEQUEL  TO  THE  FOBEGOING, 

Wbbbg  are  Oiej  ntrir,  tboM  wsntan  Bojb  1 
For  whose  free  nmge  tho  daiai  earth 
Wu  filled  with  uumated  toys, 
And  implementB  of  frolic  mirth ; 
Witb  tools  for  reulf  wit  to  guide  i 

i  onmrneiitB  of  Bcemller  pride, 
Uore  fresh,  more  bright,  thim  priueeii  welir ; 

'  whoit  one  moment  flmig  amde. 
Another  Gonld  repair ; 
Wliat  good  or  eril  tuiTe  the^  8een 
Since  I  their  pastime  witnessed  hero, 
Their  daring  wiles,  tbeir  sportiTe  cheer  I 
I  aek — but  iJl  is  dark  between  I 

The;  met  ma  ui  a  genial  hour. 
When  hiutctsbI  nature  breathed 
As  with  llie  br^tb  of  one  sweet  fioirer, — 
A  time  to  oremile  the  pover 
Of  discontent,  and  cbeck  the  birth 
Of  Ihotighia  witb  better  th'iaghls  at  aUiTe, 
~   >mort  liuDiliarbuie  of  life 

u  parting  Iimocence  bequeathed 
Morbditf  to  Earth  I 
Soft  cloads,  the  whitest  of  the  year, 
Sailed  tlirough  the  sicy— the  broolu  ran  deai; 
Tbe  lomlis  b'oni  rock  to  rock  were  boonding ; 
Witb  songs  the  budded  groves  resoimdiDg ; 
And  to  my  heart  are  s^  endeared 
The  thoughts  with  which  it  then  wu  cheered ; 
The  faith  which  saw  that  gladEome  p^ 
Walk  through  tbe  fira  with  tmsinged  h^. 
Or,  if  such  foilh  must  needs  deceire — 
Then,  S[>irits  of  beauty  and  of  glnce. 
Associates  in  (hat  eager  chase ; 
Ye,  who  within  the  blameless  muid 
Your  favourite  seat  of  empire  jind — 
Kind  Spirits  1  may  wc  not  btlieve 
That  they,  so  b^py  and  bo  fiur 
Through  your  sweet  influence,  and  the  care 
Of  pitying  Ilearen,  at  least  were  free 
t>oio  tonch  at  <Uadly'mj\iTjl 
Destined,  wbale'o'  tbeir  earthly  doom, 

'  mercy  and  immortal  Uoom ! 


Ysr  are  they  here  the  same  unbroken  knot 
Of  hnmui  Eleings,  in  the  BclI-«Bme  spnt  I 
Men,  women,  children,  j-ea  the  Eram* 
Of  the  whrdc  spectacle  the  auue ! 
Only  their  Gre  seeaia  bolder,  yielding  light, 
Now  deep  and  red,  the  colouring  of  night ; 
That  on  thrar  Gipsy-fiicca  falls. 
Their  bed  of  straw  and  bhuiket-wolk. 
— Tnelre  hours,  twelve  bounteous  honn  are 

while  I 
Have  been  a  traveller  nnder  open  sky. 
Much  witnestdng  of  change  and  dteov 
Yet  as  I  left  1  find  diem  here  1 
Tbe  weary  Sun  bolook  himaelf  to  rest ) — 
Then  issued  Vesper  from  the  ftdgenl  vest, 
Oulsliining  like  a  visible  God 
The  glorious  path  in  which  be  tnd. 
And  now,  ascending,  oftor  one  dark  hour 
And  one  ni^t'i  diminution  of  her  pQ>n^  - 
Behold  the  mighty  Moon  [  this  mf 
Sbe  looks  as  if  at  them — bot  they 
Regard  not  ber : — oh  better  wrong  and  striA 
(By  natole  trannoit)  than  this  torpid  tile  ; 
Life  wbieh  the  vety  stars  reprovn 
As  on  thrir  silent  tssfca  they  move  1 
Yet,  witness  all  that  Btin  b  heaven  or  euth 
In  scorn  1  speak  not ;— tiify  are  what  thwr  I 
And  breeding  suffer  Iliem  to  be  j 
Wild  outcasts  of  sodety  1 


BUTH. 

Wbek  Ilutb  was  left  half  desolate. 
Her  Patlicr  took  another  Mate ; 
And  Ruth,  not  seven  yesxs  old, 
A  alighted  child,  at  her  own  will 
Went  wandering  over  dale  and  ^iHI. 
In  (houghtlcns  freedom,  Ixdd. 

And  she  had  mode  a  pipe  of  straw. 
And  music  from  that  pipe  conld  dr«w 
Like  sounds  of  winds  and  floods ; 
Had  built  a  bower  upon  tbe  greea. 
As  if  she  &om  her  birth  had  been 
An  inlont  of  the  woods. 
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Beneatii  h€r  fiUher's  roof,  alone 

He  told  of  the  magnolia,  spread 

She  eeemed  to  live ;  her  thoughts  her  own ; 

High  as  a  cloud,  high  over  head  I 

Hexidf  her  own  dehght ; 

The  cypress  and  her  spire ; 

FleMed  with  henelf,  nor  sad,  nor  gay ; 

— Of  flowers  that  with  one  scarlet  gleam 

Andy  pasBing  thus  the  live-long  day. 

Cover  a  hundred  leagues,  and  seem 

She  grew  to  woman's  height. 

To  set  the  hills  on  fire. 

Tliere  oamo  »  Youth  from  Georgia's  shore — 

The  Youth  of  green  savannahs  spake, 

And  many  an  endless,  endless  lake. 

With  splendid  feathers  drest ; 

With  all  its  fairy  crowds 

He  brought  them  from  the  Cherokees ; 

Of  islands,  that  together  lie 

The  feathers  nodded  in  the  breeze, 

As  quietly  as  spots  of  sky 

And  made  a  gallant  crest 

Among  the  evening  clouds. 

From  Indian  blood  you  deem  him  sprung : 

•*  How  pleasant,"  then  he  said,  « it  were 

Bui  DO !  he  spake  the  English  tongue, 

A  fisher  or  a  himter  there, 

And  bore  a  soldier's  name ; 

In  sunshine  or  in  shade 

And,  when  America  was  free 

To  wander  with  an  easy  mind ; 

From  battle  and  fnm  jeopardy. 

And  build  a  household  fire,  and  find 

He  'creoa  tfie  ocean  came. 

A  home  in  every  glade ! 

With  hues  of  genius  on  his  cheek 

What  days  and  what  bright  years !  Ah  me! 

Id  finest  Umes  the  Youth  could  speak : 

Our  life  were  life  indeed,  with  thee 

— While  he  was  yet  a  boy. 

So  passed  in  quiet  bliss. 

The  mooo,  the  glory  of  the  sun. 

And  all  the  while,"  said  he,  ^  to  know 

And  ttraunB  that  murmur  as  they  run, 

That  we  were  in  a  world  of  woe. 

Had  been  his  dearest  joy. 

On  such  an  earth  as  this  i" 

He  was  «  knrdy  Youth  I  I  guess 

And  then  he  sometimes  interwove 

The  psBtber  in  the  wilderness 

Fond  thoughts  about  a  father's  love : 

Wae  not  so  £yr  as  he ; 

**  For  there,"  said  he,  "  are  spun 

And,  when  he  chose  to  sport  and  play, 

Around  the  heart  such  tender  ties, 

No  do^hm  erer  was  so  gay 

That  our  own  children  to  our  eyes 

Upon  the  tropic  sea. 

Are  dearer  than  the  sun. 

Among  the  Indians  he  had  fought, 

Sweet  Ruth  1  and  could  you  go  with  me 

And  with  him  many  tales  he  brought 

My  helpmate  in  the  woods  to  be^ 

Of  pleasure  and  of  fear ; 

Our  shed  at  night  to  rear ; 

Sacfa  tales  as  told  to  any  maid 

Or  run,  my  own  adopted  bride. 

By  soeh  a  Youth,  in  the  green  shade, 

A  sylvan  huntress  at  my  side. 

Were  perilooa  to  hear. 

And  drive  the  flying  doer  I 

He  lold  of  gills — a  happy  rout  I 

Beloved  Ruth !" — No  more  he  said. 

Who  quit  thdr  fold  with  dance  and  shout^ 

The  wakeful  Ruth  at  midnight  shed 

Thfdr  pleasant  Indian  town. 

A  solitary  tear : 

To  gadter  strawberries  all  day  long ; 

She  thought  again — and  did  agree 

Returning  with  a  choral  song 

With  him  to  sail  across  the  sea, 

When  daylight  is  gone  down. 

And  drive  the  flying  deer. 

He  spake  of  plants  that  hourly  change 

''  And  now,  as  fitting  is  and  right. 

Thcnr  bloesoms,  through  a  boundless  range 

We  in  the  church  our  futh  w'll  plight. 

Of  intenningling  hues ; 

A  husband  and  a  wife." 

Even  so  they  did ;  and  I  may  say 

lliej  stand  the  wonder  of  the  bowers 

That  to  sweet  Ruth  that  happy  day 

nom  luuni  to  erenmg  dews* 

Was  more  than  human  life. 
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And  jet  he  wifli  bo  leigiied  deQ^ 

Delisted  aU  the  wluto  to  think 

Had  wooed  the  Maiden,  day  and  B%hl 

Thftt  on  those  loneeome  floodfl^ 

Had  loved  her,  nif^  and  mom: 

And  green  mfnauuhn,  the  ehoiild  ehare 

What  conid  he  leas  Oan  lofe  A  Maid 

Hie  boeid  with  UwM  joy,  end  beer 

Whose  heart  with  ao  mnek  natan  pkgiw 

Hie  neme  in  tiia  wiM  wQoda. 

Bnl^  ae  yon  h»ve  befove  been  told, 

Sometimes,  most  eaneat^,  ha  aaid. 

Thie  Stripling,  eportiTe^  gay,  and  bold, 

«0  Until!  I  have  been  wone  than  dead 

False  thoughts,  though  bold  and  miin, 

So  beantifti],  throo^  eavage  huda 

Encompaaaed  me  on  evoy  aide 

Had  roamed  about,  with  vagrant  bands 

When  I,  in  conAdenoe  and  pnd% 

or  Indians  in  the  West 

Had  croand  the  AtbmiB  main. 

The  wind,  the  tempest  roaring  high. 

Befbre  me  ahone  a  ^^oriona  wcrii 

llie  tomnlt  of  a  tropic  sky. 

Fredi  as  a  banner  biig^  nnfiBisd 

Might  well  be  dangerous  food 

To  mnsic  suddenly : 

For  him,  a  Youth  to  whom  was  given 

I  looked  upon  those  hUb  and  pUn^ 

So  nmdli  of  earth— so  much  of  heavoi. 

And  seemed  sa  if  let  loose  from  dMda^ 

And  sndli  impetuous  blood. 

To  Uve  at  liber^. 

Whaterer  in  thoee  dimee  he  found 

No  more  of  this ;  for  now,  bgr  tfne 

Irregular  in  si^t  or  sound 

Dear  Ruth !  more  happi^  aet  fraa 

Did  to  his  mind  impart 

With  nobler  seal  I  bum  ; 

A  kindred  impulse^  seemed  allied 

My  soul  from  darkness  is  raleMsd, 

To  his  own  powen^  and  justified 

Like  the  whole  sky  nb&a  to  tiie  mm! 

The  wofUngB  of  his  heart. 

The  mormng  doth  retnni.'* 

Nor  less,  to  feed  voluptuous  thought, 

Full  soon  that  better  mind  was  gone ; 

The  beauteous  forms  of  nature  wrouglit, 

No  hope,  no  wish  remained,  not  one, — 

Fair  trees  and  gorgeous  flowers ; 

They  stirred  him  now  no  more ; 

The  breezes  their  own  languor  lent ; 

New  objects  did  new  pleasure  give. 

The  stars  had  feelings,  which  they  sent 

And  once  again  he  wished  to  live 

Into  those  favored  bowers. 

As  lawless  as  before. 

Yet,  in  his  worst  pursuits,  I  ween 

Meanwhile,  as  thus  with  him  it  fitf«d. 

'  That  sometimes  there  did  intervene 

They  for  the  voyage  were  prepared. 

Pure  hopes  of  high  intent : 

And  went  to  the  sea-shore. 

For  passions  linked  to  forms  so  fair 

But,  when  they  tliither  came,  the  Youth 

And  stately,  needs  must  have  their  share 

Deserted  his  poor  Bride,  and  Ruth 

Of  noble  sentiment 

Could  never  find  him  more. 

But  ill  he  lived,  much  evil  saw, 

€rod  help  thee,  Huth ! — Such  pains  she  1 

With  men  to  whom  no  better  biw 

That  she  in  half  a  year  was  mad. 

Nor  better  life  was  known ; 

And  in  a  prison  housed ; 

Deliberately,  and  undeceived, 

And  there,  with  many  a  doleful  song 

Those  wild  men's  vices  he  received, 

Made  of  wild  words,  her  cup  of  wroqg 

And  gave  them  back  his  own. 

She  fearfully  caroused. 

His  genius  and  his  moral  frame 

Yet  sometimes  milder  hours  she  knew, 

Were  thus  .  npaired,  and  he  became 

Nor  wanted  sun,  nor  rain,  nor  dew. 

The  sUve  of  «ow  desires : 

Nor  pastimes  of  the  May ; 

A  Man  who  without  self-control 

— They  all  were  with  her  in  her  cdl; 

Would  seek  what  the  degraded  soul 

And  a  dear  brook  with  cheerful  knell 

Unworthily  admires. 

Did  o*er  the  pebbles  play.   . 
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Whn  RBth  three  seuons  ihns  had  hun. 
That  eune  a  respite  to  her  pain ; 
She  from  her  prieoo  fled; 
Bat  of  the  Vagrant  none  took  thought ; 
And  when  it  fiked  her  beet  she  aought 
Her  ibdtBr  and  her  bread. 

Anuag  the  fields  the  breathed  again : 
The  mirtfT-qnTent  of  her  brain 
Rsa  pcnnsnent  and  frve; 
Aad,  eomiiig  to  the  Banks  of  Tone, 
TWre  did  ihe  rest ;  and  dwell  alone 
Uader  the  greenwood  tree. 

The  engnet  of  her  pain,  the  tools 

TW  ibped  her  sorrow,  rocks  and  pools, 

Aad  sin  that  gently  stir 

T)m  nml  lesTca— she  loved  them  still ; 

Nvcnr  taxed  them  with  the  ill 

Wbkh  lad  been  done  to  her. 

A  Bam  her  witUer  bed  supplies ; 
Bit,  dl  the  warmth  of  summer  skies 
Aad  HBDer  dajs  is  gone, 
(Aad  aU  do  in  this  tale  agree) 
^ikfpt  beneath  the  greenwood  tree, 
A*d  other  hoBe  hath  none. 


Aainoeat  life,  yet  far  astray ! 

Aad  Both  wiH,  bng  before  her  day. 

Be  broken  down  and  old : 

Sort  adiei  ibe  needs  must  have !  but  less 

Of  BJad,  than  body*s  wretchcnlness, 

Fiwa  dttp,  and  rain,  and  cold. 

^  *•  ■  pwit  by  want  of  food, 
Sie  from  bu  dwelling  in  the  wood 
■*P»n*  to  a  road-side ; 
Aadtacre  ibe  begs  at  one  steep  place 
"*** ap  and  down  with  easy  pace 
"*  ^^■toaea-traveUers  ride, 

***W»of  hers  is  mute. 
Of  thrown  away ;  but  with  a  flute 
Bffl<«eliBe«8|,e  cheers: 
^  ^  made  of  a  hemlock  stalk, 
At  cvonii^  in  j,j,  homeward  walk 

*"  Qttniock  woodman  hears. 

[•tt^baiepMsed  her  on  the  hills 
^^»»w  little  water-mais 
Bj  *PQQta  and  fountains  wild — 
^^  "»fl  machinery  as  she  turned 
"*  •ke  bad  wept,  ere  slie  had  mourned, 
A  jinng  aad  happy  Caiild  1 


Farewell !  and  when  tliy  days  are  told. 

Ill-fated  Ruth,  in  hallowed  mould 

Thy  corpse  shall  buried  be. 

For  thee  a  funeral  bell  shall  ring, 

And  all  the  congregation  sing 

A  Christian  psalm  for  thee. 


1799. 


XXII. 

RESOLUTION  AND  INDEPENDENCE. 

I. 
There  was  a  roaring  in  the  wind  all  night ; 
The  rain  came  heavily  and  fell  in  floods ; 
But  now  the  sun  is  rising  calm  and  bright ; 
The  birds  are  singing  in  the  distant  woods ; 
Over  his  own  sweet  voice  the  Stock-dove  broods ; 
The  Jay  makes  answer  as  the  Magpie  chatters ; 
And  all  the  tar  is  filled  with  pleasant  noise  of  waters. 

ir. 
All  things  that  love  the  sun  are  out  of  doors ; 
The  sky  rejoices  in  the  morning's  birth ; 
The  grass  is  bright  with  rain-drops; — on  the  moors 
The  hare  is  running  races  in  her  mirth  ; 
And  with  her  feet  she  from  the  plashy  earth 
Raises  a  mist ;  Uiat,  glittering  in  the  sun. 
Runs  with  her  all  the  way,  wherever  slie  doth  run. 

III. 
I  was  a  leveller  then  upon  the  moor, 
I  saw  the  hare  tliat  raced  about  with  joy ; 
I  heard  tlio  woods  and  distant  waters  roar ; 
Or  heainl  them  not,  as  happy  as  a  boy : 
The  pleasant  season  did  my  heart  employ : 
My  old  remembrances  went  from  me  wholly; 
And  all  the  ways  of  men,  so  vain  and  melancholy. 

IT. 

Dut,  as  it  sometimes  chanceth,  from  the  might 

Of  joy  in  minds  that  can  no  furtlier  go^ 

As  high  as  we  have  mounted  in  delight 

In  our  dejection  do  we  sink  as  low ; 

To  me  that  morning  did  it  happen  so ; 

And  fears  and  fancies  thick  upon  me  came ; 

Dim  sadness — and  blind  thoughts,  I  knew  not,  nor 


could  name. 


V. 


I  heard  the  sky-lark  warbling  in  the  sky  ; 
And  I  bethought  me  of  the  playful  hare  : 
Even  such  a  liappy  Child  of  earth  am  I ; 
Even  as  these  blissful  creatures  do  I  fare ; 
Far  from  the  world  I  walk,  and  from  all  care ; 
But  there  may  come  another  day  to  me — 
Solitude,  pain  of  heart,  distress,  and  poverty. 
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TI. 


I 


Mj  whole  life  I  have  lired  in  pleMuil  ihoog^t, 
Aj  if  life's  buaixiesB  were  a  summer  mood ; 
As  if  all  needful  things  would  come  unsought 
To  genial  fiuth,  still  ridi  in  genial  good ; 
But  how  can  He  expect  that  others  should 
Build  for  him,  sow  for  him,  and  at  his  call 
Lots  him,  who  for  himself  will  take  no  heed  at  all ! 

TIL 
I  thought  of  f^^itttArtnn,  thA  mmrvMtmn  Bny^ 

The  sleepless  Soul. that  nwiahftd  in  hifl  raide ; 
Of  Him  who  walked  in  g^ory  and  in  joy 
Following  lus  plou^  along  the  mountain-side : 
By  our  own  spirits  are  we  deified : 
We  Poets  in  our  youth  begin  in  gladnesL ; 
But  thereof  come  in  the  end  despondency  and 
madness. 


▼IXL 

Now,  whether  it  were  by  peculiar  grace, 

A  leading  firom  abore,  a  something  given. 

Yet  it  befel,  that,  in  this  lonely  place, 

When  I  with  these  untoward  thoughts  had  striven, 

Beside  a  pool  bare  to  the  eye  of  heaven 

I  saw  a  Man  before  me  unawares : 

The  oldest  man  he  seemed  that  ever  wore  grey  hairs. 

IX. 

As  a  huge  stone  is  sometimes  seen  to  lie 
Coudied  on  the  bald  top  of  an  eminence ; 
Wonder  to  all  who  do  the  same  espy, 
By  what  means  it  could  thither  come,  and  whence ; 
So  that  it  seems  a  thing  endued  with  sense : 
Like  a  sea-beast  crawled  forth,  that  on  a  shelf 
Of  rock  or  sand  reposeth,  there  to  sun  itself ; 


Such  seemed  this  Man,  not  all  alive  nor  dead, 

Nor  all  asleep — in  his  extreme  old  age : 

His  body  was  bent  double,  feet  and  head 

Coming  together  in  life's  pilgrimage ; 

As  if  some  dire  constraint  of  pain,  or  rage 

Of  sickness  felt  by  him  in  times  long  post, 

A  more  than  human  weight  upon  his  frame  had  cast 


/ 


XT. 


Himself  he  propped,  limbs,  body,  and  pale  face, 
Upon  a  long  grey  staff  of  shaven  wood : 
And,  still  as  I  drew  near  with  gentle  pace. 
Upon  the  margin  of  that  moorish  flood 
Motionless  as  a  cloud  the  old  Man  stood. 
That  heareth  not  the  loud  winds  when  they  call ; 
And  moveth  all  together,  if  it  move  at  all. 


xn. 
At  length,  himself  unsettlii 
Stirred  with  his  staff,  and 
Upon  the  muddy  water,  vr' 
As  if  he  had  been  reading 
And  now  a  stranger's  priv 
And,  drawing  to  lus  side, ' 
«  This  morning  gives  us  px 

xn 
A  gentle  answer  did  the  o 
In  courteous  speech  whid 
And  him  with  further  woi 
^  What  occupation  do  yoc 
This  is  a  lonesome  place  f 
Ere  he  replied,  a  flash  of : 
Broke  from  the  sable  orbi 


XI 

His  words  came  feebly,  fi 
But  each  in  solemn  order 
With  something  of  a  loftj 
Choice  word  and  measure 
Of  ordinary  men  ;  a  state 
Such  as  grave  Livers  do  i 
Religious  men,  who  give  t 


He  told,  that  to  these  wa 
To  gather  leeches,  being 
Employment  hazardous  t 
And  he  had  many  hardsb 
From  pond  to  pond  he  roi 
Housing,  with  God's  good 
And  in  this  way  he  gaine 


The  old  Man  still  stood  t 
But  now  his  voice  to  me 
Scarce  heard  ;  nor  word 
And  the  whole  body  of  tl 
Like  one  whom  I  had  m( 
Or  like  a  man  from  som< 
To  give  me  human  stren^ 


My  former  thoughts  rett 
And  hope  tliat  is  um^illi] 
Cold,  pain,  and  labour,  a 
And  mighty  Poets  in  the 
— Perplexed,  and  longing 
My  question  eagerly  did 
"  How  is  it  that  you  live, 


THE  THORN. 
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He  wi^  a  Biule  did  then  his  words  repeat ; 
And  flud,  thal^  gathering  leeches,  far  and  wide 
He  trmrdled ;  stirring  thus  about  his  feet 
The  vaters  of  ^be  pools  where  they  abide. 
**  Onee  I  oonld  meet  with  them  on  every  side ; 
Bui  they  hare  dwindled  long  by  slow  decay ; 
Yet  still  I  peraeverey  and  find  them  where  I  may/' 

xiz. 
Whik  he  was  talking  thus,  the  lonely  place, 
Tbe  old  31an'8  ahape,  and  speech — all  troubled  me : 
In  my  mind's  eye  I  seemed  to  see  him  pace 
Aboat  the  weary  moors  continually. 
Wandering  about  alone  and  silently. 
While  I  these  thon^ts  within  myself  pursued^ 
Hi^  fai^Ting  made  a  pause,  the  same  disooursc 


And  soon  with  this  he  other  matter  blended, 
ChteifuDy  uttered,  with  demeanour  land. 
Bat  stnteij  in  the  main ;  and  when  he  ended, 
I  eoold  hATe  laoghed  myself  to  scorn  to  find 
In  tfant  decrepit  Man  so  firm  a  mind. 
*  God,"  said  I,  **  be  my  help  and  stay  secure ; 
1 11  tfamk  of  tbe  Leech-gatherer  on  the  lonely  moor !" 

I8U7. 


XXIII. 


THE  THORN. 


r. 


'^  Thcks  is  a  Thorn — it  looks  so  old, 

In  truth,  you'd  find  it  hard  to  say 

How  it  could  ever  have  been  young. 

It  looks  so  old  and  grey. 

Not  higher  than  a  two  years'  child 

It  stands  erect,  this  aged  Thorn ; 

Ko  leaves  it  has,  no  prickly  points ; 

It  is  a  mass  of  knotted  joints, 

A  wretded  thing  forlorn. 

It  stands  erect,  and  like  a  stone 

With  lichens  is  it  overgrown. 

like  rock  or  stone,  it  is  o'ergrown. 

With  lichens  to  the  very  top. 

And  hung  with  heavy  tufts  of  moas, 

A  melancholy  crop  : 

Up  from  the  earth  these  mosses  creep. 


And  this  poor  Tliom  tlicy  clasp  it  round 

So  close,  you  'd  say  that  they  arc  bent 

With  plain  and  manifest  intent 

To  drag  it  to  the  ground  ; 

And  all  have  joined  in  one  endeavour 

To  bury  this  poor  Thorn  for  ever. 

m. 
High  on  a  mountain's  highest  ridge. 
Where  oft  the  stormy  winter  gale 
Cuts  hke  a  scythe,  while  through  the  clouds 
It  sweeps  firom  vale  to  vale  ; 
Not  five  yards  from  the  mountain  path. 
This  Thorn  you  on  your  left  espy  ; 
And  to  the  left,  three  yards  beyond. 
You  see  a  little  muddy  pond 
Of  water — never  dry 
Though  but  of  compass  small,  and  bare 
To  thirsty  suns  and  parching  air. 

TV. 

And,  close  beside  tins  aged  Thorn, 

There  is  a  fresh  and  lovely  sight, 

A  beauteous  heap,  a  hill  of  moss. 

Just  half  a  foot  in  height 

All  lovely  colours  there  you  see, 

All  colours  that  were  ever  seen ; 

And  mossy  network  too  is  there. 

As  if  by  hand  of  lady  fair 

The  work  had  woven  been  ; 

And  cups,  the  darlings  of  the  eye, 

So  deep  is  their  vermilion  dye. 


Ah  me  !  what  lovely  tints  are  there 

Of  olive  green  and  scarlet  bright, 

In  spikes,  in  branches,  and  in  stars. 

Green,  red,  and  pearly  white  ! 

This  heap  of  earth  o'ergrown  with  moss. 

Which  close  beside  the  Thorn  you  see. 

So  fresh  in  all  its  beauteous  dyes, 

Is  like  an  infant's  grave  in  size, 

As  like  as  like  can  be  : 

But  never,  never  any  where. 

An  infant's  grave  was  half  so  fair. 

VI. 

Now  would  you  see  this  aged  Thorn, 
This  pond,  and  beauteous  hill  of  moss. 
You  must  take  care  and  choose  your  time 
The  mountain  when  to  cross. 
For  oft  there  sits  between  the  heap 
So  like  an  infant's  grave  in  size, 
And  that  same  pond  of  wliich  I  spoke, 
A  Woman  in  a  scarlet  cloak. 


1 
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1 

And  10  licrself  she  cries. 

f 

'  Oh  naaery  '.  oil  mtMry  ! 
Oh  woe  la  me  J  oh  mi£ci7  I ' 

And  they  hod  fixed  the  wedding  day. 

The  morning  that  must  wed  Ihem  both 

L 

vil. 

But  Stephen  b>  another  Moid 

n 

At  aU  Umes  ot  the  day  and  night 

Hod  sworn  another  oath  ; 

And,  with  this  other  Mud,  M  chunh 

And  she  is  known  to  every  aliir. 

And  every  nind  tbat  blawB  ; 

Poor  Miirtha  !  on  that  woeful  day    J 

And  theiv,  bende  the  Tbum,  >he  sits 

A  pang  oi  [nliless  dismay                  H 

When  the  blue  daylight '»  in  the  slcies, 

Into  her  son]  was  sent  i                     .  « 

And  when  the  vhirtwind  ■>  on  Ihe  hiU, 

A  fire  was  kindled  In  her  hreoot, 

Or  frotty  aii  in  fteea  aai  Blill, 

Which  nngfat  Ml  bum  ilaslf  to  mL 

And  to  hcTBeir  she  cries, 

*  Oh  misery  !  oh  miaery  1 

Oh  woe  i>  me  t  oh  joiBcry  ! '  " 

They  sav,  full  sis  months  after  thi^ 
While  yet  the  summer  teavia  were  greei 

"  Now  wherefore,  Ihus,  by  day  and  night, 

In  rwn,  tn  tempest,  and  in  snow. 

And  thoro  was  often  seen. 

What  could  she  Mek  U-or  wish  tr>  hide 

Does  this  poor  Woman  go  I 

Her  stole  to  any  eye  was  plain  ; 

And  why  dts  she  beaide  the  Thorn 

She  »-iu  with  child,  and  she  was  mod  ; 

Wben  Uie  blue  daylight 's  in  tlw  sky 

Yet  often  was  she  sober  sod 

Or  fhuly  ur  is  keen  ud  ilill. 

O  guilty  Fathei--woald  that  deMh 

And  iriicrefore  does  she  cry  t— 

Hod  saved  bim  from  that  bintcli  of  bbl 

Doee  idle  repeat  thai  doleful  cry  1 " 

Sad  case  for  such  a  Iram  to  hold 

"  I  ouinat  toll  ;  I  wish  1  could  ; 

For  tlie  true  re&aon  no  ono  knows  : 

Sad  case,  as  you  may  think,  for  one 

But  would  you  gUidly  view  the  spot, 

Who  luid  a  braiu  so  wild  1 

IliB  spot  lo  which  she  goes  ; 

The  hillock  Ukc  on  infant's  grave, 

And  grcyhaired  Wilfred  of  the  glen 

The  pond— 4nd  Thorn,  so  old  and  grey  ; 

Held  that  the  unborn  infant  wnught 

Pass  by  her  dooi--'tis  eeldoni  shut— 

About  its  mother's  heart,  and  brought 

And,  if  yon  see  her  in  her  hut — 

Her  senses  back  again  ; 

Then  to  the  spot  away  < 

Aud,  when  at  hist  her  Umc  drew  near, 

1  never  hoard  of  BUch  as  dare 

Ha  looks  were  i-alm,  her  senses  clear. 

Approach  the  spot  when  she  is  there," 

More  know  1  not,  I  wish  I  did, 

Con  thk  unhappy  Woman  go, 

And  it  should  all  be  (old  lo  yon ; 

For  what  b«»me  of  this  poor  child 

Whatever  wind  may  Wow  1 " 

No  mortal  ever  knew  ; 

"  Pull  tWEUty  years  ore  put  and  gone 

Nay~if  a  child  to  her  was  boni 

Since  she  (her  nune  U  Martha  Ray) 

No  earthly  tongue  could  ever  teD  [ 

Gave  with  a  maiden's  true  good-will 

And  if  'twos  bora  alive  or  dead, 

Her  company  lo  Stephen  HiU  ; 

Far  less  eould  this  with  proof  be  said; 

And  she  was  blitfao  and  gay. 

But  some  remember  well, 

While  triend«  and  kindred  all  approved 

That  Martlia  llay  abont  this  time 

or  him  whom  tenderly  she  loved. 

Would  up  the  mountain  often  climb. 

THE  THORN. 
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And  ail  that  winter,  when  at  night 

The  wind  blew  from  the  moimtain-peak^ 

"Twas  worth  your  while,  though  in  the  dark, 

The  churchyard  path  to  seek : 

Far  many  a  time  and  oft  were  heard 

Cries  coming  from  the  mountain  head : 

Some  fdainly  living  voices  were ; 

And  othen,  I  We  heard  many  swear. 

Were  Toioes  of  the  dead : 

I  cannot  think,  whate'er  they  say, 

They  had  to  do  with  Martha  Ray. 


xvu 


But  that  she  goes  to  this  old  Thorn, 
The  Thorn  which  I  described  to  you, 
And  tiiere  aits  in  a  scarlet  cloak, 
I  win  be  sworn  is  true. 
For  one  day  with  my  telescope. 
To  riew  tiie  ocean  wide  and  bright, 
Whsn  to  this  country  first  I  came, 
Ez«  I  had  heard  of  Martha's  name, 
1  riimbfid  the  mountain's  height : — 
A  itofin  came  on,  and  I  could  see 
No  dbjeeC  higher  than  my  knee. 


ZTIU 

"Twas  miat  and  rain,  and  storm  and  rain : 

No  screen,  no  fence  could  I  discover ; 

And  then  the  wind !  in  sooth,  it  was 

A  wind  frdl  ten  times  over. 

I  looked  around,  I  thought  I  saw 

A  jutting  crag, — and  off  I  ran, 

Head-foremost,  through  the  driving  rain, 

The  shelter  of  the  crag  to  gain ; 

And,  asl  sm  a  man, 

lml<pad  of  jutting  crag,  I  found 

A  Woman  seated  on  the  ground. 


ZTIIL 

I  did  not  speak — I  saw  her  face ; 

Her  face  I — it  was  enough  for  me ; 

I  tamed  about  and  heard  her  cry, 

'  CHi  mi«ery  1  oh  misery ! ' 

And  there  she  sits,  until  the  moon 

Through  half  the  clear  blue  sky  will  go ; 

And,  when  the  little  breezes  make 

The  waters  of  the  pond  to  shake, 

As  all  the  country  know. 

She  shudders,  and  you  hear  her  cry, 

'Oh  misery!  oh  misery!'" 


XiX. 


"  But  what 's  the  Thora  ?  and  what  tlie  pond  I 

And  what  the  hill  of  moss  to  her? 

And  what  the  creeping  breeze  that  comes 

The  little  pond  to  stir  I" 

**  I  cannot  tell ;  but  some  will  say 

She  hanged  her  baby  on  the  tree ; 

Some  say  she  drowned  it  in  the  pond. 

Which  is  a  little  step  beyond : 

But  all  and  each  agree. 

The  httle  Babe  was  buried  there. 

Beneath  that  hill  of  moss  so  fair. 


XX. 


I  Ve  heard,  the  moss  is  spotted  red 
With  drops  of  that  poor  infant's  blood ; 
But  kill  a  new-bom  infant  thus, 
I  do  not  think  slie  could  ! 
Some  say,  if  to  the  pond  you  go, 
And  fix  on  it  a  steady  view. 
The  shadow  of  a  babe  you  trace, 
A  baby  and  a  baby's  face. 
And  that  it  looks  at  you; 
Whene'er  you  look  on  it,  'tis  plain 
The  baby  looks  at  you  again. 


XXI, 

And  some  had  sworn  an  oatli  that  she 
Should  be  to  public  justice  brought ; 
And  for  the  little  infant's  bones 
With  spades  they  would  have  sought 
But  instantly  the  hill  of  moss 
Before  their  eyes  began  to  stir  I 
And,  for  full  fifty  yards  around. 
The  grass — it  shook  upon  the  ground  ! 
Yet  all  do  still  aver 
The  little  Babe  lies  buried  there. 
Beneath  that  hill  of  moss  so  fair. 


XXII. 

1  cannot  tell  how  this  may  be 

But  plain  it  is  the  Thorn  is  bound 

With  heavy  tufts  of  moss  that  strive 

To  drag  it  to  the  ground  ; 

And  this  I  know,  full  many  a  time, 

When  she  was  on  tlie  mountain  liigh. 

By  day,  and  in  the  silent  night. 

When  all  tlie  stars  shone  clear  and  bright. 

That  I  have  heard  her  cry, 

*0  misery  !  oh  misery  ! 

Oh  woe  is  me !  oh  misery ! ' " 

1790. 


HART-LEAP  WELL. 

Birt-Litp  WflU  Is  a  maU  tpdBg  of  watv,  ibOBtflveiiiilM 
ham  Riobmond  in  Torkihln,  and  amr  tba  dda  of  tba 
road  that  ItadofamyinhmnBid  to  Adcrigf.  IliiiBinaii 
dtrffod  fkom  a  nmarkabla  Ghai%  tba  BMBMcy  of  vbioh 
topfOMrradbytfaemoDimMBtt^okMiof  1b  tlia  fMond 
Fwt  of  tha  foUowing  Fo«in,w]ildiiiioiiiniMBtidoiiioir 
•odik  aa  I  hare  than  dMorlbed  than. 

Thb  Knig^  hftd  riddm  down  from  Wendey  Mioor 
With  Aa  dow  motioa  of  »  anmmer's  doad 
And  now,  M  ho  ^pproadiod  »  tmbiI's  door, 
^Bring  forth  anothar  honel**  ho  cried  alond. 

^Another  hone  1**— ^Htat  dumt  the  Tinal  heaxd 
And  aaddlod  his  heet  Steed, »  comely  grej ; 
Sir  Walter moonted  him;  he  wm  the  tiilrd 
Whidi  he  had  nunmted  on  that  glorioos  daj. 

Joy  ^arUed  hi  the  prancing  oouTMr'a  eyas; 
Hie  hone  and  horseman  are  a  hi^y  pair; 
Bn^  tiiongh  1^  Walter  like  a  falcon  iliea^ 
There  is  a  dolefbl  silence  in  tiie  air. 

A  root  this  morning  left  Sir  Walter^a  HaO, 
^Rtat  as  th^  galloped  made  the  edioes  roar ; 
Bat  horse  and  man  are  Tanished,  one  and  all ; 
Such  race,  I  think,  was  never  seen  before. 

Sir  Walter,  restless  as  a  reering  wind. 
Calls  to  the  few  tired  dogs  that  yet  remain : 
Blanch,  Swift,  and  Music,  noblest  of  their  kind. 
Follow,  and  up  the  weary  mountain  strain. 

The  Knight  hallooed,  he  cheered  and  chid  them  on 
With  suppliant  gestures  and  upbraidinga  stem ; 
But  breath  and  eyesight  fail ;  and,  one  by  one. 
The  dogs  are  stretched  among  the  mountain  fern. 

Where  is  the  throng,  the  tumult  of  the  race  I 
The  bugles  that  so  joyfully  were  blown ! 
— This  chase  it  looks  not  like  an  earthly  chase ; 
Sir  Walter  and  the  Hart  are  left  alone. 

The  poor  Hart  toils  along  the  mountain-side  ; 
I  will  not  stop  to  ten  how  far  he  fled. 
Nor  will  I  mention  by  what  death  he  died  ; 
But  now  the  Knight  beholds  him  lying  dead. 

Dismounting,  then,  he  leaned  against  a  thorn; 
He  had  no  follower,  dog,  nor  man,  nor  boy: 
He  neither  cracked  his  ndiip,  nor  blew  his  horn, 
But  gazed  i^on  the  spoil  with  silent  joy. 


CSoaa  to  (ha  Ooni  OB  wliidh  Star  Wdtar 
Stood  Us  dnnb  partMT  in  Us  ^orioQS 
Weak  as  a  laoib  (ha  boor  lliai  H  li  jeaaad 
And  wUto  nUii  ftm  as  if  nUii  ekttvii^ 


Upon  Us  dda  (ha  Hart 
BJa  nostril  tooohad  a 
And  with  (ha 
The  waten  of  (ha  ipiii^ 


S 


benaalfaa  1b8^ 


And  now,  too  happj  te  repoaa  or  na^ 
(Never  had  HTiog  man  sneli  jojftd  lot  0 
Sir  Walter  walked  all  roimd,  novHi,  aontib,  Md  1 
And  guad  and  guad  1900  lliai  daiBqg  ipol 


And  oBmUng  np  (ha  hQl--^  was  al 
Four  rooda  of  sheer  aaoeot)  Sir  Walter 
Three  aerend  hoof-marta  wUeh  tiba 
Had  left  imprinted  on  Aa  giaaqr  gtamL 


Sir  Walter  w^  his  fiMss^  and  eriad, «  m  MV 
Sndh  dl^  waa  nerar  aeen  I7  hnman  ejyaa : 
niree  Im^  have  bocna  him  from  Hda  lalt^f  hnm^ 
Down  to  (ha  Tory  foontain  where  ha  BsiL 

1 11  hnild  a  pleasmE^a-hoaaa  1900  Hda  ipo^ 
And  a  small  azboor,  made  fat  raral  joj  ; 
rrwiU  be  the  traveller's  died,  tiba  pi|grinA  «t^ 
A  place  of  love  for  damsels  tiiai  ara  aoj. 


A  cunning  artist  will  I  have  to  firame 

A  basin  for  that  fountain  in  the  dell  I 

And  they  who  do  make  mention  of  the 

From  this  day  forth,  shall  call  it  HAKT-LBar  Wi 

And,  gallant  Stag  I  to  make  thy  praisea  knowl^ 
Another  monument  shall  here  be  raised  ; 
Three  several  pillars,  each  a  rough-hewn  stone^ 
And  planted  where  thy  hoofs  the  tnrf  have 


And,  in  the  summer-time  when  days  are  kM^ 
I  wiU  come  hither  with  my  Paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
We  will  make  merry  in  that  pleasant  bower. 

Till  the  foundations  of  the  mountains  fail 
My  mansion  with  its  arbour  shall  endnre  i-^ 
The  joy  of  them  who  till  the  fields  of  Swale^ 
And  them  who  dwell  among  the  woods  of  Ura  f 

Then  home  he  went,  and  left  the  Hart,  stone  dsai^ 
With  breathless  nostrils  stretched  above  the  spri«^ 
— Soon  did  the  Knight  perform  what  he  had  asid  | 
And  far  and  wide  the  fame  thereof  did  ring* 
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tiiiiee  the  Moon  into  her  port  had  steered, 

ip  of  stone  reoeiyed  the  liTing  well ; 

Be  pQkrs  of  rude  stone  Sir  Walter  reared, 

built  a  hoose  of  pleasure  in  the  delL 


near  the  foontahi,  flowers  of  stature  tall 
li  trailing  plants  and  trees  were  intertwined,- 
icfa  soon  composed  a  little  sylvan  hall, 
afy  dielter  from  the  son  and  wind. 

i  tilnther,  when  the  snmmer  days  were  long 
Wtlter  kd  his  wondering  Paramour ; 
with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
e  meRiment  within  that  pleasant  bower. 

Knig^  Sir  Walter,  died  in  course  of  time, 
his  bones  lie  m  his  paternal  vale. — 
there  is  matter  for  a  second  rhyme^ 
I  to  tins  would  add  another  tale. 


PART  SECOND. 

mtmng  accident  is  not  my  trade ; 
reeae  the  blood  I  have  no  ready  arts : 
Dj  defii|^  alone  in  summer  shade, 
ipe  a  Brnple  aong  for  thinking  hearts. 

from  H&wes  to  Richmond  did  repair, 
taooed  that  I  saw  standing  in  a  dell 
w  WBfeaB  at  three  comers  of  a  square  ; 

ooe^  not  four  yards  distant,  near  a  welL 


It  this  imparted  I  could  ill  divine  : 
,  pnUing  now  the  rein  my  horse  to  stop, 
w  three  |Mllars  standing  in  a  line, — 
hat  stone-pillar  on  a  dark  hill-top. 


grey,  with  ndther  arms  nor  head ; 
wasted  the  square  mound  of  tawny  green  ; 
lad  yoa  just  might  say,  as  then  I  said, 
n  in  old  time  the  hand  of  man  hath  been." 

iked  upon  the  hill  both  far  and  near, 
e  doleful  place  did  never  eye  survey  ; 
emed  as  if  the  spring-time  came  not  here, 
Nature  here  were  willing  to  decay. 

od  in  various  thoughts  and  fancies  lost, 
B  one,  who  was  in  shepherd's  garb  attired; 
ft  op  the  boDow  : — him  did  I  accost, 
wbtat  diis  {daee  mi^t  be  I  then  inquired. 


The  Shepherd  stopped,  and  that  same  story  told 
Which  in  my  former  rhyme  I  have  rehearsed. 
**  A  jolly  place,"  said  he,  ^  in  times  of  old  ! 
But  something  ails  it  now :  the  spot  is  curst 

You  see  these  lifeless  stamps  of  aspen  wood — 
Some  say  that  they  are  beeches,  others  elms — 
These  were  the  bower ;  and  here  a  mansion  stood. 
The  finest  palace  of  a  hundred  realms  ! 

The  arbour  does  its  own  condition  tell ; 
You  see  the  stones,  the  foimtain,  and  the  stream  ; 
But  as  to  the  great  Lodge  I  you  might  as  well 
Hunt  half  a  day  for  a  forgotten  dream. 

There 's  neither  dog  nor  heifer,  horse  nor  sheep. 
Will  wet  his  lips  within  that  cup  of  stone  ; 
And  oftentimes,  when  all  are  fast  asleep. 
This  water  doth  send  forth  a  dolorous  groan. 

Some  say  that  here  a  murder  has  been  done. 
And  blood  cries  out  for  blood :  but,  for  my  part, 
I  've  guessed,  when  I've  been  sitting  in  the  sun. 
That  it  was  all  for  that  unhappy  Hart. 

What  thoughts  must  through  the  creatore's  brain 

have  past  I 
Even  from  the  topmost  stone,  upon  the  steep, 
Are  but  three  bounds — and  look,  Sir,  at  this  last — 
0  Master  I  it  has  been  a  cruel  leap. 

For  thirteen  hours  he  ran  a  desperate  race ; 
And  in  my  simple  mind  we  cannot  tell 
What  cause  the  Hart  might  have  to  love  this  place. 
And  come  and  make  his  death-bed  near  the  well 

Here  on  the  grass  perhaps  asleep  he  sank. 
Lulled  by  the  foimtain  in  the  summer-tide  ; 
This  water  was  perhaps  the  first  he  drank 
When  he  had  wandered  from  his  mother's  side. 

In  April  here  beneath  the  flowering  thorn 
He  heard  the  birds  their  morning  carols  sing ; 
And  he,  perhaps,  for  aught  we  know,  was  bom 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  that  self-same  spring. 

Now,  here  is  neither  grass  nor  pleasant  shade ; 

The  sun  on  drearier  hoUow  never  shone  ; 

So  will  it  be,  as  I  have  often  said. 

Till  trees,  and  stones,  and  fountain,  all  are  gone." 

• 

**  Grey-headed  Shepherd,  thou  hast  spoken  well ; 
Small  difference  lies  between  thy  creed  and  mine  : 
This  Beast  not  unobserved  by  Nature  fell ; 
His  death  was  mourned  by  sympathy  divine. 


158 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


The  Being,  that  is  in  the  clouds  and  air, 
That  is  in  the  green  leaves  among  the  groves, 
Maintains  a  deep  and  reverential  care 
For  the  unoffending  creatures  whom  he  loves. 

The  pleasure-house  is  dust : — behind,  before. 
This  is  no  common  waste,  no  common  gloom ; 
But  Nature,  in  due  course  of  time,  once  more 
Shall  here  put  on  her  beauty  and  her  bloom. 

She  leaves  these  objects  to  a  slow  decay, 

That  what  we  are,  and  have  been,  may  be  known  ; 

But  at  the  coming  of  the  milder  day, 

These  monuments  shall  all  be  overgrown. 

One  lesson.  Shepherd,  let  us  two  divide, 
Taught  both  by  what  she  shows,  and  what  conceals ; 
Never  to  blend  our  pleasure  or  our  pride 
With  sorrow  of  the  meanest  thing  that  feels." 

1800. 


XXV. 

SONG    AT    THE  FEAST  OF  BROUGHAM 

CASTLE, 

nroir  tbc  assroaATioir  or  lord  clipfokd,  thb   shkp- 

BXtiV,  TO  THC  ESTATES  AND   H0N0DX8  OP  HIS 
ANCESTORS. 

High  in  the  breathless  Hall  the  Minstrel  sate. 
And  Emont*s  murmur  mingled  with  the  Song. — 
The  words  of  ancient  time  I  thus  translate, 
A  festal  strain  that  hath  been  silent  long : — 

"  From  town  to  to^-n,  from  tower  to  tower, 

The  red  rose  is  a  gladsome  flower. 

Her  thirty  years  of  winter  past, 

The  red  rose  is  revived  at  last ; 

She  lifts  her  head  for  endless  spring, 

For  everlasting  blossoming : 

Both  roses  flourish,  red  and  white : 

In  love  and  sisterly  delight 

The  two  that  were  at  strife  are  blended, 

And  all  old  troubles  now  are  ended. — 

Joy !  joy  to  both !  but  moat  to  her 

Who  is  the  flower  of  Lancaster ! 

Behold  her  how  She  smiles  to-day 

On  this  great  throng,  this  bright  array  ! 

Fair  greeting  doth  she  send  to  all 

From  every  comer  of  the  liall ; 

But  chiefly  fix)m  above  the  board 

Where  sits  in  state  our  rightful  Lord, 

A  Clifford  to  his  own  restored ! 


They  came  wi* 
And  it  was  prov( 
Not  long  the  Avi 
Earth  helped  hir 
St  George  was  f 
Of  blessed  Angel 
Loud  voice  the  I 
We  loudest  in  th 
Our  flelds  rejoia 
Our  streams  pro 
Our  strong-abod< 
The  glory  of  thei 

How  glad  is  S! 
Though  lonely,  a 
Knight,  squire,  a 
We  have  them  a 
How  glad  Pendr 
Of  years  be  on  h 
A  taste  of  this  gi 
As  in  a  dream  h 
Rejoiced  is  Broi 
Beside  her  little 
And  she  tliat  ke< 
Her  statelier  Ed 
They  both  are  h 
Though  each  is  1 
But  here  is  perfi 
For  one  fair  Hoi 
This  day,  distin^ 
To  see  her  Mast 
Him,  and  his  La 

Oh  !  it  was  a 
When  the  fathei 
Give  her  wings  1 
Or  she  sees  her 
S words  that  are 
Hunt  tlie  Mothe 
Who  will  take  tl 
— Yonder  is  a  n 
Yonder  is  a  houi 
No,  they  must  n 
To  the  caves,  an 
To  the  clouds  of 
Slie  is  speechlea 
Pray  in  ghostly 
Blissful  Mary,  \ 
Maid  and  Mothe 
Save  a  Mother  a 

Now  Who  is  1 
On  Carrock's  si^ 
No  tlioughts  ha^ 
Light  as  the  win 
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Gui  this  be  He  who  hither  came 
In  secrety  like  a  smothered  flame ! 
0*er  'mham  sach  thankful  tears  were  shed 
F<»  shelter,  and  a  poor  man's  bread ! 
God  loTes  the  Child;  and  God  hath  willed 
Thai  thoee  dear  words  should  be  fulfilled, 
The  lady's  words,  when  forced  away 
Tlie  last  die  to  her  Babe  did  say : 
*  My  own,  my  own,  thy  Fdlow-gnest 
I  may  not  be ;  but  rest  thee,  rest, 
For  lowly  shepherd's  life  is  best !' 

Alas !  whea  evil  men  are  strong 
No  life  is  good,  no  pleasure  long. 
The  Boy  most  part  firom  Mosedale's  groves, 
And  leave  Blencathara's  rugged  coves. 
And  quit  ihit  flowers  that  summer  brings 
To  GIsBdaramakin's  lofty  springs ; 
H«al  vanish,  and  his  careless  cheer 
Be  toned  to  heaviness  and  fear. 
—Give  Sir  Lancelot  Threlkeld  praise ! 
Hear  tl^  good  man,  old  in  days ! 
Hmni  tree  of  eovert  and  of  rest 
For  Ifaia  yoimg  Bird  that  is  distrest ; 
Among  thy  bnnehea  safe  he  lay, 
And  he  was  free  to  sport  and  play, 
When  fideons  were  idiroad  for  prey. 


A  leereant  harp,  that  sings  of  fear 
And  heaviness  in  Clifford's  ear ! 
1  sMd,  when  evil  men  are  strong, 
No  fife  is  good,  no  pleasure  long, 
A  weak  and  cowardly  untruth ! 
Our  Qiiford  was  a  happy  Youth, 
And  diankfnl  through  a  weary  time, 
That  broQg^t  him  up  to  manhood's  prime. 
— Again  he  wanders  forth  at  will, 
And  tends  a  flock  from  hill  to  hill : 
His  garb  is  humble ;  ne'er  was  seen 
Sadi  garb  with  such  a  noble  mien ; 
Among  the  ihepherd  grooms  no  mate 
Hath  he,  a  Child  of  strength  and  state ! 
Yet  lacks  not  friends  for  simple  glee, 
Nor  yet  for  higher  sympathy. 
To  his  side  the  fallow-deer 
Came,  and  rested  without  fear  ; 
The  eagle,  lord  of  land  and  sea, 
Stooped  down  to  pay  him  fealty  ; 
And  both  the  undying  fish  that  swim 
Through  Bowscale-tam  did  wait  on  him  ; 
The  pair  were  servants  of  his  eye 
In  ihar  immortality  ; 
And  glancing,  gleaming,  dark  or  bright. 
Moved  to  and  fro,  for  his  delight 


He  knew  the  rocks  which  Angels  haunt 

Upon  the  mountains  visitant ; 

He  hath  kenned  them  taking  wing : 

And  into  caves  where  Faeries  sing 

He  hath  entered ;  and  been  told 

By  Voices  how  men  lived  of  old. 

Among  the  heavens  his  eye  can  see 

The  face  of  thing  that  is  to  be  ; 

And,  if  that  men  report  him  right. 

His  tongue  could  whisper  words  of  might. 

— Now  another  day  is  come. 

Fitter  hope,  and  nobler  doom  ; 

He  hath  thrown  aside  his  crook. 

And  hath  buried  deep  his  book  ; 

Armour  rusting  in  his  halls 

On  the  blood  of  Clifford  calls  ;— 

'  Quell  the  Scot,'  exclaims  the  Lance — 

Bear  me  to  the  heart  of  France, 

Is  the  longing  of  the  Shield — 

Tell  thy  name,  thou  trembling  Field ; 

Field  of  death,  where'er  thou  be. 

Groan  thou  with  our  victory  I 

Happy  day,  and  mighty  hour. 

When  our  Shepherd,  in  his  power, 

Mailed  and  horsed,  with  lance  and  sword, 

To  Ins  ancestors  restored 

Like  a  re-appearing  Star, 

Like  a  glory  from  afar. 

First  shall  head  the  flock  of  war  ! " 

Alas  !  the  impassioned  minstrel  did  not  know 
How,  by  Heaven's  grace,  this  Clifford's  hcai*t  was 

framed  : 
How  he,  long  forced  in  humble  walks  to  go, 
Was  softened  into  feeling,  soothed,  and  tamed. 

Love  had  he  found  in  huts  where  poor  men  He  ; 
His  daily  teachers  had  been  woods  and  rills, 
The  silence  that  is  in  the  starry  sky, 
The  sleep  that  is  among  the  lonely  hills. 

In  him  the  savage  virtue  of  the  Race, 
Revenge,  and  all  ferocious  thoughts  were  dead : 
Nor  did  he  change  ;  but  kept  in  lofty  place 
The  wisdom  which  adversity  had  bred. 

Glad  were  the  vales,  and  every  cottagc-heartli  ; 
The  Shepherd-lord  was  honoured  more  and  more  ; 
And,  ages  after  he  was  laid  in  earth, 
**  The  good  Lord  Clifford"  was  the  name  he  bore. 

l«/7. 
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A  raw  miBi   amowm  unmrnm  ammmt,  ov 
axTuimio  TBM  BAinu  or  xm  wn 
somnro  a  todb. 

«VLTl%1798. 

Fm  yean  hftTe  past;  fiTetmamconyWitiiflielflngtfa 
Of  fiTB  long  wintera  I  and  again  I  hear 
These  waters,  rolling  firam  their  monntain-qptinga 
With  a  soft  inland  mnrmnr  *. — Onee  again 
Do  I  behold  tfaeae  steep  and  h)%  eliflb^ 
That  on  a  wild  sesjgdi^jKi^iie  hnprees 
Thoughts  of  more  deep  sechiaion ;  andeonnect 
The  landscape  with  tfm  q^i<^  «f  Aa  airy 
The  day  is  come  when  I  again  impose 
Hen^  under  this  dark  qrcamor%  and  view 
These  plots  of  cottage^groand,  these  ordiaid-tafti^ 
Which  at  this  season.  jsJItUbailjggBnse^^ 


Are  dad  in  one  green  hne,  and  lose  themsdTes 
'Mid  groTcs  and  copses.    Once  again  I  see 
These  hedge-rows,  hardly  hedge-rows,  litfle  li 
Of  iportiTe  wood  nin  wild  :  theBq^ga^»^  J^ngi^ 
Green  to  tiie  Teiy  door ;  and  wrea^' of  smoke 
Sent  np,  in  alence^  from  among  the  trees  1 
With  some  mioertain  notice^  as  mi^t  seem 
Of  Tap?ant  dwcJlers  in  thf  %tt«»ft!ft"  Tftp*^*j 
Or  of  some  Hermit's  cave,  where  by  his  fire 
The  Hermit  sits  alone. 

These  beaatcons  forms, 
Through  a  long  absence,  have  not  been  to  me 
As  is  a  landscape  to  a  blind  man's  eye : 
But  oft,  in  lonely  rooms,  and  'mid  the  din 
Of  towns  and  cities,  I  have  owed  to  them 
In  hovm  of  weariness,  sensations  sweet, 
^  Felt  in  the  blood,  and  felt  along  tlie  heart ; 
And  passing  even  into  my  purer  mind. 
With  tranquil  restoration  : — ^feelings  too 
Of  unremembered  pleasure :  such,  perhaps. 
As  have  no  slight  or  trivial  influence 
On  iliat  best  portion  of  a  good  man's  life. 
His  little,  nameless,  unremembered,  acts 
Of  kindness  and  of  love.    Nor  less,  I  trust. 
To  them  I  may  have  owed  anotlier  gift. 
Of  aspect  more  sublime  ;  that  blessed  mood. 
In  which  the  burthen  of  the  mystery. 
In  which  the  heavy  and  the  weary  weight 
Of  an  this  unintelligible  world, 
Is  lightened: — ^that  serene  and  blessed  mood, 

*  The  river  !■  notalTeotad  bj  thetidM  a  fewmUcs  above 
Tlnteni. 


Ill  which  flie  aflbetfona  gmflj  lead 
Until,  fljetoeatfacftfaiaearpqwal 


Ahnoit  wapspdedp 

In  body,  and  hecome  a'K^ 

^^  with  an  m>6  mads  opjet  bv  ti»  p—» 
Of[hannq^^M»j|  jifl  dmip  jffi 
We  see  into  flie  life  cffldnaa. 

Iftidi 

Be  bat  a  Tain  heGfl^  yet,  oh  t  how 
In  rIarhiiiM  and  aodd  flie  maigr  dnpoi 
Of  joylflSB  dayfig^t;  when  flie  frvHU  adr 
Unprofitable,  and  fSbb  feier  of  tha  wwid, 
Have  hong  iqion  tiia  heatii^  of  117 
How  oA^  hi  spirit,  hava  I  tamed  to  flisi^ 

0  sylvan  Wye  I  tfaoa  wandner  flmi*  At 
How  often  has  my  spirit  tamed  to  tteal 

And  now,  with  gleams   of  half  nttJHtihh 
thought^ 
With  many  recognitions  dim  and  fein^ 
And  somewhat  of  a  sad  perplexitj. 
The  pictore  of  tiie  mind  revives  i^afait 
While  here  I  stand,  not  only  with  Ae  ant 
Of  present  pkasore^  bat  with  plraring  Aoi^hli* 
That  m  this  moment  there  is  Efe  and  feoA 
For  future  years.    And  ao  I  daie  to  hof^ 
Though  changed,  no  doubt,  from  what  I  was  «Aa 
first 

1  came  among  these  hills ;  when  like  a  roe 
I  bounded  o'er  the  mountains,  by  the  sidea 
Of  the  deep  rivers,  and  the  lonely  streams^ 
Wherever  nature  led :  mor«  like  a  man 

ing  from  something  that  he  dreads,  than  gie 
WEb  sougKt  the  thing  he  lovef    Fornataie  thw 
(fhe  coarser  pleasures  of  my  boyish  dayi^ 
And  their  glad  animal  movements  all  gone  lij) 
To  me  was  all  in  all. — I  cannot  paint 

What  ^en  I  was.     Tba  annnH^ng  ^y**^^ 

Haunted  m^  JikaA  Pfission :  the  tall  rock. 
The  mountain,  and  the  deep  and  gloomy  wood, 
Their  colours  and  their  forms,  were  thai  to 
An  appetite ;  a  feeling  and  a  love. 
That  liad  no  need  of  a  remoter  chann. 
By  tliought  supplied,  nor  any  interest 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye. — That  time  is 
And  all  its  aching  joys  are  now  no  moi^ 
And  an  its  dizzy  raptures.     Not  for  this 
Faint  I,  nor  mourn  nor  murmur ;  other  gifts 
Have  followed ;  for  sudi  loss,  I  would  brieve. 
Abundant  recompenoe.    For  I  have  learned 
To  look  on  nature,  not  as  in  the  hour 
Of  thoughtless  youth ;  but  hearing  oflentinMa 
The  still,  sad  music  of  humanity, 
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kanh  nor  gratiDg,  though  of  ample  power 

Aiften  and  sabdua     And  I  have  feh 

jgence  that  dJBtnrbe  me  with  the  joy 

ivated  thoughts :  a  sense  sublime  f^iLtAjhc 

mething  far  more  deeply  interfused,  ^*'*^  .  / 

Be  dwdlint!^  is  the  li^^t  of  setting  suns, 

the  round  ocean  and  the  living  air, 

the  blue  sky,  an31n"{Ee"inmrorman : 

ofaon  and  »  spirit,  that  impels 

Sinking  things,  all  objects  of  all  thought, 

roU>  throB^h  aJl  j^gs.     Therefore  am  I  still 

ver  of  the  m^hdows  and  the  woods, 

.  mountains ;  and  of  all  that  we  behold 

n  this  grem  earth ;  of  all  the  mighty  world 

ye,  tnd  ear, — both  what  they  half  create  *, 

I  wliit  perceive ;  well  pleased  to  recognise 

ufeore  and  the  language  of  the  sense, 

'  tttdior  of  my  purest  thoughts,  the  nurse, 

I  guide,  the  guardian  of  my  heart,  and  soul 

ill  mj  monl  being. 

Nor  perchance, 
ven  not  tkos  taught,  should  I  the  more 
fermy  genial  s^nrits  to  decay : 
•  thoQ  art  with  me  here  upon  the  banks 
^fiir  river ;  thou  my  dearesTKiend, 
deir,  dear  Friend ;  and  in  thy  voice  I  catch 
thogace  of  my  former  heart,  and  read 
Nnnrr  pleasores  in  the  shooting  lights 
my  wild  eyes.    Oh !  yet  a  little  wHile 
rTESSdin  thee  what  I  was  once, 
detr,  dear  Sister !  and  this  prayer  I  make, 
>«ing  that  Nature  never  did  betray 
I  heart  that  loved  her ;  'tis  her  privilege, 
tngfa  aD  the  years  of  this  our  life,  to  lead 
B  joj  to  joy :  for  she  can  so  inform 
!  mind  that  is  within  us,  so  impi'ess 
th  (joietnefls  and  beauty,  and  so  feed 
th  iohy  thoughts,' that  neither  evil  tongues, 
ih  jw^iments,  nor  the  sneers  of  selfish  men, 
r  greetings  where  no  kindness  is,  nor  all 
i  dreary  intercourse  of  daily  life, 
Jl  e^~prevail  against  us,  or  disturb 
r  eheerfiil  fiuth,  that  all  which  we  behold 
^  of  bleanngs.     Therefore  let  the  moon 
ne  oo  thee  in  thy  solitary  walk ; 
d  let  the  misty  mountain-winds  be  free 
^^^^SJnsrtKee :  and,  in  after  years, 
nen  these  wild  ecstasies  shall  be  matured 
'O  &  sober  pleasure ;  when  thy  mind 
■U  be  a  mansion  for  all  lovely  forms, 
i^imary  be  asja  dwellinjg-place 


For  all  Bwee^joundg^jmd  jffliqgipffles ;  oh!  then. 
If  solitude,  or  fear,  or  pain,  or  grief. 
Should  be  thy  portion,  with  what  healing  thoughtb 
Of  tender  joy  wilt  thou  remember  me. 
And  these  my  exhortations !    Nor,  perchance — 
If  I  should  be  where  I  no  more  can  hear 
Thy  voice,  nor  catch  from  thy  wild  eyes  these  gleams 
Of  past  existence — wilt  thou  then  forget 
That  on  the  banks  of  this  delightful  stream 
We  stood  together ;  and  that  I,  so  long 
A  worshipper  of  Nature,  hither  came 
Unwearied  in  that  service :  rather  say 
With  warmer  love — oh  1  with  far  deeper  zeal 
Of  holier  love.    Nor  wilt  thou  then  forget, 
That  after  many  wanderings,  many  years 
Of  absence,  these  steep  woods  and  lofty  cliffs, 
And  this  green  pastoral  landscape,  were  to  me 
More  dear,  both  for  themselves  and  for  thy  sake  I 
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It  is  no  Spirit  who  from  h^tven  hath  flown. 
And  is  descending  on  his  embassy ; 
Nor  Traveller  gone  from  earth  the  heavens  to  espy  I 
*Ti8  Hesperus — there  he  stands  witli  glittering 

crown. 
First  admonition  that  the  sun  is  down ! 
For  yet  it  is  broad  day-light :  clouds  pass  by ; 
A  few  are  near  him  still— and  now  the  sky. 
He  hath  it  to  himself— 'tis  all  his  own. 
0  most  ambitious  St*ur !  an  inquest  wrought 
Within  me  when  I  recognised  thy  light ; 
A  moment  I  was  startled  at  the  sight : 
And,  while  I  gazed,  there  came  to  me  a  thought 
That  I  might  step  beyond  my  natural  race 
As  thou  seem'st  now  to  do ;  might  one  day  trace 
Some  ground  not  mine ;  and,  strong  her  strength 

above. 
My  Soul,  an  Apparition  in  the  place. 
Tread  there  with  steps  that  no  one  shall  reprove  I 

1803. 


^i*  lia^  bu  a  clo«e  resemblance  to  nn  admfrableline 
rn«n|f ,  the  exact  espreaiton  of  which  I  do  not  rcoollect. 


XXVIII. 


FRENCH  REVOLUTION, 

AS  IT  APPEABCD  TO  KNTnU8IA8T8  AT  ITS  COMMEMCEJIEirr*. 
REPRIMTED  FEOM  "  THE  FRIEND." 

Oh  !  pleasant  exercise  of  hope  and  joy ! 

For  mighty  were  the  auxiliars  which  then  stood 

*  This  and  the  Extract,  page  62,  and  the  first  Piece  of 
this  Class  are  from  the  unpublished  Poem  of  which  some 
account  is  given  In  the  Preface  to  the  Excunaioir. 


leasoa  ceemeil  ttie  iDOEt  to  uaert  her  riglils, 
most  mtent  on  mbking  nf  herHzlf 
.Jie  Enchaotress — tO  ssast  the  work, 
Jb  than  nos  going  forwnrd  m  her  name  ! 
-  &Totu^d  BfotB  alone,  hut  the  whole  Eurll., 
beauty  vore  or  promiee,  that  wliirh  seta 
Bt  some  moiaent might  not  he  uufelt 
•■mg  tlio  bowers  of  paradise  itself) 
btidding  rofle  above  tho  ivse  full  blowu. 
t  temper  at  the  prospect  did  not  wnko 
■"pphieas  nnthonght  ofl    The  inert 

rouaed,  and  livelir  naturea  rapt  awny  1 
,  who  had  fed  their  childhood  upon  droiunB, 
^yfellows  of  lanoy,  who  bad  madfl 
men  ot  aviftiieu,  Bubljlty,  and  strength 
«  miuisleni, — who  in  lordly  vise  liad  tlii'Tcd 
ong  tlie  grandest  objecls  of  tbeaimBe, 
.d  deslt  Willi  whalsoeyer  they  toiiiid  iJiere 
I  if  Uiey  had  within  Home  lurking  right 
-  wield  it  J — lliey,  loo,  who,  of  gentle  mood, 
.  wBtclied  iJl  geuHe  motiDiiB,  and  lo  these 
.  fitted  their  own  thonghla,  schemera  more  mild, 
axiii  m  the  region  of  theii-  peaceful  kItcs  ; — 
Now  WHS  it  tliut  buLli  i'uuuil,  iJie  meek  and  lofty 
Did  both  Hud,  helpers  to  tlieir  heart's  desire. 
And  BluS'at  liood,  plMlic  as  they  could  wiab; 
Were  called  upon  to  eiercisc  their  ekill, 
t  in  Utopia,  subterranean  Gelda, 
some  secreted  ifland.  Heaven  knows  where  I 
But  in  (he  vn?  world,  which  is  the  world 
Of  all  of  Ufi, — tiio  place  where  iu  the  cud 
We  find  uui-  hnpfdneis,  or  not  at  all  1 


Ybs,  it  wag  the  raoanCtun  Edio, 
Solitary,  dear,  [jTofomid, 
Answering  to  the  slioutinjj  Cun.koo^ 
Giving  td  her  sound  tor  souud  1 

Uiioohcited  reply 
To  a  babbling  wanderer  aent ; 
Like  her  ordinary  cry, 
like— but  oil,  how  diU'erentl 

HeuB  not  al»  mortal  Life  I 

lieu  not  we,  uulliUikuig  Croalurea ! 


Hove  not  we  too  t — yea,  we  have 
Answers,  and  we  know  nut  wbenoe ; 
Echoes  from  beyond  the  grave. 
Recognised  intelligence ! 


Such  rebounds  our  inward 
Catches  sometimea  from  afi 
Listen,  ponder,  hold  them  dear ; 
For  of  God, — of  God  they  are. 


TO  A  SKY-LARK, 

Ethereal  minstrel  1  pilgrim  of  the  akj  ! 
Dost  thou  despise  tiie  earth  wliere  cans  ab 
Or,  while  the  wings  aspire,  are  heart  and  e 
Both  with  thy  nest  npon  the  dewy  groand ! 
Thy  neat  wludi  thoo  canst  drop  into  at  wil' 
Those    quivering  wings    coiDposed,   that 


Leove  to  tlie  nightingale  her  shady  wood; 
A  privacy  of  glorious  light  is  thino; 
Whence  Ihou  dost  pour  upon  the  worid  a  9 
Of  harmony,  with  instinct  more  divine  ; 
Type  of  tlie  wise  who  soar,  but  never  nam 
True  to  the  kindred  pojuta  of  Ueavea  and  I 


LAODAMIA. 

"  With  sacrifice  befora  the  rising  mom 
Vows  have  I  ninde  by  fruithss  hope  insj«r< 
And  from  the  infernal  Gods,  'mid  shades  ft 
Of  night,  my  slaughtered  Lordliave  1  rcqui 
CeloalJal  pity  I  again  implore  ; — 
Bestore  him  to  my  aight — great  Jove,  tcsK 

So  speaking,  and  by  (errent  lovo  endowed 
With  faith,  the  Suppliant  heavenward  lifWher 
Willie,  Hke  the  sun  emerging  from  a  doud. 
Her  countenance  brightens — andlier  eye  e;t 
Her  ho^m  heires  and  sprrads.  her  atnlurc 
And  she  exf-eeta  tlie  is!>uu  in  repose. 


lot  hWh  ih«  prrwirpd  t— O  joy  1 
Ik  look  on  I— whom  ilotli  she  belialil  I 
tin  up™  the  b™ch  of  Troy  I 
■Kwel  bis  corpor«]  muiild  I 
■  Ak^h  htr  uut-'(i«  He  '. 
•Mb  Urn,  wiDgwl  Mereur;'  1 


toadiBd  ber  wilh  his 
!h  gn«9  h«lb  crowiwd 


Jlu  tJH-  p«lln  of  upfwr  air  : 
7  villi  tlwe  tlim  hotm'  b|iK 


I*  Bum-  llitn  Imd'st  od  «iU1  i 
^  ha<t«  the  gpi»  bfsloftcd 
.  baaa ;  and  Ust  ■  nkd  abode 


mIb  !  doih  not  tuTc 
H : — fipeeUrc  tbougfa  I  be, 


us  onc\r  forrlald 
M  Gntk  wbo  Muched  ilio  TroJMi  itmid 
;  l«  IM  Ifat  dona  could  not  wiUnbold : 


<k  1  Ittft  ofsa  (Iw  wndy  pliin  ; 
IM«M  Omt—bj  IloMor  dun." 


iB  rf  HfW—     fcmTt.  noUal,  bat  1 


*l  fhM  tu  lb*  &Ul  ■linre  ; 
li  I  bt^tn  that— liei«  ihua  « 
^  llyui  iBjr  pour  hmrt. 


.MIA.  IBS 

But  UiDU,  Iliouj;h  enpablc  of  slerneal  deeA, 

Wert  kind  M  resolute,  and  good  u  brave  ; 

And  be,  wliow  power  reaWreB  thee,  halb  decreed 

Thou  should'at  elude  Ihe  maJiee  of  the  f^n-re : 

Itcdundnul  are  thy  loekfl,  Ih}'  iipn  as  ^r 

As  wbou  their  breath  ouriehed  Tlieunliiui  air. 


No  Spectre  greet*  me, — no  vain  Shadow  (Ills  ; 
Come,  blooming  Hero,  place  thee  by  my  Hide  I 
Give,  on  this  well  known  cnueh,  one  nuptial  kia 
To  me,  this  day,  a  second  time  thy  bride  I  " 
JoVQ   frowoed   in  heaven :  tho  consctaus  Farcic 

Ufon  tliose  roseate  lips  a  Slygion  hue. 


"  This  vinge  lells  thee  Uiat  my  doom  is  paat : 
Nor  should  the  clisnge  be  mourned,  even  if  the 


And  Huroly  as  they  vanish.     Earth  dealroys 
Those  raptures  duly — Erebus  disdains : 
Calm  pkaMires  there  abide — majesde  pMns. 

Be  taught,  O  bithhil  Consort,  to  cpitral      (,nJ,.iJh  li 
RcbelliousjiasBion  :  for  the  Ggda  ipprtffe     „ 
The  deptfi,  anfuorUie  tumult,  of  tbcsoul  ;         "" 
A  fervent,  nirtungayeiiiBbU!,iovc. 
T^jJnfisfQrta  Ff-^T^'J  ;  and  meekly  momv 
When  I  depart,  for  brief  is  my  sojourn — " 

"  Ah,  wherefore  ( — Did  not  Hercules  by  force 
Wrest  from  the  guardian  Monster  of  the  tomb 
Alet.'etis,  a  reanimated  cone. 
Given  back  to  dwell  on  eartli  in  vemaJ  bloom  I 
Medea's  spella  <Uspcrsed  the  weight  of  yeara. 
And  iEnan  stood  a  youth  'mid  yonthfOI  peenk 


The  Gods  to  ns  are  merciful — and  they 

Yet  further  may  relent :  for  mightier  for 

Than  strengtli  of  nerre  and  anew,  or  the  away 

Of  ma^e  potent  over  mm  and  star. 

Is  lore,  though  oil  to  agony  dialrest. 

And  though  hi*  taiaariln  haI  be  fceUc  woman's 

But  if  tliou  gocst,  I  follow — ■"  "Pesco  '."  lie  6»id,— 

She  looked  upon  him  andwoa  eolmed  and  eheered  > 

Tlie  gitaslly  colour  from  his  lipe  hod  lied  ; 

in  his  deportment,  Bb^)e,  and  mini,  appeoml 

Eiysian  beauty,  melancholy  grace. 

Brought  from  a  pensive  though  a  h^ipy  place. 
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Ud  spake  of  lavo,  mch  lore  sa  Spirits  feel 
Id  woriiia  whuBC  oouTBe  U  cquuliie  &tiil  pura  ; 

lO  !am  to  bent  away— no  strife  to  boal^ 
Tha  past  unaighed  for,  and  the  future  lurO; 
Spake  of  lieroic  urts  in  graver  mood 
Revived,  tvitli  Goer  harmoD}'  pursued  ; 

Of  all  that  is  most  beaateoue — inuged  there 

In  happier  beauty ;  more  peDudd  nreaioa, 

Ad  unpkr  ether,  a  diviaer  air, 

And  fields  invested  with  parpnreal  gleamg ; 

Ginies  nliieh  the  mu,  who  aheds  the  brightest  day 

Earth  knows,  is  nil  unworthy  to  survey. 

Yet  there  the  Soul  ehsD  enter  wMeh  hath  earned 
That  privilege  tJy  virtue. — "  111,"  stud  he, 


Who  froiD  Ignoble  games  and  revelry 

Could  draw,  when  we  had  parted,  vain  deliglit. 

While  tears  wers  thy  best  pastime,  day  and  night; 

And  while  my  youthM  peers  before  my  eyes 
(E^acdi  hero  following  his  pectiliar  beat) 
Prepared  thsmselvos  for  glorious  enterprise 
By  martial  sports, — or,  seated  in  the  tent, 
Chioftalns  and  kings  in  counuil  were  detained  ; 
What  time  the  fleet  at  Aulia  lay  euchained. 

wislipd.for  wind  was  given  : — 1  then  revolved 
The  orade,  upon  the  silent  sea  ; 
And,  if  no  worthier  led  the  way,  reeolTed 
That,  of  a  thousand  vessels,  mine  should  be 
The  foremost  prow  in  preaang  to  the  Etrand, — 
Mine  the  first  blood  that  tiuged  tha  Trojan  sand. 

Yet  bitter,  oft-times  bitter,  was  the  paug 

When  of  thy  loss  I  thought,  belovtd  Wife  t 

On  thee  too  fondly  did  my  memory  hung. 

And  on  the  joys  we  shared  in  mortal  Hfe,^ 

The  paths  which   we  had  trod — theao  foiml^iii^ 

My  new-ptatuied  cities,  and  imfiDished  lovren. 

Bnt  should  suspense  permit  the  Foe  to  cry, 
'  Behold  they  tremble  I— haughty  their  array. 
Yet  of  their  number  no  one  dares  to  die  I ' 
In  soul  I  swept  the  indignity  away  : 

:d  frailties  then  recarred  : — bat  lofty  thought. 
In  act  embodied,  my  deliverance  wrought 


And  Thou,  though  strong  iu  love,  act  all  tt 


Inn 


If-go, 


I  counsel  th«  by  fortitude  to  seek 
Our  blest  re-union  in  the  shades  below. 
The  mvisible  world  with  thee  hath  sympathisai 
Be  thy  aflbctionii  raised  and  aolemmsed. 

Learn,  by  a  mortal  yeaniing,  to  ascend — 
Seeking  a  higher  object.     Love  was  given. 
Encouraged,  sanctiaaed,  chiefly  for  that  end ; 
For  this  the  puaiion  to  excess  was  driven — 
That  self  might  be  annulled  :  bur  bondage  prate 
The  fetters  of  a  dream,  opposed  to  late." 

Aloud  she  shrieked  I  for  Hermrs  ro-appeatv! 
Roimd  the  deaf  Shade  she  would  linve  clung^'lii 

The  hours  are  past — too  brief  had  they  be 

Aiul  him  no  mortal  efTjrt  can  detain  ; 

Swift,  toward  the  realms  that  know  ool  earthly  itf,_ 

He  tbrough  the  portal  takes  liia  ajlont  way, 

And  oQ  the  palace-floor  a  lifeless  cono  Eba  lay. 

Thus,  all  in  vain  exhorted  and  reproved. 
She  peiiahed  ;  and,  as  for  a  wilful  crime. 
By  the  just  Gods  whom  no  weak  pity  moved. 
Was  doomed  to  wear  out  her  appoiutei]  lim^ 
Apart  from  happy  Ghosts,  that  gatli?r  flowen 
Of  blissful  quiet  'mid  imfadlug  bowers. 

— Yet  tears  to  human  sufTcring  are  due ; 
And  mortal  hopes  defeated  and  o'ertfamwn 
Are  mourned  by  man,  and  not  by  nuin  ilane. 
As  fondly  he  believes. — Upon  the  side 
Of  Hellespont  (such  Gtitfa  was  entertained) 
A  knot  of  spiry  trees  for  ages  grew 
From  out  the  (omb  of  him  for  whom  si 
And  ever,  when  such  stature  they  bad  gi 
That  Ilium's  walls  were  subject  to  tfaur  n 
The  trees'  tall  summits  withered  at  llie  sigbl; 
interchange  of  growth  asdUigittl* 


DION. 
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DION. 

(m  FLDTAXCB). 
1. 

msn,  and  fitted  to  embrace, 
liere'er  he  tamed,  a  swan-like  grace 
r  baoghtineflB  without  pretence, 
nd  to  tmfold  a  stiO  magnificence^ 
7at  pnieely  Dion,  in  the  power 
ind  beukjr  of  his  happier  hour, 
ind  idttlpore  homage  then  did  wait 
i)n  DioD^s  virtaes,  while  the  lunar  beam 
Of  Flato't  geniufl^  firom  its  lofty  sphere, 
Fcflnond  him  in  the  grove  of  Academe, 
SoftnuDg  their  inbred  dignity  austere — 

Tfarthe,  not  too  elate 

With  ttlf.«ifficing  solitude, 
Bat  viA  majestic  lowliness  endued, 

Might  in  the  uniyersal  bosom  reign, 
And  from  affectionate  observance  gain 
Hdp^  onder  every  change  of  adverse  fate. 

n. 
Yin  flwamd  warriors — O  the  rapturous  day ! 
Eidi  OQwned  with  flowers,  and  armed  with  spear 

andehidd. 
Or  ndar  weapon  which  their  course  might  yield, 
To  Sjnease  advance  in  bright  array. 
Who  leads  them  on! — The  anxious  people  see 
I^-exiled  Dion  marching  at  their  head. 
He  iho  crowned  with  flowers  of  Sicily, 
And  in  a  white,  far-beaming,  corslet  clad ! 
Pn»  tnnsport  undisturbed  by  doubt  or  fear 
The  paxsn  fed ;  and,  rushing  to  the  plain, 
Sahite  those  strangers  as  a  holy  train 
^  hiest  procession  (to  the  Immortals  dear) 
Rttt  faroQg^t  their  precious  liberty  again. 
La!  viini  the  gates  are  entered,  on  each  hand, 
DovB  the  long  street,  rich  goblets  filled  with  wine 

In  seemly  order  stand, 
^  tiWes  aet,  as  if  for  rites  divine ; — 
^B^  as  the  great  Deliverer  marches  by, 

He  looks  on  festal  ground  with  fruits  bestrown ; 
^  flowera  are  on  hia  person  thrown 

la  boondlesB  prodigality ; 
*««  dod)  the  general  voice  abstain  from  prayer, 
■OTokiog  Dion*s  tutelary  care^ 
^  if  a  very  Deity  he  were  I 

m 
iftarn,  hills  and  groves  of  Attica  I  and  mourn 
tuns,  bending  o*er  thy  classic  urn  1 


Mourn,  and  lament  for  him  whoso  spirit  dreads 
Your  once  sweet  memory,  studious  walks  anil 

shades  1 
For  him  who  to  divinity  aspired, 
Not  on  the  breath  of  popular  applause, 
But  through  dependence  on  the  sacred  laws 
Framed  in  the  schools  where  Wisdom  dwelt  retired, 
Intent  to  trace  the  ideal  path  of  right 
(More  fair  than  heaven's  broad  causeway -paved 

with  stars) 
Which  Dion  learned  to  measure  with  sublime 

delight ; — 
But  He  hath  overleaped  the  eternal  bars ; 
And,  following  guides  whose  craft  holds  no  consent 
With  aught  that  breathes  the  ethereal  element. 
Hath  stained  the  robes  of  civil  power  with  blood, 
Unjustly  shed,  though  for  the  public  good. 
Whence  doubts  that  came  too  late,  and  wishes  vain, 
Hollow  excuses,  and  triumphant  pain ; 
And  oft  his  cogitations  sink  as  low 
As,  through  the  abysses  of  a  joyless  heart, 
The  heaviest  plmnmet  of  despair  can  go — 
But  whence  that  sudden  check  ?  that  fearful  start ! 
He  hears  an  uncouth  sound — 
Anon  his  lifted  eyes 
Saw,  at  a  long-drawn  gallery's  dusky  bound, 
A  Shape  of  more  than  mortal  size 
And  hideous  aspect,  stalking  round  and  round ! 
A  woman's  garb  the  Phantom  wore. 
And  fiercely  swept  the  marble  floor, — 
Like  Auster  whirling  to  and  fro, 
His  force  on  Caspian  foam  to  try  ; 
Or  Boreas  when  he  scours  the  snow 
That  skins  the  plains  of  Thessaly, 
Or  when  aloft  on  Meenalus  he  stops 
His  flight,  'mid  eddying  pine-tree  tops  I 


So,  but  from  toil  less  sign  of  profit  reaping. 
The  sullen  Spectre  to  her  purpose  bowed. 

Sweeping — vehemently  sweeping — 
No  pause  admitted,  no  design  avowed ! 
"  Avaunt,  inexplicable  Guest ! — avaunt," 
Exclaimed  the  Chieftain — "let  me  rather  see 
The  coronal  that  coiling  vipers  make ; 
The  torch  that  flames  with  many  a  lurid  flake, 
And  the  long  train  of  doleful  pageantry 
Which  they  behold,  whom  vengeful  Furies  haunt ; 
Who,  while  they  struggle  from  the  scourge  to  floi'. 
Move  where  the  blasted  soil  is  not  unworn, 
And,  in  their  anguish,  bear  what  other  minds  have 

borne !" 


iBi  come  not  at  aa  eortlily  oil, 
t  when  inortikl  voices  bid^ 
■ionary  eye  whose  lid, 

FemuOB  aghast,  aad  will  not  Tall ! 
gilt  He,  tiuit  servile  Implement 

.uT  would  brush  away 
at  lo  in;  boiiI  adhere  ; 
iho  labour  niglit  and  day, 
t,  cannot  lUsappfsr; 

pertucbaUons, — and  thai  look 

MOphy  am  brook ! 


liief  1  thi^re  are  whose  hopes  are  built 
fuinB  of  tiiy  glorious  i^Qb; 
ugh  iho  portal  of  ono  moment's  guilt, 
jf,  uive  with  their  deadly  aiin  I 
ItcblesB  pertidy  !  portiintoiis  lust 
lounlTous  crimo  t — that  horrar-Blrikiug  blade, 
m  in  defiaace  of  the  Gods,  liHtL  lud 
"ble  Syracusan  low  in  dust  [ 
r'd  the  wnJla — -the  marble  dly  wept — 
Iraii  places  heaved  a  pcnsire  sigh ; 
I  calm  peace  the  appointed  Victim  slept, 
hod  fallen  in  magnoniroity  ; 
^x'lt  too  M>[iaoionB  lo  require 
That  Destiny  her  course  ijiould  change ;  too  just 

hia  own  native  greatness  to  de«ra 
Tliat  vfretched  boon,  days  lengthened  by  mistrust. 
So  were  (lie  hopeless  troubles,  that  iavolved 
The  soul  of  Dion,  instantly  dissolved. 
Eeleosed  from  life  and  cares  of  princely  slate. 
He  left  this  moral  grafted  OD  his  Fate ; 
'  Him  only  plcnaure  leads,  and  peace  attends. 
Him,  only  him,  the  aliidd  of  Jove  defends. 
Whoso  means  are  bur  and  spotless  as  his  ends.' 
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rniN  the  mind  stron;  fuicles  work, 
cep  delight  thu  bosom  tllrills, 


Mockery — or  model  roughly  hi 
And  left  ss  if  by  ciulhijuBke  strewn. 
Or  from  the  Flood  escaped  : 
Altars  for  Umid  servioe  fit ; 
(But  wheni  no  fire  was  ever  lit. 
Unices  the  glow-wonu  to  the  sides 
Thence  offer  aigblly  sacrifice) 
Wrinkled  Egyptian  monmncnl ; 
Green  moss-grown  tower  ;  or  hoBry  iHitJ 
TeDls  of  a  camp  tliat  never  shall  bo  rand 
On  which  Tonr  Ihuunand  yean  liave  gaud 


Ye  plough-shares  qiarkling  cm  the  slops 
Ye  snow-white  lambs  tliat  trip 
Imprisoned  'mid  the  formal  props 
Uf  reetless  ou-nersli 


Oft  ss  1 1^ 


>e  fork 


Of  these  fraternal  hills  : 

Wlicre,  save  Ilie  rugged  road,  we  liod 

No  apponage  of  human  kiod. 

Nor  hint  of  man  ;  if  stone  or  rock 

Seem  not  his  handy-work  to  mock 

By  sonietliiiig  cognizably  shaped  ; 


Ye  It 


tan 


To  feed  the  insatiate  Prodigal  ! 

Lanna,  houses,  chatleta,  gnives,  and  BMt 

All  tliat  the  fertile  valley  shields ; 

Wages  of  folly — baits  of  crimo. 

Of  Ufe's  uneasy  game  the  slake, 

Pluythiags  lliat  keqi  tlie  eyes  awake 

Of  drowpy,  dotard  Time  ;— 

O  core  I  0  guilt '. — O  vales  and  pluna. 

Here,  "mid  hia  own  nnveKed  donuura, 

A  Genius  dwells,  that  can  subdue 

At  onee  oil  momory  of  You, — 

Most  potent  when  mists  veil  the  sky. 

Mists  that  distort  and  magnify  ; 

Wliile  the  coarse  ruohes,  to  the  sweeping  1 

Sgh  fortli  their  ancient  melodies  1 

List  to  those  diriller  notes  I—  iJuil  nuuvli 

Perchance  was  on  the  blast. 

When,  llirougli  this  Height's  inrcrled  sn 

Rome's  earliest  li';^inti  passed  ! 

— They  saw,  adventurously  impellc<l. 

And  older  eyes  than  ihrira  beheld. 

This  block— and  yon,  whose  church-lika  i 

Gives  to  this  savage  PasH  its  name. 

Aspiring  Rood  1  tliat  luv'st  to  hide 

Thy  daHDi*  in  a  vapoury  bourn. 

Not  seldom  may  the  hour  return 

When  thoQ  slialt  be  my  guide  : 

And  I  (as  all  men  may  Hud  c«tur. 

When  life  is  at  a  weary  pause. 

And  they  have  panted  up  the  hill 

Of  duty  with  reluctant  will) 

Be  thankful,  even  lliough  tired  and  fainl, 

For  (he  rich  bounties  of  constraint ; 

Whence  oR  invigorating  Imnsportu  flow 

Tliat  dunce  lacked  courage  to  bestow  ! 
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Hj  Soul  was  grmtefnl  for  ddigfat 

Hut  wore  a  threatening  brow  ; 

A  Teil  is  lilted — can  she  slight 

The  seene  that  opens  now ! 

i3kk^  habitation  none  appear^ 

ThegreenneflB  tells,  man  most  be  there  ; 

The  shelter— that  the  perspective 

Is  of  the  dime  in  which  we  live  ; 

Where  Toil  pnrsnes  his  diuly  round  ; 

Where  Rty  sheds  sweet  tears — and  Love^ 

In  voodtrine  bower  or  birchen  grove, 

loilicts  his  trader  wound. 

—Who  eoDDi«8  not  hither  ne'er  shall  know 

Hov  beaatiM  Uie  world  below ; 

Kor  on  he  guess  how  lightly  leaps 

The  lawk  sdown  the  rocky  steeps. 

FareweO,  thou  desolate  Domain  ! 

Hope,  pointing  to  the  cultured  plain, 

Cawk  fike  a  shepherd-boy  ; 

And  who  is  she  ?— Can  that  be  Joy  I 

"T»>  with  a  sunbeam  for  her  guide, 

Soooihly  skims  the  meadows  wide  ; 

"™k  Faith,  from  yonder  opening  cloud. 

To  hill  and  vale  proclaims  aloud, 

"  Whate'er  the  weak  may  dread,  the  wicked  dare, 

%  H  0  Man,  is  good,  thy  portion  fair  1" 

1817. 
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TO   ENTERPRISE. 

KttP  tot  the  Young  the  impassioned  smile 
S»ed  fruin  thy  countenance,  as  I  see  thee  stand 
High  on  that  chalky  cliff  of  Briton's  Isle, 
A  slender  volume  grasping  in  thy  hand — 
(Perchance  the  pages  that  relate 

^  nrious  turns  of  Crusoe's  fate) — 

^^*re  the  exulting  smile, 

And  drop  thy  pointhig  finger  bright 

A«  the  first  flash  of  beacon  light ; 

Bflt  neither  veil  tliy  head  in  shadows  dim, 

"Of  tara  thy  Cace  away 

From  One  who,  in  the  evening  of  his  day, 

To  thee  would  offer  no  presumptuous  hymn  I 

1. 
«*!  Spirit !  who  art  free  to  rove 
-^nioaj  the  starry  courts  of  Jove, 
And  oft  in  splendour  dost  appear 
^''^^Wied  to  poetic  eyes, 
^^hiie  travendng  this  nether  sphere, 
W'herc  ^lortals  call  thee  Enterprise. 


Daughter  of  Hope  !  her  favourite  Child, 
Whom  she  to  young  Ambition  bore. 
When  hunter's  arrow  first  defiled 
The  grove,  and  stained  the  turf  with  gore  ; 
Thee  winged  Fancy  took,  and  nursed 
On  broad  Euphrates'  palmy  shore. 
And  where  the  mightier  Waters  burst 
From  caves  of  Indian  mountains  hoar  ! 
She  wrapped  thee  in  a  panther's  skin  ; 
And  Thou,  thy  favourite  food  to  win. 
The  flame-eyed  eagle  oft  wouldst  scare 
From  her  rock-fortress  in  mid  air. 
With  infant  shout ;  and  often  sweep. 
Paired  with  the  ostrich,  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Or,  tired  with  sport,  wouldst  sink  asleep 
Upon  the  couchant  lion's  mane  1 
With  rolling  years  thy  strength  increased ; 
And,  far  beyond  thy  native  East, 
To  thee,  by  varying  titles  known 
As  variously  thy  power  was  shown. 
Did  incense-bearing  altars  rise. 
Which  caught  the  blaze  of  sacrifice. 
From  suppliants  panting  for  the  skies  I 


n. 

What  though  this  ancient  Earth  be  trod 

No  more  by  step  of  Demi-god 

Mounting  from  glorious  deed  to  deed 

As  thou  from  clime  to  clime  didst  lead ; 

Yet  still,  the  bosom  beating  high. 

And  the  hushed  farewell  of  an  eye 

Where  no  procrastinating  gaze 

A  last  infirmity  betrays. 

Prove  that  thy  heaven-descended  sway 

Shall  ne'er  submit  to  cold  decay. 

By  thy  divinity  impelled, 

The  Sti'ipling  seeks  the  tented  field  ; 

The  aspii-ing  Virgin  kneels  ;  and,  pale 

With  awe,  receives  the  hallowed  veil, 

A  soft  and  tender  Heroine 

Vowed  to  severer  discipline  ; 

Inflamed  by  thee,  the  blooming  Boy 

Makes  of  the  whistling  shrouds  a  toy. 

And  of  tlie  ocean's  dismal  breast 

A  play-ground, — or  a  couch  of  rest ; 

'Mid  the  blank  world  of  snow  and  ice. 

Thou  to  his  dangers  dost  enchain 

The  Chamois-chaser  awed  in  vain 

By  chasm  or  dizzy  precipice  ; 

And  hast  Thou  not  with  triumph  seen 

How  soaring  Mortals  glide  between 

Or  tlirough  tlie  clouds,  and  brave  tlie  hght 

With  bolder  than  Icarian  flight ! 
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How  they,  in  bells  of  crystal,  dive — 

Where  winds  and  waters  cease  to  strive — 

For  no  unholy  Yisitings, 

Among  the  monsters  of  the  Deep ; 

And  all  the  sad  and  furecions  things 

Which  there  in  ghastly  silence  sleep  t 

Or,  adTCTM  tides  and  currents  headed, 

And  breathless  calms  no  longer  dreaded| 

In  never-slackening  voyage  go 

Straight  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow  ; 

And,  slighting  suls  and  scorning  oard. 

Keep  £uth  with  Time  on  distant  shores  I 

— Within  our  fearless  reach  are  placed 

The  secrets  of  the  burning  Waste ; 

Egyptian  tombs  unlock  their  dead, 

Nile  trembles  at  his  fountain  head  ; 

Thou  speak'st— «nd  lo  !  the  polar  Seas 

Unbosom  their  last  mysteries. 

— But  oh !  what  transports,  what  sublime  reward. 

Won  from  the  world  of  mind,  dost  thou  prepare 

For  philosophic  Sage  ;  or  high-souled  Bard 

Who,  for  thy  service  trained  in  lonely  woods. 

Hath  fed  on  pageants  floating  through  the  air, 

Or  calentured  in  depth  of  limpid  floods  ; 

Nor  grieves — tho'  doomed  thro'  silent  night  to  bear 

The  domination  of  his  glorious  themes. 

Or  struggle  hi  the  net-work  of  thy  dreams  ! 


V. 


in. 
If  there  be  movements  in  the  Patriot's  soul, 
From  source  still  deeper,  and  of  higher  worth, 
'Tis  thine  the  quickening  impulse  to  control. 
And  in  due  season  send  tlie  mandate  forth  ; 
Thy  call  a  prostrate  Nation  can  restore, 
When  but  a  single  Mind  resolves  to  crouch  no 
more. 

IT. 

Dread  Minister  of  wrath  I 

Who  to  their  destined  punishment  dost  urge 

The  Pharaohs  of  the  earth,  tlie  men  of  hardened 

heart  I 
Not  unassisted  by  the  flattering  stars, 
Tliou  strcw'st  temptation  o*er  the  path 
When  they  in  pomp  depart 
With  trampling  horses  and  refulgent  cars — 
Soon  to  be  swallowed  by  the  briny  surge  ; 
Or  cast,  for  lingering  death,  on  unknown  strands  ; 
Or  caught  amid  a  whirl  of  desert  sands — 
An  Army  now,  and  now  a  living  hill 
Tliat  a  brief  while  heaves  with  convulsive  throes — 
Then  all  is  still ; 

Or,  to  forget  their  madness  and  their  woes, 
Wrapt  in  a  winding-sheet  of  spotless  snows  ! 


Back  flows  the  vdlling  curre 
If  to  provoke  sudi  doom  th< 
Why  should  it  daunt  a  blan 
— Bold  Goddess  !  range  oui 
Nor  let  thy  genuine  impulse 
In  hearts  no  longer  yomig  ; 
Still  may  a  veteran  Few  ha' 
In  thoughts  whose  stemnesf 
In  fixed  resolves  by  Reason 
That  to  their  object  cleave 
Whitening  a  pine  tree's  noi 
When  fields  are  naked  &r  t 
And  withered  leaves,  from 
Up-caught  in  whirlwinds,  n« 


Tt 


But,  if  such  homage  thou  d; 
As  doth  with  mellowing  yei 
One  rarely  absent  from  th^* 
More  humble  favours  may 
For  thy  contented  Votary. 
She,  who  incites  the  frolic  '. 
In  presence  of  Uieir  heedlet 
And  to  the  solitary  fawn 
Vouchsafes  her  lessons,  bov 
That  wakes  the  breeze,  the 
Doth  hurry  to  the  lawn  ; 
She,  who  inspires  that  strai 
Which  tho  sweet  Bird,  mis 
Foul's  fortli  in  f^hadv  jn*ove5 
And  vernal  morninp*  open 
With  views  of  undefined  <k 
And  cheerful  sonLjs,  and  su 
On  busv  davs,  with  thankfu 


vri. 


But  thou,  0  Goddess  !  in  tl 
(Freedom's  impren^able  re 
The  wide  earth's  store-houi 
With  breakers  roaring  to  t 
Tliat  stretch  a  thousand  th 
Quicken  the  slothful,  and  e 
Tliy  impulse  is  the  life  of  I 
Glad  Hope  would  almost  a 
If  torn  from  tliv  societv  : 
And  Love,  when  worthiest 
Is  proud  to  walk  tho  earth 
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Imnrfft  tDoaotain-dwtlUiig, 
TWa  hut  flomb  aloft,  knd  jtaieil 

from  Ihe  watdi-lowers  of  Hclyctljn ; 

indgddi^ilsd,  and  anuzad  I 

F«UM*H  Am  qiell  th&t  bouod  thee 
hr  bhe  Eilivr'n  dmis,  Song  Touod  Qiee, 


Ul  ft*  dwindled  woods  uid  meadows ; 

"tatirutsbjaB  U  lliore 

IaI  tta  dnidi,  the  K>lenui  shiulaWB, 

Wfti  glijleaiDgs— heavenly  fair  I 

lid  iraori  of  cotnmotion 
"WA  t  IhonsaDd  ridge*  yield ; 
Bidp,  ud  gulf,  and  distant  ocean 
GiuiB;  lilia  a  ulver  shield  I 

Hiifal  now  take  flight ;— inherit 
*¥  W  Andes— they  ant  thine ! 
■"^nli  ll^  ni„t,uu^\  roBcalo  Spirit, 
S^tbeir length  of  snowy  line; 

Wwitey  thdr  bright  dominions 
"  4s  gnf;»iu  colotirs  drest 

"■"i;  frnm  off  ihc  f  urpli'  pinions, 
^Mnog  spreads  throughout  the  west  1 

Aos  an  all  the  conl  foonlains 
VntGag  ID  each  sparry  vault 
Oflbt  nntn>ddeD  lunar  mountains ; 


To  \'i[4iates'  lop  iniited, 
Whither  spiteful  Satan  steered  ; 
Or  descaid  where  the  ark  aUghled, 
When  tbe  greco  earth  re-appearcd  j 


Fdr  the  power  of  bills  is  on  thee. 
As  was  witnessed  through  thine  eye 
Then,  when  old  HelveUyn  won  thM 
To  taoft—  their  majeaty  I 


TO  A  YOUNQ  LADY, 


DuR  ChiM  of  Nature,  let  them  rwl  I 
^There  is  a  nest  in  a  green  dale, 
A  barboor  and  a  hold ; 
Where  tliou,  n  Wife  and  Friend,  shalt  m 
Tliv  ov.li  lH-sn-5iin-iiij5  days,  and  be 
A  light  to  young  and  old. 

There,  healthy  at  a  sheplierd  boy. 

And  trcaiiiug  nmoug  floui-i's  of  joy 

Which  at  no  eeoaon  fade. 

Thou,  while  thy  babes  mtinnil  thee  eUng, 

Shntl  Bhoiv  UB  how  divine  a 

A  Woman  may  b«  made. 


Thy  Ihoog^ts  and  feelings  shall  not  die. 

Nor  ieave  thee,  uheii  grey  hairs  are  nigh 

A  OTelnncholy  slave 

t3ut  iln  old  age  serine  and  bright. 

And  lovely  an  a  l^jiplaiij  night, 

Shall  lead  thee  to  thy  grave. 


WATER-FOWL 


AiLiAor-i  Book  an  llttLaku, 
MittK  how  the  feathered  tenants  of  tho  flood; 
'   With  grace  ol'moljun  tiinl  mi^lii  scarcely  seem 

Tbeir  curious  pastime     sluiping  in  mid  air 
I  {And  «omelimea  with  ambitioua  wing  lliat  soars 
'  High  as  the  level  of  Ilic  muuiitain-to[)s) 
'   A  circuit  ampler  Iliaii  Ihe  lake  benralh — 
Their  own  domain    but  ever,  while  intent 
On  tracing  and  retracing  tliut  targe  round, 
'I'lieir  jubilant  activity  evolves 
Hundreds  of  curves  and  circlets,  to  and  fro. 
Upward  and  downward,  progress  Intricate 
I    Vtt  uiiiioqilcied,  41*  It  one  spirit  swayed 
Their  uidefaligiible  lligbt     'Tis  done- 
Ten  times,  or  more,     fanded  it  bad  ceased ; 
But  la !  the  vanished  coiniiany  a\::\\a 
.  Ascending ;  they  approach — I  hear  their  wings, 
Funt,  faint  nl 


Paat  u 


They  tempt  the  snn  to  ■poll  amid  tlieir  phimea  ; 
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They  tempt  the  water,  or  the  gleaming  ice. 
To  show  them  a  fair  image ;  'tis  themselves, 
Their  own  fair  forms,  upon  the  glimmering  pl^. 
Painted  more  soft  and  fair  as  they  descend 
Almost  to  touch ; — then  up  again  aloft, 
Up  with  a  sally  and  a  flash  of  speed. 
As  if  they  scorned  both  resting-place  and  rest ! 

1812. 


XXXTIII. 

VIEW  FROM  THE  TOP  OP  BLACK  COMB. 

Tuis  Height  a  ministering  Angel  might  select : 
For  from  the  summit  of  Black  Comb  (dread  name 
Derived  from  clouds  and  storms ! )  the  amplest  range 
Of  unobstructed  prospect  may  be  seen 
That  British  ground  commands : — low  dusky  tracts, 
Where  Trent  is  nursed,  far  southward  !  Cambrian 

hills 
To  the  south-west,  a  multitudinoas  show ; 
And,  in  a  line  of  eye-sight  linked  with  these, 
The  hoary  peaks  of  Scotland  that  give  birth 
To  Tiviot's  stream,  to  Annan,  Tweed,  and  Clyde : — 
Crowding  the  quarter  whence  the  sun  comes  forth 
Gigantic  mountains  rough  with  crags  ;  beneath, 
Right  at  the  imperial  station's  western  base 
Main  ocean,  breaking  audibly,  and  stretched 
Far  into  silent  regions  blue  and  pale  ; — 
And  visibly  engirding  Moiia's  Islo 
That,  as  we  left  the  plain,  before  our  flight 
Stood  like  a  lofty  mount,  uplii'ting  slowly 
(Above  the  convex  of  the  watery  globe) 
Into  clear  view  the  cultured  fields  that  sti'eak 
Her  habitable  shores,  but  now  ai)pears 
A  dwindled  object,  and  submits  to  lie 
At  the  spectator's  feet. — Yon  azure  ridge. 
Is  it  a  perishable  cloud !     Or  there 
Do  we  behold  the  line  of  Erin's  coast  ? 
Land  sometimes  by  the  roving  shei)herd-swain 
(Like  the  bright  confines  of  another  world) 
Not  doubtfully  perceived. — Look  homeward  now  ! 
In  depth,  in  height,  in  circuit,  how  serene 
The  spectacle,  how  pure  I — Of  Nature's  works, 
In  earth,  and  air,  and  earth-embracing  sea, 
A  revelation  hifinite  it  seems  ; 
Display  august  of  man's  inheritance. 
Of  Britain's  calm  fehcity  and  power ! 

1813. 

lilnck  Comb  stands  at  the  southern  extremity  of 
Cumberland:  its  ba!>e  covers  a  much  greuUr  extent  of 
ground  than  any  othur  uiountnin  in  thosu  partH ;  anti, 
from  itHbituation,  the  summit  commundtt  a  more  extensive 
view  thou  any  other  point  in  Britain. 


ZXXIX. 


THE  HAUNTED  TREE. 


lO- 


Those  silver  clouds  collected  round  the 

His  mid-day  warmth  abate  not,  seeming  \em 

To  overshade  than  multiply  his  beama 

By  soft  reflection — grateful  to  the  sky. 

To  rocks,  fields,  woods.     Nor  doth  our  hami 

sense 

Ask,  for  its  pleasure,  screen  or  canopy 

More  ample  than  the  time-dismantled  Oak 

Spreads  o'er  this  tuft  of  heath,  which  now,  attiie 

In  the  whole  fulness  of  its  bloom,  affords 

Couch  beautiful  as  e  'er  for  earthly  use 

Was  fashioned ;  whether  by  the  hand  ol  Ar^ 

That  eastern  Sultan,  amid  flowers  enwrougfat 

On  silken  tissue,  might  diffuse  his  limbs 

In  languor ;  or,  by  Nature,  for  repose 

Of  panting  Wood-nymph,  wearied  witli  the 

O  Lady !  fairer  in  thy  Poet's  sight 

Than  fairest  spiritual  creature  of  the  groves^ 

Approach ; — and,  thus  invited,  crown  with 

The  noon-tide  hour :  though  truly  some  there  tn 

Whose  footsteps  superstitiously  avoid 

Tliis  venerable  Tree ;  for,  when  the  wind 

Blows  keenly,  it  sends  forth  a  creaking  sound 

(Above  the  general  roar  of  wootls  and  cra*^) 

Distinctly  heai'd  from  far — a  doleful  note ! 

As  if  (so  Grecian  shepherds  would  have  deemed) 

The  Hamadryad,  pent  within,  bewailed 

Some  bitter  wrong.     Nor  is  it  unbelieved. 

By  ruder  fancy,  tliat  a  troubled  ghost 

Haunts  the  old  trunk  ;  lamenting  deeds  of  which 

The  flowery  ground  is  conscious.     But  no  wind 

Sweeps  now  along  this  elevated  ridge ; 

Not  even  a  zephyr  stirs  ; — tlie  obnoxious  Tree 

Is  mute  ;  and,  in  his  silence,  would  look  down, 

O  lovely  Wanderer  of  the  trackless  hills. 

On  thy  reclining  form  with  more  delight 

Than  his  coevals  in  the  sheltered  vale 

Seem  to  participate,  the  while  they  view 

Their  own  far- stretching  anna  and  leafy  heads 

Vividly  pictured  in  some  glassy  pool. 

That,   for   a    brief  space,    checks    the    hum-is; 
sti-eam  I 

IJU 


THE  TRIAD. 
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THE  TRIAD. 


•w  me  the  noblest  Youth  of  present  time, 

Qse  trembling  fancy  would  to  love  give  birth ; 

It  God  or  Hero,  from  the  Olympian  clime 

aned,  to  seek  a  Consort  upon  earth ; 

,  in  no  donbtfbl  proiqpect,  let  me  see 

ebri^test  star  of  ages  yet  to  be, 

id  I  will  mate  and  match  him  blissfully. 

tin  not  feteh  a  Naiad  from  a  flood 

m  as  herself— (song  lacks  not  mightier  power) 

orkif-crawned  Dryad  from  a  pathless  wood, 

or  Scs-nym^  glistening  from  her  coral  bower ; 

\tn  Mortals  bodied  forth  in  vision  still, 

biU  vith  Mount  Ida's  triple  lustre  fill 

k  duMter  eoTerts  of  a  British  hilL 


"Appetr  J— obey  my  lyre's  command  I 

one^fike  the  Graces,  hand  in  hand ! 

W  j«^  tfaoQ^  not  by  birth  allied, 

MSnIen  in  the  bond  of  love ; 

^  dnU  the  tongue  of  envious  pride 

^^wne  those  interweavings  to  reprove 

I  j%  wiocfa  that  £eur  progeny  of  Jove, 

aned  from  the  tuneful  spheres  that  glide 

'  cttfleai  union,  earth  and  sea  above." 

I  ting  in  vain ; — the  pines  have  hushed  their 

vsTiog: 
P^aiesB  Youth  expectant  at  my  side, 
''BitfaleaB  as  they,  with  unabated  craving 
■ob  to  the  earth,  and  to  the  vacant  air ; 
id,  with  a  wandering  eye  that  seems  to  chide, 
b  of  the  clonda  what  occupants  they  hide : — 
t  vhj  lolicit  more  than  sight  could  bear, 
CMtiog  on  a  moment  all  we  dare ! 
<oke  we  thoee  bright  Beings  one  by  one ; 
1  what  was  boldly  promised,  truly  sliall  be  done. 

Fear  not  a  constraining  measure  I 
iekhng  to  this  gentle  spell, 
da !  from  domes  of  pleasure, 
ram  cottage-sprinkled  dell. 


As  e'er,  on  herbage  covering  earthly  mold. 

Tempted  the  bird  of  Juno  to  unfold 

His  richest  splendour — ^when  his  veering  gait 

And  every  motion  of  his  starry  train 

Seem  governed  by  a  strain 

Of  music,  audible  to  him  alone. 

^0  Lady,  worthy  of  earth's  proudest  throne ! 
Nor  less,  by  excellence  of  nature,  fit 
Beside  an  unambitious  hearth  to  sit 
Domestic  queen,  where  grandeur  is  unknown ; 
What  living  man  could  fear 
The  worst  of  Fortune's  malice,  wert  Thou  near. 
Humbling  that  lily-stem,  thy  sceptre  meek. 
That  its  fair  flowers  may  from  his  cheek 
Brush  the  too  happy  tear  I 

Queen,  and  handmaid  lowly  1 

Whose  skill  can  speed  the  day  with  lively  carea^ 

And  banish  melancholy 

By  all  that  mind  invents  or  hand  prepares ; 

0  Thou,  against  whose  lip,  without  its  smile 

And  in  its  silence  even,  no  heart  is  proof; 

Whose  goodness,  sinking  deep,  would  reconcile 

The  softest  Nursling  of  a  gorgeous  palace 

To  the  bare  life  beneath  the  hawthorn-roof 

Of  Sherwood's  Archer,  or  in  caves  of  Wallace— 

Who  that  hath  seen  thy  beauty  could  content 

His  soul  with  but  a  rjlimpse  of  heavenly  day  t 

Who  that  hath  loved  thee,  but  woidd  lay 

His  strong  hand  on  the  wind,  if  it  were  bent 

To  take  thee  in  thy  majesty  away  I 

— Pass  onward  (even  the  glancing  deer 

Till  we  depart  intrude  not  here  ;) 

That  mossy  slope,  o'er  which  the  woodbine  throws 

A  canopy,  is  smoothed  for  tliy  repose  !  " 

Glad  moment  is  it  when  the  throng 

Of  warblers  in  full  concert  strong 

Strive,  and  not  vainly  strive,  to  rout 

The  higging  shower,  and  force  coy  Phoebus  out. 

Met  by  the  rainbow's  form  divine. 

Issuing  from  her  cloudy  shrine ; — 

So  may  the  thrillings  of  the  lyre 

Prevail  to  further  our  desire. 

While  to  these  shades  a  sister  Nymph  I  call. 


e  to  regions  solitary. 

<'  Come,  if  the  notes  thine  ear  may  pierce,              | 

TO  the  eagle  builds  her  aery, 

Come,  youngest  of  the  lovely  Tliree, 

re  the  hermit's  long-forsaken  ceU ! " 

Submissive  to  the  might  of  verse 

»  eomes ! — behold 

And  the  dear  voice  of  harmony. 

Figure,  like  a  ship  with  snow-white  sail ! 

By  none  more  deeply  felt  than  Thee  ! " 

«r  she  draws ;  a  breeze  uplifts  her  veil ; 

—I  sang  ;  and  lo !  from  pastimes  virginal 

1  her  coming  wait 

She  hastens  to  the  tents 

ore  a  sonahine  and  as  soft  agale 

Of  nature,  and  the  lonely  elements. 
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Air  sparkles  round  her  with  a  dazzling  sheen ; 

But  mark  her  glowing  cheek,  her  vesture  green  ! 

And,  as  if  wishful  to  disarm 

Or  to  repay  the  potent  Charm, 

She  bears  the  stringed  lute  ot  old  romance, 

That  cheered  the  trellised  arbour's  privacy, 

And  soothed  war-wearied  knights  in  raftered  hall. 

How  vivid,  yet  how  delicate,  her  glee ! 

So  tripped  the  Muse,  inventress  of  the  dance ; 

So,  truant  in  waste  woods,  the  blithe  Euphrosyne  ! 

But  the  ringlets  of  that  head 

Why  are  they  ungarlanded ! 

Why  bedeck  her  temples  less 

Than  the  simplest  shepherdess  t 

Is  it  not  a  brow  inviting 

Choicest  flowers  that  ever  breathed. 

Which  the  myrtle  would  delight  in 

With  Idalian  rose  enwreathed ! 

But  her  hiunility  is  well  content 

With  one  wild  floweret  (call  it  not  forlorn) 

Flower  op  the  winds,  beneath  her  bosom  worn — 

Yet  more  for  love  than  ornament. 

Open,  ye  thickets  !  let  her  i!y. 

Swift  as  a  Thracian  Nymph  o'er  field  and  height  I 

For  She,  to  all  but  those  who  love  her,  shy, 

Would  gladly  vanish  from  a  Stranger's  sight ; 

Tliough  where  she  is  beloved  and  loves, 

Light  as  tlie  wheeling  biitterHy  she  moves ; 

Her  happy  spirit  as  a  bird  is  free, 

That  rifles  blossoms  on  a  tree, 

Turning  them  inside  out  with  arch  audacity. 

Alas  I  how  little  can  a  moment  show 

Of  an  eye  where  feeling  plays 

In  ten  thousand  dewy  rays  ; 

A  face  o'er  which  a  thousand  aliadows  go  ! 

— She  stops — is  fastened  to  that  rivulet's  side  ; 

And  there  (while,  with  sedater  mien, 

O'er  timid  waters  tliat  have  scarcely  left 

Their  birth-place  in  the  rocky  cleft 

She  bends)  at  leisure  may  be  seen 

Features  to  old  ideal  grace  allied, 

Amid  their  smiles  and  dimples  dignified — 

Fit  countenance  for  the  soul  of  primal  truth  ; 

The  bland  composure  of  eternal  youth  ! 

WHiat  more  changeful  than  tlie  sea  I 

But  over  his  great  tides 

Fidelity  presides  ; 

And  this  light-hearted  Maiden  constant  is  as  he. 

High  is  her  aim  as  heaven  above, 

And  wide  as  ether  her  good-will ; 

And,  hke  the  lowly  recti,  her  love 

Can  drink  its  nurture  from  the  scantiest  rill : 


r 


Insight  a0  keen  as  frosty  atar 

Is  to  her  charity  no  bar. 

Nor  interrupts  her  frolic  graces 

When  she  is,  far  from  these  wild  places, 

Elncircled  by  familiar  faces. 

O  the  charm  that  manners  draw^ 

Nature,  from  thy  genuine  law  ! 

If  from  what  her  hand  would  do. 

Her  voice  would  utter,  aught  ensue 

Untoward  or  unfit ; 

She,  in  benign  affections  pure. 

In  self-forgetfulness  secure. 

Sheds  round   the  tnmsient  harm  or  vague  mb 

chance 
A  light  unknown  to  tutored  elegance  : 
Her's  is  not  a  cheek  shame-stricken. 
But  her  blushes  are  joy-flushes  ; 
And  the  fault  (if  fault  it  be) 
Only  ministers  to  quicken 
Laughter-loving  gaiety. 
And  kindle  sportive  wit — 
Leaving  this  Daughter  of  the  mountains  free 
As  if  she  knew  that  Oberon  king  of  Faery 
Had  crossed  her  purpose  with  some  quaint  vigar 
And  heard  his  viewless  bands 
Over  their  mirtliful  triumph  clapping  hands. 

**  Last  of  the  Three,  though  eldest  bom, 
Reveal  thyself,  like  pensive  Morn 
Touched  by  the  skylark's  earliest  note. 
Ere  humbler  gladness  be  afloat, 
Bnt  whether  in  the  semblance  drest 
Of  Dawn — or  Eve,  fair  vision  of  the  west. 
Come  with  each  anxious  hope  subdued 
By  woman's  gentle  fortitude, 
Each  grief,  through  meekness,  settling  into  rest 
— Or  I  would  hail  thee  when  some  high-uroug 

page 
Of  a  closed  volume  lingering  in  tliy  hand 
lias  raised  thy  spirit  to  a  peaceful  stand 
Among  the  glories  of  a  happier  age." 

Her  brow  hath  opened  on  me — see  it  there. 

Brightening  the  umbi*age  of  her  hair  ; 

So  gleams  the  crescent  moon,  that  loves 

To  be  descried  through  shady  groves. 

Tenderest  bloom  is  on  her  cheek  ; 

Wish  not  for  a  richer  streak  ; 

Nor  dread  the  depth  of  meditative  eye  ; 

Bnt  let  thy  love,  upon  that  azure  field 

Of  thoughtfulness  and  beauty,  rield 

Its  homage  offered  up  in  purity. 

What  would'st  thou  more  I  In  sunny  glade, 

Or  uTidor  leaves  of  thickest  shade. 
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'iB  SQch  a  sdUiieas  e'er  diffused 

Dce  earth  grew  calm  while  angels  mused ! 

iftiy  she  treads,  as  if  her  foot  were  loth 

)  oruah  the  mountain  dew-drops — soon  to  melt 

a  the  flower's  breast ;  as  if  she  felt 

iat  flowers  themselTes,  whate'er  their  hue, 

Itfa  all  their  fragrance,  all  their  glistening, 

iD  to  the  heart  for  inward  listening — 

od  thou^  for  bridal  wreaths  and  tokens  true 

^eleomed  wisely ;  though  a  growth 

liidi  the  careless  shepherd  sleeps  on, 

I  fitly  spring  from  turf  the  mourner  weeps  on — 

jii  vithoat  wrong  are  cropped  the  marble  tomb 

to  strew. 
te  Chaim  is  over ;  the  mute  Phantoms  gone, 
{or  liQ  letnm — ^but  droop  not,  favoured  Youth ; 
^tpparition  that  before  thee  shone 
jbeyed  a  sommons  covetous  of  truth. 
From  these  wild  rocks  thy  footsteps  I  will  guide 
lobowen  in  which  thy  fortune  may  be  tried, 
And  COB  of  the  bright  Three  become  thy  happy 
Bride; 

1888. 


XLL 

THE  WISHING-GATE. 

btttnleof  Qnonere.  by  the  side  of  the  old  highway  lead- 
^  to  Aml>le«ide,  is  a  gate,  which,  time  out  of  mind, 
^  Wa  oalled  the  Wishlnggate.  from  a  belief  that 
*^ite  funned  or  indulged  there  have  a  favourable 


Hon  nles  a  Und  for  ever  green  : 
^powen  that  serve  the  bright-eyed  Queen 

Are  confident  and  gay  ; 
Qonds  at  her  bidding  disappear  ; 
?oiata  she  to  aught  1 — the  bliss  draws  near. 

And  Fancy  smooths  the  way. 

ot  such  the  land  of  Wishes— Uiere 

veD  fruitless  day-dreams,  lawless  prayer. 

And  thoughts  with  things  at  strife ; 
*t  how  forlorn,  should  ye  depart 
i  superstitions  of  the  Iicart, 

How  poor,  were  human  life  ! 

hen  magic  lore  abjured  its  might, 
f  did  not  forfeit  one  dear  right, 

One  tender  claim  abate ; 
itness  this  symbol  of  your  sway, 
rviving  near  the  public  way. 

The  rustic  W^ishing-gate ! 


Inquire  not  if  the  faery  race 
Shed  kindly  influence  on  the  place. 

Ere  northward  they  retired  ; 
If  here  a  warrior  left  a  spell, 
Panting  for  glory  as  he  fell  ; 

Or  here  a  saint  expired. 

Enough  that  all  around  is  fair. 
Composed  with  Nature*8  finest  care. 

And  in  her  fondest  love — 
Peace  to  embosom  and  content — 
To  overawe  the  turbulent. 

The  selfish  to  reprove. 

Yea  I  even  the  Stranger  from  afar. 
Reclining  on  this  moss-grown  bar. 

Unknowing,  and  unknown. 
The  infection  of  the  ground  partakes, 
Longing  for  his  Belov'd — who  makes 

All  happiness  her  own. 

Then  why  should  conscious  Spirits  fear 
The  mystic  stirrings  that  are  here. 

The  ancient  faith  disclaim  I 
The  local  Genius  ne'er  befriends 
Desires  whose  course  in  folly  ends. 

Whose  just  reward  is  shame. 

Smile  if  thou  wilt,  but  not  in  scorn. 
If  some,  by  ceaseless  pains  outworn. 

Here  crave  an  easier  lot ; 
If  some  have  thirsted  to  renew 
A  broken  vow,  or  bind  a  true. 

With  firmer,  holier  knot 

And  not  in  vain,  when  thoughts  are  cast 
Upon  the  irrevocable  past. 

Some  Penitent  sincere 
May  for  a  worthier  future  sigh. 
While  trickles  from  his  downcast  eye 

No  unavuling  tear. 

The  Worldling,  pining  to  be  freed 
From  turmoil,  who  would  turn  or  speed 

The  current  of  his  fate. 
Might  stop  before  this  favoured  scene. 
At  Nature's  call,  nor  blush  to  lean 

Upon  the  Wishing-gate. 

The  Sage,  who  feels  how  blind,  how  weak 
Is  man,  though  loth  such  help  to  seek, 

Yet,  pasaang,  here  might  pause. 
And  thirst  for  insight  to  allay 
Misgiving,  while  tlie  crimson  day 

In  quietness  withdraws ; 
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Or  when  the  drarcb-dock's  kndl  pNfemid 
To  Time^  fint  step  across  the  bound 

Of  midiii^  mikss  reply; 
^Rme  ptvesing  on  witibi  stsnrj  cres^ 
To  filisl  deep  upon  the  bresst 

Of  drosd  otsRii^* 


XLn. 

THE  WISHING-OATE   DESTROYED. 

*Tis  gone    with  dd  bdief  and  dream 
Tliat  roond  U  dang,  and  tempting  sdienie 

Bdeaaed  firam  fear  and  doabt ; 
And  the  bri^t  kndsci^  too  must  lie^ 
By  this  Uank  wall,  fixim  erery  ejre, 

Bdentlead J  dmt  oat 

Bear  witnees  ye  who  sddom  passed 
That  opemng — ^bat  a  look  ye  oast 

Upon  the  lake  bdow. 
What  Bpfant-stixring  power  U  gained 
From  fiiith  whidi  here  was  entertabed^ 

Thoogfa  reason  mig^  say  no. 

Blest  is  that  groand,  where,  o'er  the  springs 
Of  history.  Glory  claps  her  wings. 

Fame  sheds  the  exulting  tear  ; 
Yet  earth  is  wide,  and  many  a  nook 
Unheard  of  is,  like  this,  a  book 

For  modest  meanings  dear. 

It  was  in  sooth  a  happy  thought 
That  grafted,  on  so  fair  a  spot, 

So  confident  a  token 
Of  coming  good  ; — ^the  charm  is  fled ; 
Indulgent  centuries  spun  a  thread. 

Which  one  harsh  day  has  broken. 

Alas  I  for  him  who  gave  the  word  ; 
Could  he  no  sympathy  afford. 

Derived  from  earth  or  heaven. 
To  hearts  so  oft  by  hope  betrayed ; 
Their  very  wishes  wanted  aid 

Which  here  was  fredy  given  I 

Where,  for  the  love-lorn  maiden's  wound. 
Will  now  so  readily  be  found 

A  balm  of  expectation ! 
Anxious  for  far-off  children,  where 
Shall  mothers  breathe  a  like  sweet  air 

Of  home-fdt  consolation  I 


And  not  anfelt  will  prove  Ae  loss 
Ifid  trivial  eare  and  petlj  ormb 

And  each  day^  dialkHr  grief; 
Thoag^  the  most  easQyb^gidlsd 
Were  oft  among  flie  first  that  ■nOed 

At  their  own  fond  beliet 

If  still  the  reddesB  ehaage  we  moDEB^ 
A  reooodling  thought  may  torn 

To  harm  that  might  hnk  hsn^ 
Ere  jodgment  prompted  ftvni  wUUd 
Fit  aims,  with  eoonge  to  begin, 

And  strengtt,  to  penevetreu 

Not  Fortane^  dave  is  Man :  our  stale 
Enjdns,  wlule  firm  resdves  await 

On  widies  jost  and  wise, 
That  strennoos  actioa  foOow  botliy 
And  life  be  one  perpetnd  growth 

Of  heaven-ward  enterprise* 

So  taughty  eo  trdned,  we  boldly  &ea 
An  aoddents  of  time  and  ph^e; 

Whatever  props  may  fidl. 
Trust  in  that  sovereign  law  ean  spaead 
New  g^ory  o'er  the  moontainls  head. 

Fresh  beanty  throi^  tiie  vale. 

That  truth  informing  nund  and  heart. 
The  simplest  cottager  may  part, 

Ungrieved,  with  diarm  and  spell ; 
And  yet,  lost  Wishing-gate,  to  thee 
The  voice  of  grateful  memory 

Shall  bid  a  kind  farewell ! 

See  Note  at  the  end  of  the  VoIoiim. 


XLIII. 

THE  PRIMROSE  OF   THE    ROCK. 

A  Rock  there  is  whose  homely  front 

The  passing  traveller  slights  ; 
Yet  there  the  glow-worms  hang  thdr  lam; 

Like  stars,  at  various  heights  ; 
And  one  coy  Primrose  to  that  Rock 

The  vernal  breeze  invites. 

What  hideous  warfare  hath  been  waged. 

What  kingdoms  overthrown. 
Since  first  I  spied  that  Primrose-tuft 

And  marked  it  for  my  own  ; 
A  lasting  link  in  Nature's  chain 

From  highest  heaven  let  down ! 
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ibe  flowers,  still  faithiul  to  the  stemsy 

Their  feDowship  renew ; 
[be  Items  are  faithful  to  the  root, 

Thai  worketh  out  of  view ;         * 
isd  to  the  rock  the  root  adheres 

Inerery  fibre  tme. 

CloK  dings  to  earth  the  living  rock, 
ThoQgh  threatening  still  to  lall ; 

The  earth  is  constant  to  her  sphere : 
And  God  upholds  them  all : 

So  blooms  this  lonely  Plant,  nor  dreads 
Her  taawl  funeraL 


Here  dosed  the  meditative  strain ; 

Bot  sir  breathed  soft  that  day, 
Hie  hoary  moantain-hdghts  were  cheered. 

The  mmy  vale  looked  gay ; 
Andtotiie  Primrose  of  the  Rock 

I  giTs  ^  after-Uy. 

I  auif — Let  myriads  of  bright  flowers, 

like  Thee,  m  field  and  grove 
Benve  aneoried ; — mistier  far, 

lltt  tremblings  that  reprove 
Ov  terns]  tendencies  to  hope. 

Is  God's  redeeming  love ; 

^Mt  loTe  which  changed — for  wan  disease. 

For  sorrow  that  had  bent 
O'erbopelesB  dnst,  for  withered  age — 

Hidr  monJ  element, 
Aod  toned  the  thistles  of  a  curse 

To  types  beneficent. 

Sin-Uigfated  though  we  are,  we  too, 

^  resBoning  Sons  of  Men, 
^na  one  obhvioos  winter  called 

SaQ  rise,  and  breathe  again ; 
ind  in  eternal  summer  lose 
Oar  tfareesoore  years  and  ten. 

t  bnmUeneas  of  heart  descends 

Hub  prescience  from  on  high, 

e  fiudi  that  elevates  the  just. 

Before  and  when  they  die ; 

1  makes  each  soul  a  separate  heaven, 

L  court  for  Deity. 
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PBBSBiaiMENTS !  they  judge  uot  right 
Who  deem  that  ye  from  open  light 

Retire  in  fear  of  shame ; 
All  heaven-bom  Instincts  shun  the  touch 
Of  vulgar  sense, — and,  being  such. 

Such  privilege  ye  chum. 

The  tear  whose  source  I  could  not  guess, 
The  deep  sigh  that  seemed  fatherless. 

Were  mine  in  early  days; 
And  now,  unforced  by  time  to  part 
With  fancy,  I  obey  my  heart. 

And  venture  on  your  praise. 

What  though  some  busy  foes  to  good. 
Too  potent  over  nerve  and  blood. 

Lurk  near  you — and  combine 
To  tiunt  the  health  which  ye  infuse ; 
This  hides  not  from  the  moral  Muse 

Your  origin  divine. 

How  oft  from  you,  derided  Powers  ! 
Comes  Faith  that  in  auspicious  hours 

Builds  castles,  not  of  air : 
Bodings  unsanctioned  by  tlie  will 
Flow  from  your  visionary  skill. 

And  teach  us  to  beware. 

The  bosom-weight,  your  stubborn  gift. 
That  no  philosophy  can  lift. 

Shall  Tanish,  if  ye  please. 
Like  morning  mist :  and,  where  it  lay. 
The  spirits  at  your  bidding  play 

In  gaiety  and  ease. 

Star-guided  contemplations  move 

Through  space,  though  calm,  not  raised  above 

Prognostics  that  ye  rule; 
The  naked  Indian  of  the  wild, 
And  haply,  too,  the  cradled  Child, 

Are  pupils  of  your  school 

But  who  can  fathom  your  intents. 
Number  their  signs  or  instruments ! 

A  rainbow,  a  sunbeam, 
A  subtle  smell  that  Spring  unbinds. 
Dead  pause  abrupt  of  midnight  winds. 

An  echo,  or  a  dreaoL 
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Hie  UugliUF  of  the  CbriBUiiM  heitrlh 
With  i.l(;)iB  of  Btir-o>.liaii^lo(l  mirUi 

And  daily,  iu  [lit:  t^onsciows  bmsC, 


ADdei 


Wlien  tome  grekt  cban^  given  Irauudleu  m 
I   To  an  exoltinft  Nation's  h<ipe, 
I        Oft,  startled  and  made  wise 
I    By  your  loiv-tirejitlied  intfq-relinEi', 

Tlie  Eiinplv-ni>:^<l.  furctiisu-  the  apriiiga 
Of  tntter  eontiaiies. 

Yc  dannt  the  proud  amy  of  war, 
T"ervBdu  llit  lontiv  OiK«n  far 

As  Bail  lialhbeen  unftirled; 
for  dance™  in  the  frntive  hall 
What  j;liast1y  partnen  lintli  your  call 

Fetched  frum  the  ahadowy  world. 

'Til  aaid,  that  wamingB  ye  diapenae. 
Emboldened  by  a  lip^nt^r  irCiW- 

That  men  hare  livod  fur  whom, 
With  dread  precision,  ye  made  deiT 
I'be  botir  tlmt  in  a  dJEtant  year 

Shoold  kndl  them  to  the  tomb. 

Uowelcome  inrigfat  I    Yet  there  are 
Blert  times  when  mystery  is  hud  bare, 

Truth  shows  a  eiorious  fiwo, 
Wiiila  on  that  isthmus  wlilr.U  coinmanchi 
The  couiicils  of  liolJi  worlds,  sIig  standB, 

Sago  Spirita  I  by  your  grace. 

God,  who  Instmeta  the  brutes  to  scent 
All  c1iaii);eE  of  IliE  Dicmcnl, 
Whose  wisdnni  fixed  the  wale 


:  The  fonn  and  rich  habilimei 

!  When  it  revfale,  in  evening 
j  Feature*  half  lost  amid  tlidi 
I  Piuaed  like  a  weaty  cloud,  ii 
I  Ha  hung,— then  fluatt'd  wit! 
!  (Softeninc  llml  brit;ht  effulg 
Till  he  had  reached  a  1011101 
Where  oft  the  Tenturoos  b 

tide  breeze.  . 
Upon  the  Bpei  of  tljt  lofty 
Alighted,  there  the  Strange 
~  ■  aa  a  goi^eone  Fabric  1 
Suddenly  raised  by  some  ei 
Where  nothing  was ;  and  1 
Of  Britain's  realm,  whose  I 
WaTea  high,  embellished  b; 


Beneath  the  shadow  of  bis 

Rested  a  goldi^n  harp ; — Ik 
l,afierpreliid.>ofimea- 


»  No  wintry  deao 
Scorching  blight  or  naiioii 
Affect  my  natiie  haljiULlio: 
Buried  in  glnrj'  far  l>tyiin 
nan's  ioi|uirinKgHie,li 
Imaged,  though  fiuiilly  in 
Profound  of  nighl's  ethere 
And  in  tlie  aspect  of  each 

Diraio  liSL.d,  W)[ll(?  WBlldrri 

But  wnnderLng  sL.r  and  H: 
UlfnJ(..d  in  aLsoluto  sereni 
.\nd  free  from  seinblance 
Freeh  as  if  Evpnin;  hnjug 
Ifcr  durkne^  splenduur  g 
To  testify  of  Love  and  Gr; 


VEllNAL  ODE. 


llRMEATH  the  concave  of  an  April  *ky, 
Wlien  all  the  fields  with  freshest  green  we 
Appeared,  in  presence  of  the  spirilual  eve 
That  nids  or  supersedes  our  grosser  raglit 


Whatif  those  bright  fires 
J^hine  subject  to  decay. 
Sons  Imply  of  cxtinguisliei 
Themselves  to  lose  their  I 
Like  clouds  before  tlio  wii 
Itethanks  poured  out  to  i 
Xightly,  on  human  kind 
That  vision  of  endurance  i 


I   llcspoiid  with  Mnipnltiei 
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Imo^  an  ihMi  feeds  on  nether  air, 

lowe'er  magnifieent  or  hbr, 

\nm  but  to  peziahy  and  entrast 

ti  rains  to  tiieir  kindred  dust; 

'ct,by  ihib  Afani^i^s  erer^Liiring  care, 

ler  proereant  vigils  Natore  keeps 

Linid  the  unfotbomable  deeps ; 

ini  mm  the  peopled  fields  of  earth 

VoB  dread  of  emptineas  or  dearth. 

^m,  IB  their  stfttioosy  lifting  tow'rd  the  sky 

nie  ioGaged  bead  in  dond-like  nutjesty, 

Rttihadoir-casting  race  of  trees  survive : 

ttaiyin  the  train  of  Spring,  arrive 

hmt  flowers ; — wfast  Kving  eje  hath  viewed 

rhor  n jriads  t— endlesal 7  renewed, 

ViMfeTcr  strikes  the  son's  glad  ray ; 

Vker^er the  sobtle  waters  stray; 

Vkoercr  qwrtive  breesea  bend 

AireoDBe^  or  genial  showers  descend ! 

Mfltdi^  rejoice  I  the  very  Angels  quit 

lUr  iMiwions  onsosceptible  of  change, 

AaidyBBr  pleasant  bowers  to  sit. 

Aid  tbon^  your  sweet  vidsntodes  to  range  I" 


IV. 


OfMned  at  happy  distance  from  the  cares 

WfttOMazioas  world,  mild  pastoral  Mnse  I 

IHtotbeqiariding  crown  Urania  wears, 

^toiler  aster  Clio's  lamel  wreath, 

^^*^it  a  garland  called  from  purple  heath, 

)r  UooBung  thicket  moist  with  morning  dews ; 

Vm  neh  bri^t  Spectacle  vouchsafed  to  me ! 

^  ni  it  granted  to  the  simple  ear 

^  ^  eootented  Votary 

■diaefedytohear! 

^  mfacr  soitB  it,  side  by  side  with  tliee, 

^npped  in  a  fit  of  pleasing  indolence, 

"Ui  thy  tired  Inte  hangs  on  the  hawthom-trcc, 

>  fie  and  £sten — till  o'er-drowsed  sense 

iby  hardly  conscious  of  the  influence — 

the  soft  mmrmur  of  the  vagrant  Bee. 

I  akadcr  sound !  yet  hoary  Time 

h  to  die  Sonl  exalt  it  with  the  chime 

ill  his  years ; — a  company 

ges  earning,  ages  goiM ; 

tions  from  before  them  sweeping, 

ions  in  destruction  steeping,) 

every  awful  note  in  unison 

!i  that  faint  utterance,  which  tells 

ncasore  sucked  frtmi  buds  and  bells, 

the  pure  keeping  of  those  waxen  cells ; 

ire  Sbe — a  statist  prudent  to  confer 

n  the  common  weal ;  a  warrior  bold, 

ant  an  over  with  unbumished  gold. 


And  armed  with  living  spear  for  mortal  fight ; 

A  cunning  forager 
That  spreads  no  waste ;  a  sodal  builder ;  one 
In  whom  all  busy  o£Bces  unite 
With  an  fine  functions  that  afford  delight — 
Safe  through  the  winter  storm  in  quiet  dwells  I 


V. 


And  is  She  brou^t  within  the  power 
Of  vision ! — o'er  this  tempting  flower    . 
Hovering  until  the  petals  stay 
Her  flight,  and  take  its  voice  away ! — 
Observe  each  wing ! — a  tiny  van  I 
The  structure  of  her  laden  thigh. 
How  fragile !  yet  of  ancestry 
Mysteriously  remote  and  high ; 
High  as  the  imperial  front  of  man ; 
The  roseate  bloom  on  woman's  cheek ; 
The  soaring  eagle's  curved  beak ; 
Tlie  white  plumes  of  the  floating  swan ; 
Old  as  the  tiger's  paw,  the  lion's  mane 
Ere  shaken  by  that  mood  of  stem  disdain 
At  which  the  desert  trembles. — Humming  Bee ! 
Thy  sting  was  needless  then,  perchance  unknown, 
The  seeds  of  malice  were  not  sown ; 
^Vll  creatures  met  in  peace,  frtmi  fierceness  fir«. 
And  no  pride  blended  with  their  dignity. 
— ^Tears  had  not  broken  from  their  source ; 
Nor  Anguish  strayed  from  her  Tartarean  den ; 
The  golden  years  maintained  a  course 
Not  undivernfied  though  smooth  and  even  ; 
We  were  not  mocked  with  glimpse  and  shadow  then. 
Bright  Seraphs  mixed  familiarly  witli  men ; 
And  earth  and  stars  composed  a  universal  heaven ! 

IRI7. 
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*  Not  to  the  earth  confined. 
Afcend  to  heaven.* 

WuERE  wiU  they  stop,  those  breathing  Powers, 

The  Spirits  of  the  new-bom  flowers  t 

They  wander  with  the  breeze,  they  wind 

Where'er  the  streams  a  passage  find  ; 

Up  from  their  native  ground  they  rise 

In  mute  aerial  harmonies  ; 

From  humble  violet — ^modest  thyme — 

Exhaled,  tlie  essential  odours  dimb. 

As  if  no  space  below  the  sky 

Their  subtle  flight  could  satisfy  : 

Heaven  wiU  not  tax  our  thoughts  with  pride 

If  like  ambition  be  their  guide. 

K 
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l^^otned  1^  tiiSs  IdndSeBt  of  May-ahowen^ 
The  epirii'^piiokeiier  of  the  flower% 
That  with  mokt  Tirtiie  aoftty  deavoB 
The  bndsy  and  frediena  the  yonmg  kafei^ 
The  Mrds  pour  forth  tiieir  souls  in  notoe 
Of  nptnre  from  a  tiioviaind  Aroats — 
Here  cheeked  bj  too  impetaoiis  hasten 
While  there  the  mosle  mis  to  wsste^ 
"^tfa  bounty  mora  and  mora  enlaiged, 
Till  the  whde  air  b  oTerdnxged ; 
Give  ear,  0  Man !  to  their  i^peal 
And  tidnfc  for  no  inferior  asaly 
Thon,  who  canst  Utal^  aa  weD  as  feel 

Mount  from  the  earth ;  aqifael  aspire! 
So  pleads  the  town's  cattedrsl  qoire^ 
In  stndns  that  from  thdr  solemn  heif^ 
Sink,  to  attain  a  kftier  flight ; 
While  inoense  from  the  sltsr  brea&es 
Eieh  fragnmee  in  embodied  wreaAs ; 
Or,  flmig  from  swinging  censer,  shrouds 
The  tsper-li^tSt  and  coris  in  ckmds 
Aroond  angdie  Formn^  the  still 
Creation  of  the  pabter's  skOl, 
That  on  the  senrioe  wait  concealed 
One  moment,  and  the  next  ravealed 
— Osst  off  joor  bonds,  awake,  arise, 
And  for  no  transient  ecstasies  ! 
What  else  can  mean  the  yisoal  pica 
Of  still  or  moving  imagery — 
The  iterated  summons  loud, 
Not  wasted  on  tlie  attendant  crowd, 
Nor  wholly  lost  upon  the  throng 
Hurrying  tlie  busy  streets  along  t 

Alas !  the  sanctities  combined 
By  art  to  unsensuolise  the  mind. 
Decay  and  languish  ;  or,  as  ci'eeds 
And  humours  change,  ai*e  spumed  like  weeds  : 
Tlie  priests  are  from  tlicir  altars  thrust ; 
Temples  aro  levelled  wiUi  tlie  dust ; 
And  solemn  rites  and  awful  forms 
Founder  amid  fanatic  storms. 
Yet  evermore,  tlirough  years  renewed 
In  undisturbed  vicissitude 
Of  seasous  balancing  their  flight 
On  tlio  swift  ^-ings  of  day  and  night, 
Kind  Nature  keeps  a  heavenly  door 
Wide  open  for  tlic  scattered  Poor. 
Where  flower-breatlied  incense  to  tlic  skies 
Is  Hiifted  in  mute  harmonies  ; 
And  ground  fresli-cloven  by  tlio  plough 
Is  fragrant  with  a  humbler  vow  ; 


Whera  bhds  and  broolai  from  kaiy  deOs 
Chime  forth  miwearied  eantidee^ 
And  Taponrs  magidiy  and  sprisad 
The  g^ny  of  tiie  sim*b  hr^t  bead — 
Stni  oonstant  hi  her  wotiUp,  SOI 
Conforming  to  the  eternal  WQI, 
Whether  men  sow  or  reap  the  flflldi^ 
Divine  moidtiQii  Nature  yield% 
That  not  by  bread  alone  we  Vtf% 
Or  wliat  a  hand  of  fledi  can  give ; 
That  evefy  day  slionld  leave  some  part 
FVee  for  a  sabbath  of  the  heart : 
So  Shan  the  seventh  be  tndy  Uesl^ 
From  mom  to  eve,  nifli  ludlowed  resL 


ZLTXL 

THE  CUCKOO-CLOClu 

WovLDR  thoa  be  taught,  wImo  deep  baa  tab 

flight, 
By  a  sure  voice  that  can  most  sweetly  tcil. 
How  ftr-off  yet  a  g^pse  dmaadng  ^gbt. 
And  if  tolnre  the  tmant  back  be  well, 
Forbear  to  covet  a  Repeater's  stroke^ 
Tliat,  answering  to  thy  touch,  will  sound  the  boa 
Better  provide  thee  witli  a  Cuckoo-clock 
For  service  hung  behind  thy  chamber-door ; 
And  in  due  time  the  soft  si>ontaneon8  shock. 
The  double  note,  as  if  with  living  power, 
Will  to  composure  lead— or  make  thee  b&tbe 

bird  in  bower. 

List,  Cuckoo — Cuckoo  ! — oft  tho'  tempests  how^ 
Or  nipping  frost  remind  thee  trees  are  bare^ 
How  cattle  pine,  and  droop  tho  shivering  fowl. 
Thy  spirits  will  seem  to  feed  on  balmy  air : 
I  speak  witli  knowledge, — ^by  that  Voice  begnSet 
Tliou  wilt  salute  old  memories  as  they  throng 
Into  tliy  heart ;  and  fancies,  running  wild 
Through  fresh  green  fields,  and  budding  gror 

among. 
Will  make  thee  happy,  happy  as  a  child  ; 
Of  sunsliinc  wilt  tliou  tliink,  and  flowers,  and  soi 
And  breathe  as  in  a  world  where  nothing  can 

wrong. 

And  know — ^that,  even  for  him  who  shuns  the  d 
And  nightly  tosses  on  a  bed  of  pain  ; 
Whose  jo}-s,  from  all  but  memory  swept  away. 
Must  come  unhoped  for,  if  they  como  again  ; 
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-tbaty  for  him  whose  wakingthonghts,  severe 
tistress  is  sharp,  would  scorn  my  theme. 
Die  notes^  striking  upon  his  ear 
^  and  intermingling  with  his  dream, 
•om  sad  regions  send  him  to  a  dear 
id  land  of  verdure,  shower  and  gleam, 
w  the  wandering  Voice  beade  some  haunted 
tream. 

J  without  measure  !  while  the  gra^ 
vcn  doth  in  sudi  wise,  from  humblest 
pringa, 

sasnre  forth,  and  solaoes  that  trace 
course  along  familiar  things, 
ij  our  hearts  have  fiiith  that  blessings  come, 
Qg  finom  founts  above  the  starry  sky, 
gels  when  their  own  untroubled  home 
kve,  and  speed  on  nightly  embassy 
earthly  diambers^ — and  for  whom  I 
h  for  souls  who  God's  forbearance  try, 
le  that  seek  his  help,  and  for  his  mercy  sigh. 


ZLVIII. 


TO  THE  CLOUDS. 


'  douds !  ye  winged  Host  in  troops 

ig  from  behind  the  motionless  brow 

aU  rock,  as  from  a  hidden  world, 

or  with  such  eagerness  of  speed  f 

^  ye,  or  what  shun  ye?  of  tlie  gale 

lODS,  fear  ye  to  be  left  behind, 

g  o'te  your  blue  etliereal  field 

ye  with  each  other!  of  tlie  sea 

,  thus  post  ye  over  vale  and  height 

opon  your  mother's  lap — and  rest! 

ye  rightlicr  hailed,  when  first  mine  eyes 

in  your  impetuous  march  the  likeness 

le  anny  pressing  on  to  meet 

lake  some  unknown  enemy  ? — 

r  anooth  motions  suit  a  peaceful  aim ; 

My,  not  less  aptly  pleased,  compares 

nadrons  to  an  endless  flight  of  birds 

ipon  due  migration  bound 

!r  <£me8 ;  or  rather  do  ye  urge 

VI  your  hasty  pilgrimage 

B  at  last  on  more  aspiring  heights 

ese,  and  utter  your  devotion  tiiere 

imderous  voice!  Or  are  ye  jubilant, 

aU  ye,  tracking  your  proud  lord  the  Sun, 

mt  at  his  setting ;  or  the  pomp 

an  mornings  would  ye  fill,  and  stand 


Poising  your  splendours  liigh  above  the  heads 
Of  worshippers  kneeling  to  their  up-risen  God  t 
Whence,  whence,  ye  Clouds!   tliis  eagerness  of 

speed! 
Speak,  silent  creatures. — They  are  gone,  are  fled. 
Buried  together  in  yon  gloomy  mass 
That  loads  the  middle  heaven ;  and  clear  and  bright 
And  vacant  doth  the  region  which  they  thronged 
Appear ;  a  cafan  descent  of  sky  conducting 
Down  to  the  unapproachable  abyss, 
Down  to  that  hidden  gulf  from  wliich  they  rose 
To  vanish — ^fleet  as  days  and  months  and  years. 
Fleet  as  the  generations  of  mankind, 
Power,  glory,  empire,  as  the  world  itself, 
The  lingering  world,  when  time  hath  ceased  to  be. 
But  the  winds  roar,  shaking  the  rooted  trees. 
And  see  I  a  bright  precursor  to  a  train 
Perchance  as  numerous,  overpeers  the  rock 
That  sullenly  refuses  to  partake 
Of  the  wild  impulse.    From  a  fount  of  life 
In  viable,  the  long  procession  moves 
Luminous  or  gloomy,  welcome  to  the  vale 
Which  they  are  entering,  welcome  to  mine  eye 
That  sees  them,  to  my  soul  that  owns  in  tlieni. 
And  in  the  bosom  of  the  firmament 
0*er  wliich  they  move,  wherein  they  are  contained, 
A  type  of  her  capacious  self  and  all 
Her  restless  progeny. 

A  humble  walk 
Here  is  my  body  doomed  to  tread,  tliis  path, 
A  little  hoary  line  and  faintly  traced, 
Work,  shall  we  call  it,  of  the  shepherd's  foot 
Or  of  his  liock  ? — ^joint  vestige  of  them  both. 
I  pace  it  unrcpining,  for  my  thoughts 
Admit  no  bondage  and  my  words  have  wings. 
Where  is  the  Orphean  lyre,  or  Druid  hai'p, 
To  accompany  the  vei-se  ?    The  mountain  blast 
Shall  be  our  hand  of  music ;  he  sliall  sweep 
Tlie  rocks,  and  quivering  trees,  and  billowy  lake. 
And  search  the  fibres  of  the  caves,  and  Uiey 
Shall  tuiswer,  for  our  song  is  of  tlic  Clouds 
And  the  wind  loves  tlicm ;  and  tlic  gentle  gales — 
Which  by  their  aid  re-clothe  the  naked  lawn 
With  annual  verdure,  and  revive  the  woods. 
And  moisten  the  parched  lips  of  thirsty  flowers — 
Love  them ;  and  every  idle  breeze  of  air 
Bends  to  the  favourite  burtlien.     Moon  and  stars 
Keep  their  most  solemn  vigils  when  the  Clouils 
Watch  also,  shifting  peaceably  their  place 
Like  bands  of  ministering  Spirits,  or  when  they  1!'*, 
As  if  some  Protean  art  the  change  had  wn^ught. 
In  listless  quiet  o*er  the  ethereal  deep 
Scattered,  a  Cycladcs  of  various  sliapcs 
And  all  degrees  of  beauty.    0  ye  Lightnings ! 
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YaaretlMirperikKisofl^Hriiig;  mdtlie 

Sonioe  inexhanstibUi  of  Hfe  md  joy. 

And  <7pe  of  idmi's  fiusdarliiig  rmmm,  fhanian 

In  old  time  wonliipped  18  the  god  of  TWM^ 

A  Uftiii^  intePeetiml  deity— 

Lovw  hb  own  ^oiy  In  tiMlr  loob^  ind  dioiran 

Upon  that  imimlwrtMitbl  farodieiliood 

Yiaioni  with  tU  Init  beiiifie  %hft 

Enridiedr— too  tnurient  woe  tiiflj  not  xoiewed 

FVom  ago  to  age^  and  did  not^  wlifle  wo  gue 

In  flSent  raptazc^  erednloiis  derire 

Noorish  iho  hopo  that  memory  laeka  not  power 

To  keep  the  treaeore  nnimpaired.    Yainfhoii^l 

Yet  why  repine^  created  aa  we  are 

For  Joy  and  xeet,  albeit  to  llndtiiem  only 

Lodged  in  the  boeom  of  eternal  tiiiqget 


xuz. 


8UOOE8TED  BY  A  PICTURE  OF  THE  BIRD 
OF  PARADISE 

Tex  gentleet  Poet^  with  free  tfaoog^te  endowed. 

And  a  tme  master  of  the  glowing  strain. 

Might  scan  the  narrow  province  with  disdain 

That  to  the  Painter's  skill  is  here  allowed. 

This,  tliis  the  Bird  of  Paradise !  disclaim 

The  daring  thought,  forget  the  name ; 

This  the  Son's  Bird,  whom  Glendoveers  might 

own 
As  no  unworthy  Partner  in  their  flight 
Through  seas  of  ether,  where  the  ruffling  sway 
Of  nether  air's  rude  billows  is  unknown ; 
Whom  Sylphs,  if  e'er  for  casual  pastime  they 
Through  India's  spicy  regions  wing  their  way, 
Might  bow  to  as  their  Lord.    What  character, 
0  sovereign  Nature !  I  appeal  to  thee, 
Of  all  thy  feathered  progeny 
Is  so  unearthly,  and  what  shape  so  fairt 
So  richly  decked  in  variegated  down. 
Green,  sable,  shining  yellow,  shadowy  broun. 
Tints  softly  with  each  other  blended. 
Hues  doubtfully  begun  and  ended; 
Or  intershooting,  and  to  sight 
Loet  and  recovered,  aa  the  rays  of  li^t 
Glance  on  the  oonsdooa  plumea  touched  here  and 

there! 
Fun  surely,  when  with  such  proud  gifts  of  life 
Began  the  pencil's  strife^ 
O'erweening  Art  was  caught  as  in  a  snare. 


Ambm  of  leeininii^ 
Ga^re  the  flnt  hnpulw  to  Oa  Foe^  MH^ 
Bot^  of  his  aooni  repenting  aoon,  ba  dreii 
A  jurter  jodgment  froin  ft  oahniir  view} 
And,  with  a  q^iit  freed  from  diaoonlsnt^ 
Thankliilly  took  an  ellbrt  tint  was  meanl 
Not  with  God'b  boonty,  Nataveli  kfve^  to 
Or  made  with  hope  to  pleaaa  tint  hmrd 
Which  ever  atrivea  in  Tain  itnlf  to  aatiif 
But  to  reoal  the  truth  1^  aome  frint  trmo 
Of  power  ethered  and  eeleatial  gvaee^ 
That  in  the  living  Greatoiw  find  on  earfii 


A  JEWISH  FAMILY. 

(Iir  ▲  SMALL  VAXXXT  OTPOStTS  ST.  QQAM,  OPOS  T 

Gxiaimaf  Raphadl  ifthy  winga 

Mi£^t  bear  thee  to  thia  ijLdD, 
With  fiuthful  memory  left  of  tfaii^ 

To  pencil  dear  and  pen. 
Thou  would'st  for^  the  neighbouring 

And  all  his  majesty — 
A  studious  forehead  to  incline 

O'er  this  poor  famOy. 


The  Mother — ^her  thou  must  have  seen 

In  spirit,  ere  she  came 
To  dwell  these  rifted  rocks  between. 

Or  found  on  earth  a  name ; 
An  image,  too,  of  that  sweet  Boy, 

Thy  inspirations  give — 
Of  playfulness,  and  love,  and  joy. 

Predestined  here  to  live. 

Downcast,  or  shooting  glances  £u>. 

How  beautiful  his  eyes. 
That  blend  the  nature  of  the  star. 

With  that  of  summer  skies  I 
I  speak  as  if  of  sense  beguiled ; 

Uncounted  months  are  gone. 
Yet  am  I  with  the  Jewish  CHiild, 

That  exquisite  Saint  John. 

I  see  the  dark-brown  curls,  the  brow, 
The  smooth  transparent  skin. 

Refined,  as  witli  intent  to  show 
The  holiness  within ; 
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The  gnoe  of  parting  Infancy 

By  blnahes  yet  untamed ; 
Age  {utfaM  to  the  mother's  knee^ 

Nor  of  her  arms  ashamed. 

Two  lorely  listers,  still  and  sweet 

As  flowen,  stand  side  by  side ; 
Their  soakabdiiing  looks  might  cheat 

The  Christian  of  his  pride : 
Sochbeiaty  hath  the  Eternal  ponied 

TJpoQ  them  not  forlorn, 
Thooi^  of  a  lineage  once  abhorred. 

Nor  yet  redeemed  firom  ^com. 

Myrierioos  ssfegnard,  that,  in  spite 

Of  poverty  and  wrong, 
Dodi  here  preserve  a  fiving  lights 

From  Hebrew  fountains  spnmg ; 
That  gives  this  ragged  group  to  cast 

Aroond  the  dell  a  gleam 
Of  FUestine,  of  glory  past, 

And  proad  Jerusalem ! 


18S8. 
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ON  THE  POWER  OP  SOUND. 

ARGUMENT. 

TteEv  •ddnaed,  as  occupied  by  a  spiritaal  functionary, 
taeoBBiuiion  with  aoundt,  individual,  or  combined  in 
■MiidhinnoDy.— Sources  and  effects  of  those  sounds 
(to  the  dose  of  6th  8tansa).— The  power  of  music, 
^^•wpriwsJing,  exemplified  in  the  idiot.— Origin  of 
■■i^ttd  iti  effect  in  early  ages— how  produced  (to  the 
■MAi  of  loth  Stanza).— The  mind  recalled  to  sounds 
^^CMoally  and  severally  .—Wish  uttered  (1 1th 
'*"'*^  that  these  could  be  united  into  a  scheme  or 
V^OBfiiriiioral  interests  and  intellectual  contempla- 
^MSUnia  12th).  The  Pythagorean  theory  of 
"""^  and  music,  with  their  supposed  power  over  the 
""^  of  the  universe— Imaginations  consonant  with 
"(^  a  theory.— Wish  expressed  (in  1 1  th  Stanza)  realised, 
"  **^  dcsrce,  by  the  reiwesentation  of  all  sounds  under 
^fi»&  of  thanksgivhig  to  the  Creator.— (Last  Stanza) 
"'^■■tTDctlimof  earth  and  the  planetary  system— the 
*'*^  of  audible  harmony,  and  its  support  in  the 
^^  Katnre,  as  revealed  in  Holy  Wnt. 


Tit  fimetions  are  ethereal, 

^  if  within  thee  dwelt  a  glandng  mind, 
I  ^of  vision !  And  a  Spirit  aerial 
I  ''^^  the  ceU  of  Hearing,  dark  and  hlind; 
I  iBtrieate  labyrinth,  more  dread  for  thought 
I  *<^  Otter  than  oracnlar  cave; 


Strict  passage,  through  which  sighs  are  bronght^ 

And  whispers  for  the  heart,  their  slave ; 

And  shrieks,  that  revel  in  abuse 

Of  shivering  flesh ;  and  warbled  ur. 

Whose  piercing  sweetness  can  unloose 

The  chains  of  frenzy,  or  entice  a  smile 

Into  the  ambush  of  despair ; 

Hosannas  pealing  down  the  long-drawn  usle, 

And  requiems  answered  by  the  pulse  that  beats 

Devoutly,  in  life's  last  retreats ! 


n. 


The  headlong  streams  and  founiuns 

Serve  Thee,  invisible  Spirit,  with  untired  powers ; 

Cheering  the  wakeful  tent  on  Syrian  mountains. 

They  lull  perchance  ten  thousand  tliousand  flowers. 

Thai  roar,  the  prowling  lion's  Here  I  am, 

How  fearful  to  the  desert  wide  I 

That  bleat,  how  tender !  of  thd  dam 

Galling  a  straggler  to  her  side. 

Shont,  cuckoo ! — ^let  the  vernal  soul 

Gro  with  thee  to  the  frozen  zone ; 

Toll  from  thy  loftiest  perch,  lone  bell>bird,  toll  I 

At  the  still  hour  to  Mercy  dear, 

Mercy  from  her  twilight  throne 

Listening  to  nun's  faint  throb  of  holy  fear. 

To  sailor's  prayer  breathed  from  a  darkening  sea, 

Or  widow's  cottage-lullaby. 


III. 


Yo  Voices,  and  ye  Shadows 

And  Images  of  voice — to  hound  and  horn 

From  rocky  steep  and  rock-bcstudded  meadows 

Flung  back,  and,  in  the  sky's  blue  caves,  reborn — 

On  with  your  pastime !  till  the  church-tower  bells 

A  greeting  give  of  measured  glee ; 

And  milder  echoes  from  their  cells 

Repeat  the  bridal  symphony. 

Then,  or  far  earlier,  let  us  rove 

Where  mists  are  breaking  up  or  gone. 

And  from  aloft  look  down  into  a  cove 

Besprinkled  with  a  careless  quire, 

Happy  milk-maids,  one  by  one 

Scattering  a  ditty  each  to  her  desire, 

A  liquid  concert  matchless  by  nice  Art, 

A  stream  as  if  from  one  full  heart. 


IV. 


Blest  be  the  song  that  brightens 

The  blind  man's  gloom,  exalts  the  veteran's  mirth ; 

Unscomed  the  peasant's  whistling  breath,  that 

lightens 
His  duteous  toil  of  furrowing  the  green  earth. 
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For  the  tired  aUve,  Song  Ufti  tiie  hagnid  mr. 

And  Udi  H  ap^jr  fiJl,  witii  ddiiid 

That  boMitifiM  the  fiunot  iboN^ 

And  mhigatet  the  lianheot  dinM. 

Yon  pilgrims  aee— in  lagpng  fila 

Tliey  more;  bat  aoon  the  appointed  waj 

A  choral  Ate  MarU  BhaU  beguile^ 

And  to  their  hope  the  distant  ihrine 

Glisten  with  a  liydier  ray : 

Nor  fncndleahe,  the  prisoner  of  the  mim^ 

Who  from  the  wdl-qiriiig  of  his  own  clear  breast 

Gui  draw,  and  sud^  his  grie&  to  rest 

▼. 
When  dvie  renovation 
Dawns  ona  kingdom,  and  far  ncedftd  haste 
Best  eloqnenoe  avails  not.  Inspiration 
Mounts  with  a  tnne,  that  traveb  Hke  a  blast 
Piping  throng  oave  and  battkmented  tower ; 
Then  starts  the  shiggard,  pleased  to  meet 
That  Tmoe  of  Freedom^  In  its  power 
Of  promises^  shrill,  wild,  and  sweet ! 
Who,  fkom  a  martial  pagecmt,  spreads 
Incitements  of  a  battle-dbj, 
Thrillfaig  the  nnweaponed  crowd  with  phnuelesB 


Eyen  She  whose  Lyfian  airs  In^ire 

Peaeeftd  striTing,  gentle  plaj 

Of  timid  hope  and  innocent  desire 

Shot  from  the  dancing  Graces,  as  they  more 

Fumed  by  the  phnsiTe  wings  of  Lore. 


ru 


How  oft  along  thy  mazes. 

Regent  of  sound,  havo  dangerous  Passions  trod  ! 

0  Thou,  through  whom  the  temple  rings  ^itli  praises, 

Aud  blackening  clouds  in  thunder  speak  of  God, 

Betray  not  by  tlio  cozemige  of  sense 

Thy  votaries,  wooingly  resigned 

To  a  voluptuous  influenco 

That  taints  the  purer,  better,  mind  ; 

But  lead  sick  Fancy  to  a  harp 

That  hath  in  noble  tasks  been  tried; 

And,  if  the  virtuous  feel  a  pong  too  sharp. 

Soothe  it  into  patience,— stay 

The  uplifted  arm  of  Suicide ; 

And  let  some  mood  of  thine  in  firm  array 

Knit  every  thought  the  impending  issue  needs, 

Ere  mairtyr  boms,  or  patriot  bleeds ! 

vn. 
As  Conseience,  to  the  centre 
Of  being,  smites  with  uresistiUe  pain 
So  ahall  a  solemn  cadence,  if  it  enter 
The  mouldy  vaults  of  the  dull  idiot's  brain. 


Trsosmnte  him  to  *  wratch  fro 
Convulsed  as  by  a  jani^g  dm ; 
And  then  ag^iast,  as  at  the  wQi 
Of  reason  partially  let  hi 
By  conoords  wining  with  a  Bw 
TemUe  for  sense  and  sonl  t 
Or,  awed  he  weeps,  strqgg^faig 
Pdnt  not  these  mysteries  to  m 
Lodged  above  the  starry  pole ; 
Pure  modulations  flowing  frtn 
Of  divine  Love,  whoro  Wisdm 
Widi  Order  dwell,  in  endloes ; 

VI  n. 
Oblivion  may  not  eover 
An  treasures  hoarded  by  the  ] 
Ori^ean  Insist  1  truth's  nnd 
To  the  first  leagues  of  tutored 
When  Music  deigned  within  i 
Her  subtle  essence  to  enfold. 
And  voice  and  shell  drew  fori 
Softer  tiian  Nature's  self  oonl 
Yet  tbremumt  was  the  infant  i 
Art^  daring  because  souls  con 
Stirred  nowhere  but  an  mgeo 
Of  rapt  imagination  qied  her 
Through  the  realms  of  woe  m 
Hell  to  the  lyre  bowed  low ; 
Rejoioed  that  clamorous  spet 
Her  wan  disasters  could  disp* 

IX. 

The  Gift  to  king  Amphion 
That  walled  a  city  >vith  its  ro 
Was  for  belief  no  dream : — tl 
Could  humoniso  tlic  creaturei 
Where  men  were  monsters.  J 
Leave  for  one  chant ; — tlie  di 
Steals  from  the  deck  o*or  wil 
And  listening  dolphins  gatlie: 
Self-cast,  as  with  a  desperate 
'Mid  that  strange  audience,  fa 
A  proud  One  docile  as  a  man 
And  singing,  while  the  accori 
Sweeps  his  harp,  the  Master 
So  shall  he  touch  at  length  a 
And  he,  with  his  preserver,  s 
In  memory,  through  silent  ni; 

X. 

The  pipe  of  Pan,  to  shepherd 
Couched  in  the  shadow  of  Ms 
Was  passing  sweet ;  the  cyeb 
That  in  high  triumph  drew  tt 
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ow  did  tfaey  sparkle  to  the  cymbal's  dang ! 

1iile  Fauns  and  Satyrs  beat  the  ground 

1  ttdcnce, — and  SUcnus  swang 

lus  way  and  that,  with  wild-flowers  crowned. 

'o  Hfe,  to  Ufa  giTO  back  thine  ear : 

:e  wbo  are  longing  to  be  rid 

)f  &ble,  though  to  tmth  sobservient,  hear 

fhe  fitde  sprinkling  of  cold  earth  that  fell 

Echoed  froai  the  coflSn-lid ; 

Ow  eonnet's  smnmons  in  the  steeple's  knell ; 

Tha  tain  distress-guiiy'  from  a  leeward  shore, 

Rcpeitad— heard,  and  heard  no  more ! 


XL 


For  tOTor,  joy,  or  pit}', 

Vnt  ii  die  eompaas  and  the  swell  of  notes : 

From  tbe  babe's  first  cry  to  voice  of  regal  dty, 

BoQing  a  solemn  sea-like  bass,  that  floats 

Fim  the  woodlands— with  the  trill  to  bleud 

Of  tint  dij  songstress,  whose  love-tale 

IfighttHupt  an  angel  to  descend, 

WUehoTomg  o'er  the  moonli^t  vale. 

Ye  naderiog  Utterances,  has  earth  no  scheme, 

^  lak  of  moral  music — to  unite 

Foicatbat  survive  bat  in  the  faintest  dream 

OCnoBoiy! — O  that  ye  might  stoop  to  bear 

(^^■aii»ndipredoiis  chains  of  sight 

At  kbonred  minstrelsies  through  ages  wear ! 

Ofcralndanee  fit  the  truth  to  teU 

Of  dttUnsobstantial,  pondered  well  I 


zii. 


Bjooe  perva£ng  ^irit 

Stales  and  numbers  all  things  are  controlled, 

ii  sips  tao^t,  where  faith  was  found  to  merit 

DtiMiai  in  that  mystery  old. 

he  besTcns,  whose  aspect  makes  our  minds  as  still 

I  thejT  themsdves  appear  to  be, 

oomeraUe  voices  fill 

(th  everiastiQg  harmony ; 

i  towering  headlands,  crowned  with  mist, 

ar  fiwt  among  the  billows,  know 


That  Ocean  is  a  mighty  harmonist ; 

Thy  pinions,  universal  Air, 

Ever  waving  to  and  fro, 

Are  delegates  of  harmony,  and  bear 

Strains  that  support  the  Seasons  in  tlieir  round ; 

Stem  Winter  loves  a  dirge-like  sound. 


XHL 


Break  fortli  into  thanksgiving. 

Ye  banded  instruments  of  wind  and  chords; 

Unite,  to  magnify  the  Ever-living, 

Your  inarticulate  notes  with  the  voice  of  words ! 

Nor  hushed  be  service  fh>m  the  lowing  mead, 

Nor  mute  the  forest  hum  of  noon  ; 

Thou  too  be  heard,  lone  eagle  I  freed 

From  snowy  peak  and  doud,  attune 

Thy  hungry  barkings  to  the  hynm 

Of  joy,  that  from  her  utmost  walls 

The  six-days*  Work,  by  flaming  Seraphim 

Transmits  to  Heaven  1    As  Deep  to  Deep 

Shouting  through  one  valley  caUs, 

AH  worids,  all  natures,  mood  and  measure  keep 

For  praise  and  ceasdess  gratulation,  poured 

Into  the  ear  of  God,  their  Lord ! 


XIV. 


A  Voice  to  Light  gave  Being ; 

To  Tune,  and  Man  his  earth-born  chronicler ; 

A  Voice  shall  finish  doubt  and  dim  foreseeing. 

And  sweep  away  life's  visionary  stir ; 

The  trumpet  (we,  intoxicate  with  pride, 

Arm  at  its  blast  for  deadly  wars) 

To  archangelic  lips  applied. 

The  grave  shall  open,  quench  the  stars. 

0  Silence !  are  Man's  noisy  years 

No  more  than  moments  of  thy  Hfe ! 

Is  Harmony,  blest  queen  of  smiles  and  tears. 

With  her  smooth  tones  and  discords  just, 

Tempered  into  rapturous  strife. 

Thy  destined  bond-slave  I  No !  though  earth  be  dust 

And  vanish,  though  the  heavens  dissolve,  her  stay 

Is  in  the  Word,  that  shall  not  pass  away. 

18S8. 
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PETEB   BELL. 

▲  TALE. 
Bratm  will  start  a  Bj»lrlt  M  toon  M 


TO  ROBERT  SOUTHET,  EBQ^  P.L.»  BfC.  sic; 

UV  DSAli  FUBNty 

The  Tale  ol  Fitw  Bdl,  whl6h  Iiiowiutrt»diteeto7iivB0llMbBB<  teftiift  «rAiNM« 
haM,  fniti  IfamiKript  ttate,  nouly  lunrlTed  Its  wiiioHfif.-- fortt  flntaaw  th*  light  la  the  tmmamc  «ff  UHL 
this  loof  intenral,  palm  lutve  been  taken  at  different  tlmee  to  make  the  prodoothm  Urn  luimthy  of  a 
reoeptkm ;  or,  xmther,  to  fit  It  for  filling  ptrnumenttg  a  statfam,  however  hnmblei  In  the  Utentareeff  ear 
This  hail  indeed,  been  the  aim  of  all  mjr  endeaTonre  in  Foetiy,  whidh,  yon  know,  have 
to  prove  that  I  deem  the  Art  not  lightly  to  be  approadied ;  and  that  the  attainment  of  eatealieaee  9m%\ 
be  made  the  prinelpal  oljeot  of  intellcetoal  poreait  bj  any  man,  who^  with  leaaonahle  ( 
has  faith  in  his  own  impolsei. 

The  Poem  of  Peter  Beu,  ae  the  PtalognewiU  show,  wae  oompoeed  nnder  a  belief  that  the  TmaglnathBi  i 
not  require  for  ite  exercise  the  tntnrention  of  eupematonl  ageaey,  bat  that,  thoimh 
fieulty  may  be  oalled  ftarth  ae  Imperiously  and  for  kindred  reenlts  of  pleasare,  by  iaeld«li|  wtthht  Aei 
poetieprdbebility,  in  the  hnmUeet  departmente  of  daily  lilii.   Unoe  that  Rrokigae 
moetq>lendideffcotsofjadioione  daring,  in  the  opposite  and  nsaal  coarssb   Let  this  i 
with  the  Unrers  of  the  snporaatoral  s  and  I  am  persuaded  it  will  be  admitted,  that  to  yon,  ae  a 
of  the  art,  the  following  Tale,  whether  ftom  eontrast  or  ooogmity.  Is  not  an  nnappnqiciate 
aea  publlo  testimony  of  aflbctionate  admiration  from  <me  with  whose  name  yonrs  1ms 
ownwwde)  for  evil  andforgoodt  and  believe  meto  be^  with  esmeet  wishee  that  life  and  health : 
complete  the  many  important  works  in  whidh  you  ars  engaged,  and  with  high  reipeot, 

MostfalthfuUy  yours,  WHUAH  WORDSWORTIL 

Rydal  Mouirr,  April  7, 1819. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Therk  's  Bomething  in  a  fl^'ing  horse. 
There 's  something  in  a  huge  balloon  ; 
But  through  the  clouds  1  '11  never  float 
Until  I  liave  a  little  Boat, 
Shaped  like  the  crescent-moon. 

And  now  I  Tiave  a  little  Boat, 

In  shape  a  very  crescent-moon  : 

Fast  through  the  clouds  my  boat  can  saU  ; 

But  if  j>erclianco  your  faith  should  fail. 

Look  up— and  you  shall  see  me  soon  ! 

Tlie  woods,  my  Friends,  are  round  you  roaring, 
Rocking  and  roaring  like  a  sea  ; 
The  noise  of  danger's  in  your  ears, 
And  ye  have  all  a  thousand  fears 
Both  for  my  little  Boat  and  me  ! 

Moanwliilo  untroubled  I  admire 
The  pointed  horns  of  my  canoe ; 
And,  did  not  pity  touch  my  breast. 
To  ace  how  yo  are  all  distrest. 
Till  my  ribs  ached,  I  'd  laugh  at  yoa ! 


Away  wo  go,  my  Boat  and  I — 
Frail  man  ne'er  sate  in  such  another  ; 
Whether  among  the  wuids  we  strive. 
Or  deep  into  tlic  clouds  we  dive, 
Each  is  contented  with  the  other. 

Away  we  go— and  what  care  we 
For  treasons,  tumults,  and  for  wan  t 
We  are  as  calm  in  our  delight 
As  is  the  crescent-moon  so  bright 
Among  the  scattered  stars. 

Up  goes  my  Boat  among  the  stars 
Tlirough  many  a  breathless  field  of  lights 
Tlirough  many  a  long  blue  field  of  ether. 
Leaving  ten  tliousand  stars  beneath  her: 
Up  goes  my  little  Boat  so  bright ! 

The  Crab,  tlie  Scorpion,  and  the  Bull— > 
We  pry  among  tliem  all ;  have  shot 
High  o*er  the  red-haired  race  of  Mara, 
Covered  from  top  to  toe  with 
Such  company  I  hke  it  not ! 


PETER  BELL. 


The  tovu  in  Satom  are  decayed. 
And  uAuAdtj  Spectra  dtrons  <fai 


&rift  Vtnarj  reaonnd*  nith  miith, 
GnMJonBlUlof  ttet«ly  bowen; 

Btf  tbtK,IIld  in  Out  II1C7  CODtMD, 

Wbtt  m  Ihej  to  (iMt  tiny  giwn, 
TbuEnkEuihofaiinl 

TbaWklaEu^thedcaTsreeD  Earth:— 
WU>i|M  if  I  ham  gboiild  roun, 
DNiirid  &r  my  trnwrki  and  me 
W^  M  a  whit  the  better  be  ; 
1  "t*  Ul  My  b«ut  at  home. 

ta  I  fan  die  is,  tlie  matdileo  Earth  I 
Tbtn  ipnidi  the  lamed  Paciflc  Ocean  1 
Old  Anda  [hriuls  yon  craggy  ipear 
'Hn*^  dugrev  clouds    the  Alpa  are  hen. 


T«  feeiy  ^  la  libya'a  awda ; 

•"■ftr  thi¥&d  the  river  Dnieper  > 
Aiilml,  trhere  cloihed  in  brigliteet  greeii 
Iitmit  Isle,  ot  isliM  tlio  QiipcQ ; 
T*iUi%  frm  an  eril  ktep  her ! 

Aid  M  be  town  where  I  was  bom  ! 

Amaui  ihofc  happy  fields  we  span 
'nl",'yijinil)ols  ;— I  was  loet 
^liRT   hsTe  been,  bat  on  thia  COMt 

''**>tt  U^  things  at  ones 
^Ppw  H  lovely,  never,  nerer  j— 
Bw  Bm-fully  the  forests  riiig  1 
"barihe  cariirg  soil  murmuring 
^Mdd  1  bug  for  ever  1 

■ft«t  on  jou  ! "  cried  my  little  Boat, 
*•  "w  (uch  a  homesick  Loon, 


4B«hriii-«slerofthe 

KtVin  ibe  breaat  of  ruU-grown  Poet 
""tod  n  funt  a  heart  before  ;— 
»■•  ii  lie  mnaie  of  the  spheres 
^  "eriBwrn,' J  your  mortal  eara  I 


llMae  nedier  prcaocts  da  not  lock 
Oianns  of  their  own  ; — then  come  with  nu 
I  wont  a  comrade,  and  for  you 
Tliero's  ni>lluii;- tbat  t  would  not  do; 
Noogfat  is  tliere  tbftt  you  shall  not  ace. 

Haste !  and  above  Siberian  snows 
We  11  sport  amid  the  boreal  morning ; 
Will  mingle  with  her  lustres  gliding 

And  now  the  stars  adorning. 

I  know  the  secrets  of  a  Und 
Where  himuui  foot  did  never  stray ; 
Fair  is  tliat  Und  aa  evening  skies. 
And  eoo],  though  in  the  depth  it  lies 
Of  bandog  AMca. 

Or  we  11  into  tlio  realm  of  Faery, 
Among  the  lovely  sliades  of  things; 
The  Bhadowy  forms  of  mountains  bar?, 
And  sOeams,  and  bowers,  and  ladies  fair. 
The  shadea  of  palaces  and  kings  1 

Or,  if  yon  thirst  with  hftrdy  zeal 
Less  quiet  r^^os  to  explore. 
Prompt  voyage  sliaU  to  you  reveal 
How  earth  and  beaven  are  taught  to  feel 
The  might  of  magic  lore  t " 

**My  little  vagrant  Form  of  light, 

My  gov  jind  hcnutiful  Cuiioe, 

Well  hiive  J'ou  played  your  friendly  part ; 

Aa  kindly  take  what  &am  my  heart 

Expetience  forc™.^theB  adieu  1 

TemptatioD  lurks  among  your  words ; 
But,  wliile  tliesD  pleasures  you  're  pumnog 
Witlwut  impcdimeiil  or  k'1, 
No  wonilerifyou  quite  forget 
What  on  tlie  earth  is  doing. 


There  wu  a  dme  when  1 

Did  listen  witli  a,  faith  nneere 

To  tuneful  tongues  in  mystety  veraed; 

J'^cn  I'oelH  fearlessly  rahcarsed 

The  wonders  of  a  nild  career. 

Go — (but  tlio  world  's  a  sleepy  world. 

And  'tie,  I  fear,  on  age  too  late) 
Tnko  nilh  you  enme  ambilious  Youth  I 
For,  reatlen  Wanderert  I,  in  truth, 
Am  bU  unfit  to  be  your  mate. 


mr^ 
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■■   ■■■)!— 


Long  have  I  lored  what  I  bflhold. 
The  ni^t  that  cahns,  the  day  that  dwfln; 
The  oommon  growth  of  mother-earth 
Suffices  me— her  tearsy  her  murtib. 
Her  hmnblest  mvth  aod  tears. 

The  dnigoii's  wing,  the  magie  lin^ 
I  BhaU  not  covet  for  n^  dower. 
If  I  along  that  lowfy  way 
^ih  qrmpath^  heart  may  >teay» 
And  with  a  soul  of  power. 

Theee  ffwea,  what  more  need  I  derirs 
To  Btir,  to  soothe^  or  eleratet 
What  nobler  maryela  tiian  the  mind 
Hay  in  Uib^s  daily  pnMpeet  find. 
Hay  find  or  there  ereatet 

A  potent  wand  doth  SoRow  iridd ; 
What  qpeU  so  strong  as  goiUy  Feart 
Bepentanee  is  a  tender  Sprite; 
If  an^^t  on  earth  hare  heaTooly  m^g^ 
ms  lodged  witfam  her  stent  tesr. 

But  gnmt  n^  wishes^— let  ns  now 
Descend  from  this  ethereal  hd^t; 
Then  take  thy  way,  adyentnroos  SIdilll 
More  daring  fiur  tiian  Hippogriff, 

And  be  thy  own  ddight  I 

To  the  Btone-table  in  my  garden, 
Loved  haunt  of  many  a  smnmer  hour, 
The  Squire  is  come :  his  daughter  Bees 
Beside  him  in  the  cool  recess 
Sits  blooming  like  a  flower. 

With  these  are  many  more  convened ; 
They  Imow  not  I  have  been  so  far  }— 
I  see  them  there,  in  number  nine^ 
Beneath  the  spreading  Weymouth-pine! 
I  see  them — ^there  they  are ! 

There  rits  the  Vicar  and  his  Dame ; 

And  there  my  good  friend,  Stephen  Otter ; 

And,  ere  the  light  of  evening  fail. 

To  them  I  must  relate  the  Tale 

Of  Peter  Bell  the  Potter." 

Off  flew  the  Boat    away  she  flees, 
Spuming  her  freight  with  indignation ! 
And  I,  as  well  as  I  was  able, 
On  two  poor  legs,  toward  my  stone-table 
Limped  on  with  sore  vexation. 


«0,beraheisr  cried  Btife 
She  saw  me  at  tihe  gsrdsn-door ; 
« We  "ve  waited  ansdonsl^  and  loi^* 
They  cried,  and  all  aromid  ma  tfaiai^ 
FnU  nine  of  them  or  move  I 

*^  Reproach  me  not— your  faars  be  stai 
Be  thankfU  we  agsin  have  nei}— 
Resume^  n^  Friends  I  wilfahi  tiiaahMla 
Yoor  seats^  and  qoicUy  shall  be  paid 
The  weE-remembered  debt.'* 

I  ^ake  Willi  ftltering  voiee,  Cka  one 
Not  lAuSlj  rescaed  from  die  pale 
Of  a  wild  dresffi,  or  worse  illnsKB  ; 
But,  strai^t,  to  cover  my  noaftaioa. 
Began  the  promised  Tslfi. 


PART  FUSIL 

Ail  by  the  moonUg^t  liver  side 
Groaned  the  poor  Beast— alas  I  ntvahi; 
The  staff  was  raised  to  loftier  lift^ 
And  the  blows  feU  with  heavier  we%bl 
As  Peter  struck— and  stmek  again. 

<«Hold  1"  cried  the  Squure^  ^^against  Oe  n 
Of  common  sense  you  're  surely  sinning ; 
This  leap  is  for  us  all  too  bold ; 
Who  Peter  was,  let  that  be  told. 
And  start  from  tlie  beginning.' 


M 


-"A  Potter ♦,  Sir,  he  was  by  trade,** 


Said  I,  becoming  quite  collected ; 
*^  And  wheresoever  he  i^peared. 
Full  twenty  times  was  Peter  feared 
For  once  that  Peter  was  respected. 

He,  two-and.tIiii*ty  years  or  more. 
Had  been  a  wild  and  woodland  rover  ; 
Had  heard  the  Atlantic  surges  roar 
On  farthest  Comwidl^s  rocky  shore. 
And  trod  the  cliffs  of  Dover. 

And  he  Imd  seen  Caernarvon's  tovrers. 
And  well  he  knew  the  spii*e  of  Sarum ; 
And  be  had  been  where  Lincoln  bell 
Flings  o'er  the  fen  that  ponderous  kneD— 
A  far-renowned  alarum ! 


*  In  the  dialect  of  the  North,  a  hawker  of  eartbc 
Is  thus  designated. 
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At  BoDeMter,  at  Yorii,  and  Leedi^ 
And  meny  Ckrliale  had  he  been ; 
And  all  tkog  the  Lowlands  lair, 
AH  tkroii^  the  bonnj  shire  of  Ajrr; 
And  &r  as  Aberdeen. 

And  be  had  been  at  InTemees ; 
AbIMh^  Igr  the  moontain-rillsy 
Had  daooed  his  TOOBi -Mid 
And  be  bd  bun  beade  his 
On%ChenotHiUs: 

Aadbebad  trudged  throng^  Yoricahire  dales, 
Awngtbe  rocka  and  winding  tcon; 
Where  deep  and  low  the  hamlets  lie 
Bcaeatfa  tbeir  litde  patch  of  sky 
And  little  kt  of 


And  aO  along  the  indented  eoasty 
Bcytterod  with  the  salt-sea  foam  ; 
Wboe'er  a  knot  of  houses  lay 
tebeaflaod,  or  in  hollow  bay ; — 
Son  MTcr  man  like  him  did  roam ! 

Aiicfl B^  Peter,  in  the  Fleet, 
Bmbeea  £Mt  boimd,  a  begging  debtor  'f 
HetarBBedhere,  he  trsTeHed  there  y^ 
^  net  the  value  of  a  hair 
Wm  bent  or  he^d  the  better. 

He  med  among  the  vales  and  streams, 
Ib  fte  green  wood  and  hollow  dell ; 
Ibej  were  his  dwellings  night  and  day^ — 
^  Datnre  ne'er  could  find  the  way 
IbIo  the  heart  of  Peter  BelL 

Ii  nin,  tfaroa^  every  changefnl  year, 
^  KalnrB  lead  him  as  before ; 
^  piiBrQie  by  a  river'a  brim 
A  feBov  primrose  was  to  him, 
Aad  H  was  nothing  more. 

Bu&AaDgeitmadein  Peter's  heart 
To  K«  las  gentle  panniered  train 
^i&BMietfaan  venial  pleasore  feeding, 
Where'er  the  tender  grass  was  leading 
">  carfieot  green  along  the  lane. 

^  ^  tiiroogh  water,  earth,  and  air, 
*^  >oq1  of  hsppy  soimd  was  spread, 
^*ba)  Peter  on  some  April  mom, 
^^^^  the  broom  or  budding  thorn, 
'w  die  warm  earth  hia  lazy  bed. 


At  noon,  when,  by  the  forest's  edge 
He  lay  beneath  the  branches  high. 
The  soft  bine  sky  did  never  melt 
Into  his  heart ;  he  never  felt 
Tho  witchery  of  the  soft  bhie  sky ! 

On  a  fiur  proqieet  some  have  looked 
And  felt,  as  I  have  heard  iivm  say, 
Aaaf  <ii  iiwiliig  time  had  been 
A  thing  as  stead&st  as  the  scene 
On  wldch  they  gazed  themselves  away. 

Within  the  breast  of  Peter  Bell 
These  silent  raptures  found  no  place  ; 
He  was  a  Gszl  as  wild  and  rude 
As  ever  hue-and-cry  pursued. 
As  ever  ran  a  felon's  race. 

Of  all  that  lead  a  lawless  life. 

Of  aU  that  love  their  lawless  lives. 

In  dty  or  in  village  small. 

He  was  the  wildest  iar  of  aU  ; — 

He  had  a  dozen  wedded  wives. 

Nay,  start  not  \ — ^wedded  wives — and  twelve  I 
But  how  one  wife  could  e'er  come  near  him. 
In  nmple  truth  I  cannot  teU ; 
For,  be  it  said  of  Peter  Bell, 
To  see  him  was  to  fear  him. 

Though  Nature  could  not  touch  his  heart 
By  lovely  forms,  and  silent  weather, 
And  tender  sounds,  yet  you  might  see 
At  once,  that  Peter  Bell  and  she 
Had  often  been  together. 

A  savage  wildness  round  him  hung 
As  of  a  dweller  out  of  doors ; 
In  his  whole  figure  and  his  mien 
A  savage  character  was  seen 
Of  mountains  and  of  dreary  moors. 

To  all  the  unshaped  half-human  thoughts 

Which  solitary  Nature  feeds 

'Mid  summer  storms  or  winter's  ice, 

Had  Peter  joined  whatever  vice 

The  cruel  city  breeds. 

His  face  was  keen  as  is  the  wind 
That  cuts  along  the  hawthom-fencc  ; 
Of  courage  you  saw  little  there. 
But,  in  its  stead,  a  medley  air 
Of  cunniog  and  of  impudence. 
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He  had  a  dark  and  rfdolong  walk. 
And  long  and  doaching  was  hia  gait ; 
Beneath  his  looks  80  baM  and  bdd, 
Yoa  mig^t  perouTe^  his  apifU  odld 
Was  pUying  with  some  hiward  bait 

His  forehead  wrinkled  was  and  ftored; 
A  woric,  one  half  of  which  was  done 
By  thinking  of  his  ^icAou*  and  'hawt/ 
And  half,  by  knitting  of  his  brows 
Beneath  the  glaring  son. 

There  was  a  hardness  in  his  eheek, 
There  was  a  hardness  in  his  eye. 
As  if  the  man  had  fixed  his  ijaoe. 
In  many  a  solitary  place. 
Against  the  wind  and  open  aky !" 


Ora  NXOBTy  (and  now  my  fitlle  Bess ! 
We 'ye  readied  at  Uwt  the  promised  Tale  0 
One  beantiftil  Norember  ni^t. 
When  the  full  moon  was  shining  bright 
Upon  the  rapid  river  Swale, 

Along  the  riyer's  winding  banks 
Peter  was  travelling  all  alone ; — 
Whether  to  buy  or  sell,  or  led 
By  pleasure  running  in  his  head. 
To  me  was  never  known. 

He  trudged  along  through  copse  and  brake, 
He  trudged  along  o'er  hill  and  dale ; 
Nor  for  the  moon  cared  he  a  tittle. 
And  for  tlie  stars  he  cared  as  little, 
And  for  the  murmuring  river  Swale. 

But,  chancing  to  espy  a  path 
Tliat  promised  to  cut  short  the  way ; 
As  many  a  wiser  man  hath  done, 
He  left  a  trusty  guide  for  one 
That  might  his  steps  betray. 

To  a  thick  wood  he  soon  is  brought 
Where  cheerily  his  course  he  weaves, 
And  whistling  loud  may  yet  be  heard, 
Though  often  buried,  like  a  bird 
Darkling,  among  the  boughs  and  leaves. 

But  quickly  Peter's  mood  is  changed. 
And  on  ho  drives  with  cheeks  that  bum 
In  downright  fury  and  in  wrath ; — 
There 's  little  sign  the  treacherous  path 
Will  to  the  road  return  1 


The  path  grows  cBm,  and  cBnoMr 
Now  np^  now  down,  As  Eorvisr 
"Vnth  an  the  Mil  that  he  CMi 
Tin  hrou^  to  ft  deserted  fUBT — 
And  thero  the  patfiwi^  cndi. 

He  paosed— for  shadows  of  iteH^  dnps^ 
Maaqr  and  black,  before  him  lay; 
But  tiiroqg^  the  dark,  and  Amtrnt^jh  ^  ^ 
And  throng^  the  yawidqg  tenns  oU^ 
Bid  Peter  boldly  press  Us  way 

Big^t  throng^  the  qjaarrj ;    and  bslwld 
A  scene  (tf  soft  and  lovety  hne  I 
Where  bhie  and  grey,  and  tander  fno^ 
Together  make  as  sweet  a  sesn» 
As  ever  human  eye  did  view. 

Beneath  the  dear  bine  sky-be  mm 
A  little  fidd  of  meadow  groond  ; 
Bnt  fidd  or  meadow  name  it  not ; 
CaU  it  of  earth  a  sman  green  plo^ 
With  rod»  encompassed  voond. 

The  Swale  flowed  under  the  gvsj  foek% 
But  he  flowed  quiet  and  nnsnfsi  ^— 
Yon  need  a  strong  and  stoanai^  fslo 
To  bring  the  noises  of  the  BrntHi^ 
To  tliat  green  spot,  so  calm  and  green  I 

And  is  there  no  one  dwdling  here. 
No  hermit  with  his  beads  and  glass  t 
And  does  no  little  cottage  look 
Upon  this  soft  and  fertile  nook ! 
Does  no  one  live  near  this  green  grass! 


Across  the  deep  and  quiet  spot 
Is  Peter  driving  through  the 
And  now  lias  reached  the  skirting 
Wlicn,  turning  round  his  head,  he 
A  solitary  Ass. 


"  A  prize  r*  cries  Peter — but  he  first 
Must  spy  about  him  far  and  near : 
There 's  not  a  single  house  in  sight. 
No  woodman's  hut,  no  cottage  l^t — 
Peter,  you  need  not  fear ! 

There 's  nothing  to  be  seen  bnt  woods, 
And  rocks  that  spread  a  hoary  gleam. 
And  this  one  Beast,  that  &om  the  bed 
Of  the  green  meadow  hangs  his  head 
Over  the  silent  stream. 
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Hk  bold  li  with  a  halter  boand; 
The  bltar  Miziiigy  Peter  leapt 
Upon  the  Creature's  back,  and  plied 
With  leadr  heels  lus  shaggy  ride ; 
Bat  iti&  the  Ass  his  station  kept 

Tim  Peter  gave  a  sadden  jerk, 
A  jok  tittt  firom  a  dongeon-floor 
WooUhafe  paOed  op  an  iron  ring; 
But  idDtiie  heavy-headed  Thinig 
Stood  jot  as  he  had  stood  before ! 

Qaotk  Peter,  leaping  firam  his  seat, 
*  Then  ii  tome  plot  against  me  laid  ^ 
Ome  BOK  the  little  meadow-ground 
And  iD  the  hoary  difls  aroond 
He  CMtiottdy  snnreyed, 

ASyiD  b  dent— rocks  and  woods, 
All  itiDii4  Blent— fiur  and  near ! 
Oi^  the  Aai>  inth  motion  dull, 
Cpn  the  piTot  of  his  skull 
TWvroandiiis  long  left  ear. 

Iho^^ Peter,  What  can  mean  all  thist 
S«ei^  witdieraft  must  be  here  I 
"^ket  man  the  Ass,  with  motion  duU, 
I^pwtiiepTotofhiBskuU 
Tvned  nimd  lus  long  left  ear. 

S>>pKioQ  ripened  into  dread ; 
Tet  vith  deliberate  action  slow, 
Hh  itiffhigh-raising,  in  the  pride 
OfikiflyiipQa  the  sounding  hide. 
He  dedt  a  sturdy  blow. 

^poor  Ass  staggered  with  the  shock  ; 
^  then,  as  if  to  take  his  ease, 
Ib  qoiet  uncomplaining  mood, 
^P"i  the  ipot  where  he  had  stood, 
"'^ffti  gently  down  upon  his  knees ; 

^9n%  on  his  ride  he  fell  ;^ 

^1>7  the  river's  brink  did  lie ; 

^  vhOe  he  lay  like  one  that  mourned, 

^  pttieat  Beast  on  Peter  turned 

'">  diining  hazel  eye. 

^^  hot  one  mOd,  reproachful  look, 
^  W>k  iDore  tender  than  severe ; 
^  itnig^  in  sorrow,  not  in  dread, 
«•  toned  the  eye-ball  in  his  head 
Tovards  the  mooth  river  deep  and  clear. 


Upon  the  Beast  the  sickling  rings ; 

His  lank  rides  heaved,  his  limbs  they  sturred ; 

He  gave  a  groan,  and  then  another, 

Of  that  which  went  before  the  brother, 

And  then  he  gave  a  third. 

All  by  the  moonlight  river  ride 
He  gave  three  miserable  groans ; 
And  not  till  now  hath  Peter  seen 
How  gaunt  the  Creature  is, — ^how  lean 
And  sharp  his  staring  bones  1 

With  legs  stretched  out  and  stiff  he  lay : — 
No  word  of  kind  commiseration 
Fell  at  the  sight  from  Peter's  tongue  ; 
With  hard  contempt  his  heart  was  wrung, 
With  hatred  and  vexation. 

The  meagre  beast  lay  still  as  death ; 
And  Peter*s  fips  with  fury  quiver ; 
Quoth  he,  ^  You  little  mulish  dog, 
1 11  fling  your  carcass  like  a  log 
Head-foremost  down  the  river  1" 

An  impious  oath  confirmed  the  threat — 
Whereat  from  the  earth  on  which  he  lay 
To  all  the  echoes,  south  and  north. 
And  east  and  west,  the  Ass  sent  forth 
A  long  and  clamorous  bray  I 

Tliis  outcry,  on  the  heart  of  Peter, 
Seems  like  a  note  of  joy  to  strike, — 
Joy  at  the  heart  of  Peter  knocks  ; 
But  in  tlie  echo  of  the  rocks 
Was  something  Peter  did  not  like. 

Whether  to  cheer  his  coward  breast. 
Or  that  he  could  not  break  the  chain. 
In  this  serene  and  solemn  hour. 
Twined  round  him  by  demoniac  power. 
To  the  blind  work  he  turned  again. 

Among  tlie  rocks  and  winding  crags  ; 
Among  the  mountains  far  away ; 
Once  morfe  the  Ass  did  lengthen  out 
More  ruefully  a  deep-drawn  shout. 
The  liard  dry  see-saw  of  his  horrible  bray ! 

What  is  there  now  in  Peter's  heart  I 

Or  whence  the  might  of  this  strange  somid  I 

The  moon  uneasy  looked  and  dimmer, 

The  broad  blue  heavens  appeared  to  glimmer. 

And  tlie  rocks  staggered  all  around — 
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From  Peter's  hand  the  sapling  dropped ! 
Tlireat  has  he  none  to  execute ; 
<<  If  any  one  should  come  and  see 
Tliat  I  am  here,  they'll  thmk,"  quoth  he, 
"  I  *m  helpmg  this  poor  dying  brute.'* 

Ho  scans  tlio  Ass  from  limb  to  limb, 
And  ventures  now  to  uplift  his  eyes ; 
More  steady  looks  the  moon,  and  clear. 
More  like  tlicmsclves  the  rocVa  appear 
And  touch  more  quiet  skies. 

His  scorn  returns — ^liis  hate  roviTes ; 
He  stoops  the  Ass's  neck  to  seize 
With  malice — that  agun  takes  flight ; 
For  in  the  pool  a  startling  aght 
Meets  him,  among  the  invertod  trcos. 

Is  it  the  moon's  distorted  face  t 
The  ghost-like  imago  of  a  cloud  1 
Is  it  a  gallows  there  portrayed ! 
Is  Peter  of  himself  afraid  ! 
Is  it  a  coffin, — or  a  shroud ! 

A  grisly  idol  Iict^h  in  stone  I 
Or  imp  from  witch's  lap  let  fall  t 
Perhaps  a  ring  of  shining  fairies ! 
.Such  as  pursue  their  feared  vagaries 
III  sylvan  bower,  or  haunted  hall  ? 

Is  it  a  fiend  that  to  a  stake 

Of  fire  his  dc8pci*ate  self  is  tethering ! 

Or  stubborn  spirit  doomed  to  yell 

In  solitary  ward  or  cell, 

Ten  thousand  miles  from  all  his  bretliren ! 

Never  did  pulse  so  quickly  throb, 
And  never  heart  so  loudly  panted  ; 
He  looks,  ho  cannot  choose  but  look  ; 
Like  some  one  reading  in  a  book — 
A  book  that  is  enchanted. 

All,  well-a-day  for  Peter  Bell ! 
He  will  be  turned  to  Iron  soon. 
Meet  Statue  for  the  court  of  Fear  ! 
Ilia  hat  is  up— and  ever)'  hair 
Bristles,  and  whitens  in  the  moon ! 

He  looks,  he  ponders,  looks  again  ; 

Ho  sees  a  motion — heara  a  groan  ; 

His  eyes  will  burst — his  heart  will  break — 

He  gives  aloud  and  frightful  shriek. 

And  back  he  falls,  as  if  his  life  were  flown  ! 


PART  SECOND. 

We  left  our  Hero  in  a  trmncey 
Beneath  the  alders,  near  the  river ; 
The  Ass  is  by  the  river-aide, 
And,  where  the  feeble  breezes  glide, 
Upon  the  stream  the  moonbeams  quiver. 

A  happy  respite  !  but  at  length 
He  feels  the  glimmering  of  the  moon  ; 
Wakes  with  grazed  eye,  and  feebly  sigfaii 
To  tank,  perhaps,  where  he  is  lying, 
Into  a  second  swoon  ! 

He  lifts  his  head,  he  sees  his  staff ; 
He  touches — 'tis  to  him  a  treasure  ! 
Faint  recollection  seems  to  tdl 
Tliat  he  is  yet  where  mortals  dwell — 
A  thought  received  with  languid  pli 


His  head  upon  his  elbow  propped. 
Becoming  less  and  less  perplexed. 
Sky-ward  he  looks — to  rock  and  wood — 
And  tlien — upon  the  glassy  flood 
His  wandering  eye  is  fixed. 

Thought  he,  that  is  the  face  of  one 
In  his  last  sleep  securely  bound  I 
So  toward  the  stream  his  head  he  bent. 
And  downward  thrust  his  staff,  intent 
Tlie  river's  depth  to  sound. 

Now — like  a  tempest-shattered  bark. 
That  ovcnvliclmed  and  prostrate  hes. 
And  in  a  moment  to  the  verge 
Is  lifted  of  a  foaming  surge — 
Full  suddenly  the  Ass  doth  rise  ! 

His  staring  bones  all  shake  with  joy. 
And  close  by  Peter's  side  he  stands  : 
While  Peter  o*er  the  river  bends. 
The  little  Ass  his  neck  extends. 
And  fondly  licks  his  hands. 

Such  life  is  in  the  Ass's  eyes. 
Such  life  is  in  his  limbs  and  cars  ; 
That  Peter  Bell,  if  he  had  been 
The  veriest  coward  ever  seen. 
Must  now  have  thrown  aside  h:s  fears. 

The  Ass  looks  on — and  to  his  work 
Is  Peter  quietly  resigned  ; 
He  touches  here — he  touches  there — 
And  now  among  the  dead  man's  hair 
His  sapling  Peter  has  entwined. 
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» paDft— and  looks — and  paDs  again  ; 
id  he  whom  the  poor  Ais  had  lost, 
le  mm  ^nho  had  been  four  days  dead, 
nd-faremost  from  ihe  riyer's  bed 
priaes  like  a  g^MSt  I 

nd  Peter  draws  hhn  to  drj  knd ; 
jid  tfaroogfa  the  bram  of  Peter  pass 
flme  poigDtnt  twitches,  &st  and  faster ; 
No  doabt,**  q[aoth  he,  ^he  is  the  Master 
)ftbii poor  miserable  Ass!" 

[be  meigre  Shadow  that  looks  on — 
ffhx  woolu he  now !  what  is  he  doingt 
ia  aidden  fit  of  joy  is  flown^ — 
3e  «  Ug  knees  hath  laid  him  down, 
ii  if  Iw  vere  his  grief  renewing ; 


BotMy-tfat  Peter  on  his  back 
ioitiDoimt,  he  diews  well  as  he  can : 
rhooi^  Fetor  then,  come  weal  or  woe^ 
m  do  what  he  wonld  have  me  do, 
is  pit]r  to  this  poor  drowned  num. 

^  tiiat  resdhre  he  boldly  momits 
^pn  die  pleased  and  thankfkil  Ass ; 
^  iha,  witfiont  a  moment's  stay, 
^  cmest  Oeaiore  tnmed  away, 
^tviog  the  body  on  the  grass. 

Dttot  upon  his  fiuthfol  watch, 
^  Beeat  four  days  and  nights  had  past ; 
s*K(er  meadow  ne'er  was  seen, 
od  there  the  Ass  four  days  had  been, 
oreT«ronce  did  break  his  £E»t: 

et  firm  hb  step,  and  stont  his  heart ; 
!»  mead  is  crossed — ^the  quarry's  mouth 
i^csehed ;  but  there  the  trusty  guide 
to  a  thteket  turns  aside, 
^  defUy  ambles  towards  the  south. 

^  hirk  a  burst  of  doleful  sound ! 
^  Peter  honestly  might  say, 
» like  cune  never  to  his  ears, 
"wgh  he  has  been,  full  thirty  years, 
fo^er— uight  and  day ! 

*  not  a  pUnrcr  of  the  moors, 
»  not  ft  bittern  of  the  fen; 

*  «n  it  be  a  barking  fox, 

^  ni;;lu.bird  chambered  in  the  rocks, 
r  wild-cat  iu  a  woody  glenl 


The  Ass  is  startled — and  stops  short 
Ri^t  in  the  middle  of  the  thicket ; 
And  Peter,  wont  to  whistle  loud 
Whether  alone  or  in  a  crowd. 
Is  silent  as  a  silent  cricket 

What  aSLs  yon  now,  my  little  BesE  ! 
Well  may  yon  tremble  and  look  grave  I 
This  cry — ^that  rings  along  the  wood. 
This  cry — that  floats  adown  the  flood, 
Comes  from  the  entrance  of  a  cave : 

I  see  a  blooming  Wood-boy  there. 
And  if  I  had  the  power  to  say 
How  sorrowful  the  wanderer  is. 
Your  heart  would  be  as  sad  as  his 
Till  you  had  kissed  his  tears  away ! 

Grasping  a  hawthorn  branch  in  hand. 
All  bright  with  berries  ripe  and  red, 
Into  the  cavern's  mouth  he  peeps ; 
Thence  back  into  the  moonlight  creeps ; 
Whom  seeks  he — ^whomt — the  silent  dead 

Ilis  father ! — Him  doth  he  require — 
Him  hath  he  sought  with  fruitless  pains^ 
Among  the  rocks,  behind  the  trees ; 
Now  creeping  on  his  hands  and  knees, 
Now  running  o'er  the  open  plains. 

And  hither  is  he  come  at  last. 
When  he  through  such  a  day  has  gone. 
By  this  dark  cave  to  be  distrest 
Like  a  poor  bird — her  plundered  nest 
Hovering  around  with  dolorous  moan ! 

Of  that  intense  and  piercing  cry 
The  listening  Ass  conjectures  weU ; 
Wild  as  it  is,  he  there  can  read 
Some  intermingled  notes  tliat  plead 
With  touches  irresistible. 

But  Peter — ^wlien  he  saw  the  Ass 
Not  only  stop  but  turn,  and  change 
The  cherished  tenor  of  his  pace 
That  himentable  cry  to  chase — 
It  wrought  in  him  conviction  strange ; 

A  faith  that,  for  tlie  dead  man's  sake 
And  this  poor  slave  who  loved  him  well, 
Vengeance  upon  liis  head  will  fall. 
Some  visitation  worse  tlian  all 
Which  ever  till  this  night  befel. 
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Meanwhile  the  As  to  retch  his  homey 
It  etriviiig  gtontl J  as  he  may ; 
Baty  while  he  climbs  the  woody  hill. 
The  cry  grows  weak — and  weaker  still ; 
And  now  at  bst  it  dies  away. 

So  with  his  freight  the  Creatore  toms 
Into  a  gloomy  grove  of  beech. 
Along  the  shade  with  footsteps  true 
Descending  slowly,  till  the  two 
The  open  moonlight  reach. 

And  there,  along  the  nairow  dell, 
A  fiur  smooth  pathway  yoa  discern, 
A  length  of  green  and  open  road — 
As  if  it  from  a  fountain  flowed — 
Winding  away  between  the  fem. 

The  rocks  that  tower  on  «ther  side 
Build  up  a  wild  fimtastio  scene ; 
Temples  like  those  among  the  Hindoos, 
And  mosques,  and  spires,  and  abbey  windows, 
And  castles  all  with  ivy  green ! 

And,  while  the  Ass  pursues  his  way, 

Along  this  solitary  dell. 

As  pensively  his  steps  advance, 

The  mosques  and  spires  change  countenance. 

And  look  at  Peter  Bell  I 

That  unintelligible  cry 
Hath  left  him  high  in  preparatioD, — 
Convinced  tliat  he,  or  soon  or  late, 
Tliis  very  night  will  meet  his  fate — 
And  so  ho  sits  in  expectation ! 

Tlie  strenuous  Animal  hath  clomb 
With  the  green  patli ;  and  now  he  wends 
Wlierc,  shining  like  tlic  smootlicst  sea, 
In  undisturbed  immensity 
A  level  plain  extends. 

But  whence  this  faintly-rustling  sound 
By  which  tlie  journeying  pair  are  chased  I 
— A  withered  leaf  is  close  beliind. 
Light  playtliing  for  the  sportive  wind 
Upon  that  solitary  waste. 

When  Peter  spied  the  moving  tiling, 
It  only  doubled  his  distress ; 
"  Where  there  is  not  a  bush  or  tree, 
The  very  leaves  they  follow  me— 
So  huge  liath  been  my  wickedness  V* 


To  a  close  lane  tb 
Where,  as  before. 
Moves  on  without 
Nor  once  turns  ro 
A  bramUe-leaf  or 

Between  the  hedgi 
The  white  dust  sk 
And  Peter,  ever  a 
Back-looking,  seei 
Or  in  the  dust,  a  < 

A  stain — as  of  a  d 
By  moonlight  mac 
Ha !  why  these  sii 
He  knows  not  hov 
And  Peter  is  a  wi 

At  length  he  sfuei 
Where  he  had  str 
He  sees  tlie  blood, 
A  glimpse  of  sudd 
But  then  it  quickl 

Of  him  whom  sud 
He  thought, — of  t' 
And  once  again  tl 
Shoot  to  and  fro  t 
And  through  his  I 


I  'vE  heard  of  one 
Though  given  to  t 
And  for  the  fact  i 
It  chanced  that  bj 
This  man  was 


Bending,  as  you  • 
At  night  o*cr  any 
Wlicn  sudden  blai 
The  snow-white  p 
And  made  the  g0( 

The  chamber  wall 
And  to  Ills  book  h 
—The  light  had  li 
And  formed  itself 
Into  large  Icttei 


The  godly  book  w, 
And,  on  the  page^ 
Appeared,  set  fort 
A  word — which  U 
Perplexed  the  goo 
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ne  ghoitfy  word,  tfans  plainly  aeea. 
Did DBfcr from  hi»Iip6  depart; 
Bnihebadi  aaid,  poor  gentle  wi^t ! 
Itbnoght  fnJl  many  a  an  to  li^ii 
Oot  of  tiie  bottom  of  hia  heart. 

Drad  Spirits !  to  confomid  the  meek 
Why  wander  from  your  course  ao  lar, 
Daordexing  eoloar,  form,  and  stature ! 
—Let  good  men  fed  ihe  soul  of  nature, 
And  ne  things  as  they  are. 

Tel»  potent  Spirits!  wdllknoir, 
Bov  jc^lbit  play  wi^  sool  and 
innotmnsed  to  trooUe  friends 
Of  goodneai^  for  most  graeioas 
ABldBiIipeak  iniererenee! 


r 


Bitnglbt  I  giTO  adriee  to  yoo, 
Wbon  m  my  fear  I  lore  so  well ; 
F^UMB  of  pensiTe  Tirtne  go, 
DndBdngB!  and  your  empire 
Ofekeuli  fike  tfiat  of  Peter  BdL 


T«rpnMnee  often  have  I  fdt 
IsMmi  and  the  stonny  night ; 
Aadyritfafike  force,  if  need  there  be^ 
T«  OBI  pit  forth  your  agency 
Win  flvth  ii  calm,  and  heaven  is  brig^ 

Thca,  eooiiog  from  the  wayward  worid, 
'^  pcwofii]  worid  in  which  ye  dwell, 
<^  Spirits  of  the  Mind!  and  try 
To^iglit,  beneath  the  moonli^t  sky, 
^^nsybedime  with  Peter  Bell! 

—0,  wosld  that  some  more  skilful  Toioe 
Mj  (ortfaer  bboor  might  preTent ! 
^^  I«tenen,  that  aroond  me  sit, 
I^tbatlamaUnnfit 
^^■kIi  ld{^  argument. 

^  P^ed,  I  'to  danced,  with  my  nanmtion 
****'^ long  ere  I  began: 
« ^  Wilted  then  on  my  good  pleasore ; 
'  OQr  (Mit  mdnlgenoe  still,  in  measore 
^^»**nl»8yecanl 

^  TuveDcn^  ye  remember  well, 
^  tfaridding  a  seqoestered  lane ; 
^  Peter  many  tricks  is  trying, 
^  Dttny  anodynes  ^plying, 
'f  0  eiie  his  conscience  at  its  pain. 


By  this  his  heart  is  fighter  frr; 
And,  finding  diat  he  can  aeeoont 
So  smigly  for  diat  crimson  stain. 
His  eril  sfint  up  agam 
Does  like  an  empty  bodwt  moanL 


And  Peter  is  a  deep 

Who  hath  no  lack  of  wit  merenrial ; 

«  Bk>od  drops— kares  itetle—yet,**  quoth  he, 

**  This  poor  man  neirer,  hot  for  me, 

Coold  have  had  Ooistian  bnriaL 


And,  say  the  best  yon  can,  'tis  plain. 
That  here  has  been  some  wicked  dealing ; 
No  donbt  the  deril  in  me  wrooght ; 
I  'm  not  the  man  who  eoohl  hare  thought 
An  Ass  like  this  was  worth  the  stealing  V* 


So  from  his  podwi  Peter 
His  shining  ham 
And,  in  a  li^t  and  careless 
As  men  who  widi 
Upon  the  lid  he  knocks. 


f 
way. 


purpose  pUy, 


Let  them  whose  Toiee  can  stop  the  douds, 

Whose  cunning  eye  can  see  the  wind, 

Tdl  to  a  cnrions  world  the  cause 

Why,  making  here  a  sudden  pause. 

The  Ass  turned  round  his  head,  and  grinned. 

Appalling  process !  I  have  marked 
The  like  on  heath,  in  lonely  wood ; 
And,  Terily,  hare  seldom  met 
A  spectacle  more  hideous — yet 
It  suited  Peter's  present  mood. 

And,  grinning  in  his  turn,  his  teeth 
He  in  jocose  defiance  showed — 
When,  to  upset  his  spiteful  mirth, 
A  murmur,  pent  within  the  earth. 
In  the  dead  earth  beneath  the  road. 

Reeled  audibly !  it  swept  along, 
A  muffled  noise— a  rumbling  sound ! — 
TwBS  by  a  troop  of  miners  made, 
Plying  with  gunpowder  their  trade, 
Some  twenty  fathoms  underground. 

Small  cause  of  dire  effect !  for,  sorely. 
If  ever  mortal.  King  or  Cotter, 
Believed  that  earth  was  charged  to  quake 
And  yawn  for  his  unworthy  sake, 
'Twas  Peter  Bell  the  Potter. 
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Butt  M  an  Mk  in  bmtbleMi  air 

VTiSi  ifeuid  though  to  the  centre  hewn; 

Or  M  the  weakest  things,  if  firost 

Hare  stiffened  them,  maintain  their  poot; 

So  he,  beneath  the  gazing  moon  !— 


The  Beast  bestriahig  thus,  he  readied 
A  tpot  where^  in  a  sheltering  cove^ 
A  little  chapd  stands  alone, 
With  greenest  ivy  orergrown. 
And  tufted  with  an  ivy  grove ; 

Dying  insensibly  away 

From  human  thoughts  and  parpoees^ 

It  seemed — ^wall,  window,  roof  and  towex^^ 

To  bow  to  some  transforming  power. 

And  blend  with  the  suzronndingi 


Ab  ndnoiis  a  plaee  it  was^ 
Thought  Peter,  in  the  shire  of  life 
That  served  my  turn,  when  following  still 
From  land  to  land  a  reckleas  wiU 
I  married  my  sixth  wife! 

The  miheedhig  Ass  moves  slowly  cd. 
And  now  is  passing  by  an  inn 
Brim*fy  1  of  a  carousing  crew. 
That  make,  with  curses  not  a  few. 
An  uproar  and  a  druukcn  din. 

I  cannot  well  express  the  thoughts 
Which  Peter  in  those  noises  found ; — 
A  stifling  power  compressed  his  frame, 
While-as  a  swimming  darkness  came 
Over  that  dull  and  dreary  sound. 

For  well  did  Poter  know  the  sound ; 
The  langtia;^  of  those  drunken  joys 
To  him,  a  jovial  soul,  I  ween, 
But  a  few  hours  ago,  Iiad  been 
A  gladsome  and  a  welcome  noise. 

Nino,  turned  adrift  into  the  past, 
Ho  finds  no  solace  in  his  course ; 
Lilce  planet-stricken  men  of  yore, 
He  trembles,  smitten  to  tlie  core 
By  strong  compunction  and  remorse. 

But,  more  than  all,  his  heart  is  stung 
To  diink  of  one,  almont  a  child ; 
A  sweet  and  playful  Highland  girl, 
As  light  and  beauteous  as  a  squirrel. 
As  beauteous  and  as  wild ! 


Her  dwelling  was  a  kmely 
A  eottsge  ui  ahealhy  ddl ; 
And  she  put  on  her  gown  of 
And  left  her  mother  at  sbLtsen, 
And  foUowed  Peter  BelL 

Bat  many  good  and  pious  flwaghta 
Had  she ;  and,  in  the  khrk  to  pnj. 
Two  long  Scotch  mQes,  throng^  nin  er  m 
To  kirk  she  had  been  used  to  go^ 
Twice  eveiy  Sa&bath-day. 

And,  when  she  followed  Peter  BeO^ 
It  was  to  lead  an  honest  Ufe ; 
For  he,  with  tongue  not  naed  to  fiJfcer, 
Had  pledged  his  troth  before  the  altar 
To  love  her  as  his  wedded  wifeu 

A  mother's  hope  is  hers; — but  aooii 
She  drooped  and  {nned  like  one  focloni ; 
From  Scripture  she  aname  did  boirowf 
Benoni,  or  the  child  of  sorrow. 
She  called  her  babe  nnbonL 

For  she  had  learned  how  Peter  lived. 
And  took  it  in  most  grievous  part ; 
She  to  the  very  bone  was  won. 
And.  ere  that  little  child  was  bom. 
Died  of  a  broken  heart. 

And  now  the  Spirits  of  the  Mind 
Are  busy  witli  poor  Peter  Bell ; 
Upon  the  riglits  of  visual  sense 
Usurping,  with  a  prevalence 
More  terrible  than  magic  spell. 

Close  by  a  brake  of  flowering  fiurxe 
(Above  it  shivering  aspens  play) 
He  sees  an  unsubstantial  ci^ature, 
His  very  self  in  form  and  feature, 
Not  four  yards  fi'om  tlie  broad  highway : 


And  stretched  beneath  the  furze  he 
The  Highland  girl— it  is  no  other; 
And  heai*s  her  crying  as  she  cried. 
The  very  moment  tliat  she  died, 
**  My  motlier !  oh  my  mother !" 


Tlie  sweat  pours  down  from  Peter's  face. 
So  grievous  is  his  hearths  contrition ; 
With  aa:onv  his  eve-balls  ache 

Or  V 

While  he  behohls  by  the  furze-brake 
This  miserable  vision  I 
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dm  a  the  Kell-ilmcrving  brute, 

fii  jttix  luuli  no  off.-nre  belnyed ; 

lul  am.  Khile  iloun  that  h1o|ic  lie  weodl^ 

Utmuiduig  biita  die  woody  gtude : 

V  Tdia,  thoDgh  cUmoTous  u  a  hon 

1»4diKd  br  &  Dkked  rock, 

Jnt)  fr«n  tliM  tahemvle — List  I 

^idun,*  rervent  tiellindiat 

■I  pMdung  to  DO  Iwedlew  flock  I 

'KqiBil  I  irpCTit !"  he  crioi  »lood, 
'WliilejTt  ye  maj  finil  merry  ; — alri™ 
To  low  die  LorJ  «itii  all  jour  migiit; 
Tm  lo  him,  K«k  hint  ilay  uul  uigbt, 
Uan  jngr  •onls  UiTe  1 

S<pot !  Ifpent !  thon jfi  ye  Imvb  gone, 
ToTDij^  ftjhr-  nf  wickednew  (md  voe, 
UnikeBabytonUnbarlot; 
*H'fcwgh  your  sins  be  rod  ta  miieti 
IH' Ad  b«  white  u  aaov  I" 

hi  M  Iw  puKd  the  dnor,  these  wniiU 
M  plualy  enoie  to  Pelcr's  cars  ; 
WthyueU  joj-TuI  tidings  n-cre, 
'kjof  nt  ntore  than  be  cxnild  bear! — 


"M  tcm  of  hnpe  and  tnidcmen ! 
ladbK  lliey  Mi,  a  pienleona  sbo«-« 
lawnn,  bin  liiiens  sermed  to  mel 
"ba^h  all  hii  irnn  fnme  wu  felt 
'  peile,  a  relating,  paver  1 

•A  Rbn  of  bi*  fhune  iraa  weak ; 
CfU  iD  the  animal  irithiu  ; 


*li  in  ill  Mplesinees,  qj*v  m 
•J  gntto  ai  on  lufant  cliild, 


■^meek  Boat !  lhal,thTough  IleaTGn'i  grace, 
'■  ««t  (Dimoved  did  notice  now 
I*  ttm  npan  thy  dimildEr  scored, 
■■  Wnj  hn|ifiM*,  ty  tlic  Lord 
°  *ftm  all  human-kind  tliall  bo«  ; 

l^iurU  of  hill  touch—that  day 
'Tfn  Jpsm  bimbly  deigned  to  rid*, 
'"ini  the  jimud  Jprusalem, 
van  mmicBmi^lc  Etrnun 
'■WQEjn^  people  deiBedl 


Jlejvnwhile  the  peraevering  A«b, 
Turned  towards  a  gale  tliat  hung  in  riew 
Acrasa  a  absdy  lane ;  bis  chest 
Af^ainal  [lie  yielding  g;Lte  be  pressed 
And  quietly  passed  through. 

And  up  the  stony  lane  he  goes ; 
Uti  ghost  more  softly  ever  trod ; 
Among  tbe  slunee  and  pebbles,  ha 
Sets  donn  his  buols  inaudibly. 
As  if  with  felt  Ilia  hoofs  were  shod. 

Along  the  luie  the  trusty  An 

Went  twice  two  hiindi'ed  yards  or  more, 

And  no  one  coulJ  luive  guessed  bis  aim. — 

Till  to  A  lonely  house  he  cBsie, 

And  stopped  beside  tlic  door. 

Tlioagbt  Peter,  'tis  the  poor  man's  home  I 
He  listens— not  a  sound  is  heard 
Save  from  Ibe  trickluig  houwhold  rill ; 
But,  stepping  o'er  llio  cottage-sill, 
Fortliivith  a  little  Girl  appeared. 

She  to  the  Mocting-liouse  wu  bound 
In  liopes  some  tidings  tlierc  to  gather: 
No  glimpse  It  Is,  no  doubtful  gleam ; 
She  taw— and  uttered  with  a  uream, 
"My  Gtlherl  hero's  my  father  I" 

The  very  irord  was  plainly  heard. 
Heard  plainly  by  the  wretched  Mother — 
Her  joy  was  like  a  deep  slfright: 
And  forth  slic  inished  into  the  light. 
And  saw  it  nos  another  1 

And,  instantly,  npon  the  earth, 
Beneatli  the  full  moon  Bliinii>g  brigjit, 
Oose  to  the  Ass's  feet  she  fell; 
At  the  same  moment  Peter  BeU 
Dismounts  in  most  unlitfppy  ptighL 

As  he  beheld  the  Woman  lie 
BreatldcM  and  motionleo,  the  mind 
Of  Peter  sadly  was  confused  ; 
But.  though  to  such  demands  unused. 
And  helpless  almost  as  the  blind. 

He  raised  her  up  ;  and,  while  he  held 
Her  body  pm]iped  agnir^t  bis  knee. 
The  Woman  waked-and  when  she  sjned 
Tbe  poor  Ass  standing  by  her  ade, 
She  moaueii  must  bitterly. 
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«01il  God1)epniied--iiij]ietrt*s«teMe--- 
IW  lie  it  dead-I  kimw  it  wen  I  *» 
^At  tiiis  die  wept  a  Utter  flood ; 
And,  in  Hie  bflrt  wfty  tfMt  he  eooU, 
Hie  tde  did  Pelor  teO.                   * 

And  now  is  Peter  tsai^  to  feel 
That  man's  heart  ia  a  hoty  tfaii« ; 
And  Natme,  ifavoi^  a  worid  oT  dsaft, 

Bkeauies  into  lum  a  sscoimL  brsalou 
Mors  seardiinig  fluHi  the  brsalii  of  qprf^gi 

He  teembke— lie  ii  pek  ae  deeA ; 
Ke  Toioe  ie  week  wiili  pertmlieitioii ; 
He  tome  laide  his  beady  lie  penaee ; 
Poor  Peter  from  e  ttouMid  eaueen^ 
Ifl  crippled  lore  fat  his  BeRition. 

Upon  a  stone  the  Woman  dte 

In  agony  of  eilent  grief— 

From  his  own  tihong^hto  did  Peter  sterti 

He  loQgs  to  press  her.to  his  heaH^ 

Aom  love  tfiat  cannot  find  xeliel 

At  lengfli  die  leemed  how  he  eq^ 
The  Aas  in  tfiat  flmaU  meodow-groond ; 
And  that  her  Hiubeod  now  bj  deed, 
Bedde  that  hiekleai  riTei^B  bed 
In  which  he  had  been  drowned. 

Bat  roDsed,  as  if  thvooi^  every  finob 
Had  past  a  sodden  dioek  of  dread. 
The  Mother  o'er  the  thrediold  fliee^ 

And  on  the  piUow  lajB  her  honiiig  head. 

A  ptegrafaig  look  the  DHdow  caat 
Unon  Hie  Beast  that  neer  her  stands : 
She  sees  *tis  he,  that  *tis  the  same ; 
She  caDs  tiie  poor  Ass  by  his  name^ 
And  wringi^  and  wrings  her  banda. 

And  Petsr  tnms  his  steps  adds 
Into  a  ehade  of  darioMme  trses^ 
Whers  he  sits  down,  he  knowanot  how, 
Wifli  his  hands  preesed  agdnst  his  brow. 

«0  wretched  loss— mitlmdy  stroke  1 
If  he  had  died  npon  Ua  bed  t 
He  knew  not  one  forewanung  pain; 
He  nerer  win  oome  home  again^ 
Is  dead,  for  ever  dead ! " 

nieie^  selflinvolved,  does  Peter  dt 
Untfl  nosignoflifeheniakea^ 
As  if  his  mind  wers  sinking  desp 
Through  yesrs  that  have  been  long  aelesp 
The  trance  is  passed  away — he  wdcee  ; 

Beside  the  Woman  Peter  stands ; 
His  heart  is  opening  more  and  more ; 
A  holy  sense  pervades  his  mind ; 
He  feels  what  he  for  human  kind 
Had  never  felt  before. 

He  lifts  hiR  head — and  sees  the  Ass 
Yet  standing  in  the  clear  moonshine  ; 
^When  shall  I  be  as  good  as  thout 
Oh  I  would,  poor  beast,  that  I  had  now 
A  heart  but  half  as  good  as  thine !" 

At  length,  by  Peter's  arm  sostamed. 
The  Woman  rises  from  the  ground — 
^  Ohy  mercy  I  something  must  be  done. 
My  little  Rachel,  you  must  run^ — 
Some  willing  neighbour  must  be  found. 

But  He — ^who  deviously  hath  sought 
His  Father  through  the  lonesome  woodsy 
Hath  sought,  proclaiming  to  the  ear 
Of  night  his  grief  and  sorrowful  feer — 
He  comes,  escaped  frx>m  fields  and  flooda 

Make  baste—my  little  Rachel — do, 
The  first  you  meet  with — ^bid  him  come. 
Ask  him  to  lend  his  horse  to-night. 
And  this  good  Man,  whom  Heaven  requite^ 
WiU  help  to  bring  ttie  body  home.** 

With  weary  pace  is  drawing  nigh ; 
He  sees  the  Ass — and  nothing  living 
Had  ever  such  a  fit  of  joy 
As  hath  this  little  orphan  Boy, 
For  he  has  no  misgiving ! 

Away  goes  Rachel  weepmg  loud  j— 
An  Infiuit,  waked  by  her  distiesi^ 
Makes  in  the  house  a  piteous  cry; 
And  Peter  hears  the  Mother  si^ 
*Seven  are  they,  and  all  fSstherieas  i" 

Forth  to  the  gentle  Ass  he  springe^ 
And  up  about  his  neck  he  climbs ; 
In  loving  words  he  talks  to  him. 
Ho  kisses,  kisses  face  and  limb, — 
He  kisses  him  a  thousand  times  I 
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TUf  Petar  aeei^  while  in  the  aluide 
He  stood  beeide  the  cottage-door ; 
And  Peter  Bdl,  the  mfBan  wild, 
Sobe  loud,  he  sobs  even  like  a  difld, 
*0h  1  God,  I  can  andare  no  more  !** 

—Here  ends  mj  Tale :  for  in  a  trice 
Airived  a  nei^iboor  with  his  horse ; 
Peter  went  forth  with  him  straigfatwa j ; 
And,  witii  dne  care,  ere  break  of  day. 
Together  thej  broog^t  back  the  Corse. 


And  many  years  did  tiiis  poor  Am, 
Whom  ooce  it  was  my  hick  to  see 
Cropping  the  shmbs  of  Leming-Lane^ 
Hdp  by  his  laboor  to  w»*»»*^S" 
The  Widow  and  her  £unily. 

And  Peter  BeQ,  who,  till  that  m^i. 
Had  been  the  wildest  of  his  dan. 
Forsook  lus  crimes^  renounced  his  folly. 
And,  after  ten  months'  melancholy. 
Became  a  good  and  honest  man. 


MISCELLANEOUS  SONNETS. 


DEDICATION. 

I    ♦  - 


TO 


BuffT  tte  fMUnf  from  the  bosom  thrown 
hywlMtitopo  (whose  bcantj  Time  ihsll  spsn 
Thoigh  a  teesth  made  it)  like  a  hobble  blown 
y»— Mr  psitimo  Into  wanton  air; 
Biffy  tho  thooi^t  boot  likened  to  a  atone 
OftbeibMicb,  when,  polished  with  nioe  care, 
TilH  it  diKwiwt  exqulaite  and  rare. 


Whidi  for  the  loM  of  that  molgt  gleam  atone 

That  tenqitedflnt  to  gather  it    That  here, 

Odiief  of  Friendef  nidi  feeUngil  i^eeent* 

To  thy  regard,  with  thongfate  so  fortonate. 

Were  a  Tain  notion;  bat  the  hope  is  dear, 

That  thou,  if  not  with  partial  J07  elate. 

Wilt  mUe  npon  this  gift  with  more  than  mild  content! 


PART  I. 

Hm  fret  not  at  their  conyenfs  narrow  room ; 
And  homtti  are  contented  with  their  cells ; 
Aid  itedcnti  with  their  pensive  citadels ; 
^^^  at  tiie  wheel,  the  weaver  at  his  loom, 
Sh  blithe  and  happy ;  bees  that  soar  for  bloom, 
Hjgh  astfae  highest  Peak  of  FnniesB-foUs, 
^  nnrmnr  by  the  hour  in  fox^ove  bells : 
u  tmtk  the  prison,  unto  which  we  doom 
^'BiBlTa^  no  priacm  is :  and  hence  for  me^ 
'Is  amdiy  moods,  'twas  pastime  to  be  bound 
^i&m  the  Sonnet's  scanty  plot  of  ground ; 
HeMed  if  some  Souls  (for  such  there  needs  must 

I  Who  have  felt  the  weight  of  too  much  liberty, 
Should  find  brief  solace  there,  as  I  have  found. 


II. 


ADMONITION. 


/ 


Intendad  mora  MTtlenlartj  tat  tbe  penual  of  thoM  who  11117  han 
happened  to  dc  nuunoored  of  aome  beautiful  Place  of  Bciraat,  In 
the  Coontiy  of  the  Lake*. 

Well  nuiy'st  thou  halt — and  gaze  with  brightening 

eye! 
The  lovely  Cottage  in  the  guardian  nook 
Hath  stirred  thee  deeply ;  with  its  own  dear  brook^ 
Its  own  small  pasture,  almost  its  own  sky  1 
But  covet  not  the  Abode ; — ^forbear  to  sigh, 
As  many  do,  repining  while  they  look ; 
Intruders — who  would  tear  from  Nature's  book 
This  predous  leaf,  with  harsh  impiety. 
Think  what  the  Home  must  be  if  it  were  thine. 
Even  thine,  though  few  thy  wants ! — Roof,  window, 

door. 
The  very  flowers  are  sacred  to  the  Poor, 
The  roses  to  the  porch  which  they  entwine : 
Yea,  all,  that  now  enchants  thee,  from  the  day 
On  which  it  should  be  touched,  would  melt  away. 


IM 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


^BfluyTBDValeP'  I  nid, «  vfaen  I  doifi  oob 
Hmmo  many  recofds  of  my  childiah  jem, 
Rwnernhnmce  of  najradf  and  of  my  peers 
Vnai  pnm  me  down :  to  think  of  what  is  gone 
Wm  be  aa  awful  thoqght,  if  Hfe  have  one." 
Bnty  when  into  the  Yale  I  came^  no  fears 
Dtstreased  me ;  from  mine  eyes  escaped  no  tean; 
Deep  thought,  or  dread  remembfanceyhad  I  none. 
By  doubts  and  thousand  petty  fimeies  erost 
I  stood,  of  shnple  shame  the  bhtthing  Thnll ; 
So  narrow  seemod  the  brtioksy  the  fields  so  smsU  r 
A  Juggler's  balls  old  Time  about  hhn  tossed ; 
I  looked,  I  stared,  I  smiled,  I  hwghed ;  and  aU 
The  weidit  of  saduess  was  hi  wonder  lost. 


IT* 

AT  AmKHWAin^  HBAib  XVWIGK. 

1804. 

BEAUMom  t  it  was  thy  wish  that  I  should  resr 

A  seemly  Cottage  in  this  sunny  Dell, 

On  fsToored  ground,  thy  gift,  where  I  migjht  dwell 

In  nei^bouihood  with  One  to  me  meet  dear. 

That  ondiTided  we  from  year  to  year 

Might  work  in  our  high  Calling — a  bright  hope 

To  whieh  our  fimeies,  mingling,  gave  firee  scope 

Tin  checked  by  some  necessities  severe. 

And  should  these  slacken,  honoured  Beaumont! 

still 
Even  then  we  may  perhaps  in  rain  implore 
.  Leave  of  our  fate  thy  wishes  to  fulfil 
Whether  this  boon  be  granted  ua  or  not, 
Old  Skiddaw  will  look  down  upon  the  Spot 
With  pride,  the  Muses  love  it  evermore. 


T. 

.,     '"  1801. 

Pelion  and  Ossa  flourish  side  by  ride. 

Together  in  immortal  books  enrolled : 

His  ancient  dower  Olympus  hath  not  sold ; 

And  that  inspiring  Hill,  which  *  did  divide 

Into  two  ample  horns  bis  forehead  wide,' 

Shines  with  poetic  radiance  as  of  old ; 

While  not  an  £nglisli  Mountain  we  behold 

By  the  celestial  Muses  glorified. 

Yet  round  our  sea-girt  shore  they  rise  in  crowds : 

What  was  the  great  Parnassus'  self  to  Thee, 

Mount  Siuddaw  i    In  his  natural  80verei<;uty 

Our  British  llill  is  nobler  far ;  he  shrouds 

His  double  front  among  Atlantic  clouds, 

And  pours  forth  streams  more  sweet  than  Castaly. 


TI. 

Tbbub  is  a  fitde  nqpreteBdipg  RID 
Of  limpid  water,  humbler  fiur  llian  angbl 
That  ever  amoi^  Men  or  Naiads  sought 
Notioe  or  wme  1 — It  ipnven  down  the  hfl], 
Furrowiog  its  ihaHow  way  with  dubiooa  will; 
Yet  to  my  mind  this  scaa^  Stream  ia  brem^ 
Oftener  than  Ganges  or  the  Nile ;  a  iSbooffd 
Of  private  roeoHectiOB  sweet  and  slill  I 
Months  perish  with  their  moons;  year  tondi 

year;  ♦ 

But,  faithfiil  Emma!  thou  widi  me  canst  s^ 
That,  while  ten  thousand  plcaanrea  diaippesi^ 
And  flies  their  memory  fiwt  almost  aa  tb^; 
The  unmortal  Spirit  of  one  happy  day 
lingers  beside  that  RUI,  In  Tiaioa  dear* 


Tn. 

Hbb  only  pilot  the  soft  breeie,  the  boat 
Lingers^  but  Fancy  is  well  satiafted  ; 
With  keen-eyed  Hope,  with  Memoty,  at  hir  8*^ 
And  the  ghid  Muse  at  liberty  to  note 
All  that  to  each  is  predous,  aa  we  float 
Gently  along ;  regardless  who  shall  diidt 
If  the  heavena  smile,  and  leave  us  fnm  ta  ffiittf 
Happy  Associates  breathing  air  remote 
From  trivial  cares.     But,  Fancy  and  the  Muse, 
Why  have  I  crowded  this  small  bark  with  yoo 
And  others  of  your  kind,  ideal  crew  ! 
While  here  sits  One  whose  bnghtness  owes  its  hon 
To  flesh  and  blood  ;  no  Goddess  from  abovc^ 
No  fleeting  Spirit,  but  my  own  true  Love  t 


VIII. 

Tbb  fiurest,  brightest,  hues  of  ether  fade ; 
The  sweetest  notes  must  terminate  and  die  ; 
0  Friend  I  tliy  flute  has  breathed  a  harmony 
Softly  resounded  through  tliis  rocky  gkide  ; 
Such  strains  of  rapture  as*  the  Genius  played 
In  his  still  haunt  on  Bagdad's  summit  high  ; 
He  who  stood  visible  to  Mirza's  eye. 
Never  before  to  human  sight  beti-ayed. 
Lo,  in  tlie  vale,  the  mists  of  evening  spread  1 
The  visionary  Arches  ai-e  not  tliere. 
Nor  tlie  green  Islands,  nor  the  sliining  Seas ; 
Yet  sacred  is  to  mc  tliis  Mountain's  head, 
Whence  I  liave  risen,  uplifted  on  the  breeze 
Of  liarmony,  above  all  earthly  care. 


*  See  the  Vition  of  Mina  In  the  Spectator. 
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tx. 

rHB  SIOHT  OF   A   BEAUTIFUL  PICTUBI^ 
Painted  bj  Sir  G.  B.  B«*amoDt.  Bart. 

e  the  Art  wh<ise  subtle  power  could  stay 
,  and  ftx  it  in  Uiat  glorious  shape  ; 
I  peniiit  tlie  Uiiu  smoke  to  escape, 
bright  sunbeams  to  forsake  the  day  ; 
pped  tliat  baud  of  travellers  on  tlieir  way, 
A'ere  lost  witliin  tlie  sliady  wood  ; 
ed  tlie  Dark  upon  die  glassy  flood 
uichored  in  her  slielteriiig  bay. 
ing   Art  I    whom   Monmig,  Noon-tide, 
•n, 

K'ith  all  tlieir  changeful  pageantry  ; 
1  ambiUou  modest  yet  sublime, 
the  siglit  of  mortal  man,  luist  given 
ief  moment  caught  from  fleeting  time 
•prutte  calm  of  blest  eternity. 


XII. 


TO  SLEEP. 


instrdy  these  nntuneful  murmuring^— 

;ing  notes  that  with  each  otiier  jar  I" 

entle  Lady,  of  a  Harp  so  far 

>wn  country,  and  forgive  the  strings." 

uiswer  !  but  even  so  forth  spruigs, 

Castalian  fountain  of  tlie  heart, 

y  of  Life,  and  all  Utut  Art 

words  quickening  insensate  tilings. 

submissive  necks  of  guiltless  men 

CD  the  block,  the  glittering  axe  recoils ; 

>,  and  stars,  all  stmggle  in  tlie  toils 

B^mpatliy  ;  what  wonder  then 
poor  Harp  distempered  music  yields 

Lord,  far  from  his  native  fields  ! 


XL 

loot — whose  solitary  brow 

I  low  thresliold  daily  meets  my  sight ; 

tep  forth  to  hail  the  morning  light ; 

le  stars  with  a  lingering  farewell — how 

cy  pay  to  thee  a  grateful  vow  ? 

1  the  Muse's  aid,  her  love  attest ! 

iting  on  thy  naked  head  the  crest 

>erial  Castle,  which  the  plough 

lall  not  touch.     lunocent  scheme  ! 

I  presume  no  more  tlian  to  supply 

he  sinuous  vale  and  roaring  stix^am 

XKigh  neglect  of  hoar  Antiquity. 

I,  ye  votive  Towers  !  and  catch  a  gleam 

sunset,  ere  it  fade  and  die. 


0  GENTLE  Sleep  1  do  tliey  belong  to  thee, 
These  twinklings  of  oblivion  ?     Tliou  dost  lore 
To  sit  in  mei^itnesis  like  (he  brooduig  Dove, 

A  captive  never  wibhing  to  be  free. 

This  tiresome  night,  O  Sleep  !  thou  art  to  me 

A  Fly,  tlmt  up  and  down  himself  doth  shove 

Upon  a  fretful  rivulet,  now  above 

Now  on  tlie  water  vexed  with  mockery. 

1  have  no  pain  that  calls  for  patience,  no  ; 
Hence  am  1  cross  and  ]K*evi8h  as  a  child  : 
Am  pleased  by  fits  to  luive  thee  for  my  foe. 
Yet  ever  willing  to  be  reconciled  : 

0  gentle  Creature  !  do  not  use  me  ao. 
But  once  and  deeply  let  me  be  beguiled. 


XIII. 
TO  SLEEP. 

Fond  words  have  oft  been  spoken  to  thee.  Sleep  1 
Aud  thou  hast  had  tliy  stoi*e  of  tenderest  names  ; 
The  very  sweetest.  Fancy  culls  or  frames. 
When  thankfulness  of  heart  is  strong  and  deep ! 
Dear  Bosom-child  we  call  tliee,  that  dost  steep 
In  rich  reward  all  suffering  ;  Balm  that  tames 
All  anguish  ;  Saint  tliat  evil  tlioughts  and  aims 
Takest  away,  and  into  souls  dost  creep. 
Like  to  a  breeze  from  heaven.     SluUl  I  alone, 
I  surely  not  a  man  ungently  made. 
Coll  Uiee  worst  Tyrant  by  which  Flesh  is  crost! 
Perverse,  self-willed  to  own  and  to  disown. 
Mere  slave  of  tliem  who  never  for  thee  prayed. 
Still  last  to  come  where  thou  art  wanted  meet  1 


xiv. 

TO  SLEEP. 

A  FLOCK  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by, 
One  after  one  ;  the  sound  of  rain,  and  bees 
Murmuring  ;  the  fall  of  rivers,  winds  and  s6€k>. 
Smooth  fields,  white  sheets  of  water,  and  pure  sky; 
I  have  tliought  of  all  by  turns,  and  yet  do  lie 
Sleepless  !  and  soon  the  small  birds*  melodies 
Must  hear,  first  uttei*cd  from  my  orchard  trees  ; 
And  the  first  cuckoo's  melancholy  cry. 
Even  thus  last  night,  and  two  nights  more,  I  lay. 
And  could  not  win  tlice,  Sleep  1  by  any  stealth  : 
So  do  not  let  me  wear  to-night  away  : 
Without  Thee  wluit  is  all  tlio  morning's  wealth  t 
Come,  blessed  barrier  between  day  and  day. 
Dear  mother  of  fresh  thoughts  and  joyous  health  t 
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XT. 

THB  WILD  DDCK'^  KEBt, 

Tea  imperial  Omaort  of  Hie  Faiiy-kiiig 
Owns  not  a  Byhnn  bower ;  or  gosgeoiui  cell 
WHStk  emerald  floored^  and  wHh  purporeal  dnU 
Grilinged  and  roofed ;  that  is  ao  fiur  a  dung 
Ab  ihki  low  Btroetare,  lor  the  taaka  of  Springy 
Fnpared  bj  one  who  lovea  the  bnojant  aweli 
Of  the  Ixriak  wavea,  yet  here  conaenta  to  dwell ; 
And  a|«eada  m  ateadfiut  peaee  her  brooding  wing. 
Worda  cannot  paint  the  o'erdiadowing  yew-tree 
Anddimly-gleainiiig  Neat^— ahoOow  crown  [boog^ 
Of  golden  leaTOS  inlaid  with  rilTor  down, 
Fine  aa  the  mother'a  aofteat  pinmea  allow : 
I  gaied— andy  aelf-aocnaed  while  gaong,  alg^ied 
For  hnman-kindy  weak  alavea  of  enmbrona  pride  t 

xn. 

WMTTKIt  UPON  A  BLANK  LBAV  VS  *'  TEX  OOHPLBTB 

ANOLER." 

Whilb  flowing  riTara  yield  a  Uameleaa  aport^ 

ShaU  Hto  the  name  of  Walton :  Sage  benign ! 

Whoae  pen,  the  mysteriea  of  the  rod  and  line 

Unfolding,  did  not  findtleaBly  exhort 

To  referend  watdiing  of  each  atiU  report 

That  Nature  uttera  from  her  rural  ahrine. 

Meek,  nobly  Teraed  in  ample  diadpline— 

He  found  the  longest  summer  day  too  short, 

To  his  loved  pastime  given  by  sedgy  Lee, 

Or  down  the  tempting  maze  of  Shawford  brook — 

Fairer  than  life  itself,  in  this  sweet  Book, 

The  cowslip-bank  and  shady  willow.tree  ; 

And  the  fresh  meads — where  flowed,  from  every 

Of  his  full  bosom,  gladsome  Piety !  [nook 

XVII. 
TO  THE   POET,  JOHN   DYER. 

Ba&d  of  the  Fleece,  whose  skilful  genius  made 
That  work  a  living  landscape  fair  and  bright ; 
Nor  hallowed  less  with  musical  delight 
Than  those  soft  scenes  through  which  thy  child- 
hood strayed. 
Those  southern  tracts  of  Cambria,  *  deep  embayed. 
With  green  hills  fenced,  with  ocean's  murmur  lull'd  ;* 
Though  hasty  Fame  hath  nuuiy  a  chaplot  culled 
For  worthleaa  brows,  while  in  the  pensive  shade 
Of  cold  neglect  ahe  leaves  thy  head  ungraoed, 
Yet  pure  and  powerful  minds,  hearts  meek  and  still, 
A  grateful  few,  ahaU  love  thy  modest  Lay, 
Long  aa  the  ahepherd'a  bleating  flock  shall  stray 
0*er  naked  Snowdon'a  wide  atrial  waste ; 
Long  aa  the  thrush  ahaU  (upe  on  Grrongar  Hill  I 


Oil  TBX 


DRRAOnQll  WHICH  WOUJ&WWD 
OMSUm  OP  A  GBRAIX 


«M«riiif : 


A  Book  came  fortfa  oC  latey  eaDed  PBtt  BUL  { 
Not  negllgept  Ae  atjyie  ^-the  matter  I    ptoi 
Aa  ao^t  that  aong  reeocdi  of  Bobin  Hood ; 
Or  Boy,  renowned  tlivoi^  maqy  a  SeottiA  ddi ; 
Bnt  Bome  (who  bcook  tiuMB  hankuBjwd 

fbUweD, 
Nor  heat,  at  Tarn  o*  Shanbar^  maie 
Waxed  wroth,  and  witili  fool  da«%  a  hnigr  bna^ 
On  Bard  and  Hero  damonody  ML 
Heed  not,  wild  Borer  onoe  HOooifkhmAktadili^ 
Who  mad'at  at  kngfli  the  betlar  Ufa  Aj  flboiaik 
Heed  not  Bodi  onaet  I  na/,if  pndBBofflMB 
To  thee  i^vpear  not  an  rnimiianfaig  ^niob. 
Lift  vqp  that  grey-haired  forehead,  and  v^oiaB 
In  the  Jnat  tribute  of  thy  Poet^  pn  1 


OsixPy  thoQ  haat  kat  an  orer  zeadj  Mad 
Now  that  the  oottageSpinnini^'wliBeliBnHtBi       j 
And  Gaie— a  oomforter  that  best  oodd  Bah 
Her  froward  mood,  and  BoftKert  rapBBbMdj         < 
And  Love— a  diarnur'B  voiea^  tliat  VBid  to  ha^' ' 
More  effioadooaly  than  aught  diat  flowi 
From  harp  or  lute,  kind  influence  to  compoae 
The  throbbing  pulse — else  troubled  without  end : 
Even  Joy  could  tell,  Joy  craving  truce  and  nat 
From  her  own  overflow,  what  power  sedate 
On  those  revolving  motions  did  await 
Assiduously — to  soothe  her  aching  breast; 
And,  to  a  point  of  just  relief,  abate 
The  mantling  triumphs  of  a  day  too  bleat 

XX. 

TO  S.  H. 

Excuse  is  needless  when  with  love  aincere 
Of  occupation,  not  by  fashion  led,  [spread; 

Thou  tum'st  the  Wheel  that  slept  with  dust  oVf^ 
My  nerves  from  no  such  murmur  shrink, — ^tho*  near, 
Soft  as  the  Dorliawk*s  to  a  distant  ear. 
When  twilight  shades  darken  the  mountain's  head. 
Even  She  who  toils  to  spin  our  vital  thread 
Might  smile  on  work,  0  Lady,  once  so  dear 
To  household  virtues.    Venerable  Art, 
Tom  from  the  Poor  I  yet  shaU  kind  Heaven  prolee 
Its  own ;  tliough  Rulers,  with  undue  respect^ 
Trusting  to  crowded  factory  and  mart 
And  proud  discoveries  of  the  intellect, 
I  Heed  not  the  pillage  of  man's  andent  heart 
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zxi. 

OOD  IN  OlfS  OF  THB  TALLETS  OF  WESTMORB- 
LAMDy  OR  KASTER  SUNDAT. 

I  mA  reenrrenoe  of  this  glorious  mom 
saw  the  Sayionr  in  his  hmnan  frame 
from  the  dead,  erewhile  the  Cottage-dame 
ID  fredi  raiment — till  that  hour  miwom : 
estie  hands  the  home-bred  wool  had  shorn, 
ibe  who  span  it  colled  the  daintiest  fleece, 
ong^tful  rererence  to  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
K  temjdes  bled  beneath  the  platted  thorn, 
■t  estate  when  piety  sublime 
ifaomble  props  disdained  not!  0  green  dales  I 
nay  /  be  who  heard  your  sabbath  chime 
I  Arfs  abused  inventions  were  unknown ; 
Nature's  Yarious  wealth  was  all  your  own ; 
Mnefits  were  wei^ied  in  Reason's  scales ! 

ZXII. 
DECAT   OF  PIETY. 

ire  I  seen,  ere  Time  had  ploughed  my  cheek, 

OS  and  Sires    who,  punctual  to  the  call 

ir  lored  Oiurdi,  on  fast  or  festival 

f^  die  long  year  the  House  of  Prayer  would 

ristmas  snows,  by  visitation  bleak       [seek : 

Iter  winda^  unscared,  from  hut  or  hall 

sme  to  lowly  bench  or  sculptured  stall, 

ith  one  fervour  of  devotion  meek. 

be  places  where  they  once  were  known, 

ik,  surrounded  even  by  kneeling  crowds, 

ent  Pie^  for  ever  flown  f 

even  then  they  seemed  like  fleecy  clouds 

tmggling  through  the  western  sky,  have  won 

pensive  light  from  a  departed  sun ! 

XXIII. 

SKD  0!f  THE  EVE  OF  THE  MARRIAOB  OF  A 
tIK.VD  15  THE  VALE  OF  GRASMERE,  1812. 

need  <rf  clamorous  bells,  or  ribands  gay, 
bumble  nuptials  to  proclaim  or  grace ! 
of  love,  look  down  upon  the  place ; 
n  the  diosen  vale  a  sun-bright  day ! 
proud  gladness  would  the  Bride  display 
or  such  promise : — serious  is  her  face, 
t  hermien ;  and  she,  whose  thoughts  keep  pace 
lentknfcss,  in  that  becoming  way 
tank  you.     FanltlesB  does  the  Maid  appear ; 
proportion  in  her  soul,  no  strife : 
ben  the  doser  view  of  wedded  life 
hown  that  nothing  human  can  be  clear 
Erailty,  for  that  insight  may  the  Wife 
indulgent  Lord  become  more  dear. 


XXIV. 

FROM  THE   ITAUAN   OF  MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

I. 

Ybb  !  hope  may  with  my  strong  desire  keep  pace. 

And  I  be  undduded,  unbetrayed ; 

For  if  of  our  affections  none  finds  grace 

In  sight  of  Heaven,  then,  wherefore  hath  Grod  mode 

The  world  which  we  inhabit  ?    Better  plea 

Love  cannot  have,  than  that  in  loving  thee 

Glory  to  th&t  eternal  Peace  is  paid. 

Who  such  divinity  to  thee  imparts 

As  hallows  and  makes  pure  all  gentle  hearts. 

His  hope  is  treacherous  only  whose  love  dies 

With  beauty,  which  is  varying  every  hour; 

But,  in  chaste  hearts  uninfluenced  by  the  power 

Of  outward  change,  there  blooms  a  deathless  flower. 

That  breathes  on  earth  the  air  of  paradise. 

XXV. 

FROM  THB  SAME. 

n. 
No  mortal  object  did  these  eyes  behold 
When  first  they  met  the  phwid  light  of  thine. 
And  my  Soul  felt  her  destiny  divine. 
And  hope  of  endless  peace  in  me  grew  bold : 
Heaven-bom,  the  Soul  a  heaven-ward  course  must 
Beyond  the  visible  world  she  soars  to  seek  [hold ; 
(For  what  delights  the  sense  is  false  and  weak) 
Ideal  Form,  the  universal  mould. 
The  wise  man,  I  affirm,  can  find  no  rest 
In  that  which  perishes :  nor  will  he  lend 
His  heart  to  aught  which  doth  on  time  depend. 
'Tis  sense,  unbridled  will,  and  not  true  love. 
That  kills  the  soul :  love  betters  what  is  best. 
Even  here  below,  but  more  in  heaven  above. 

XXVI. 

FROM  THE  SAME.   TO  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 

III. 

The  prayers  I  make  will  then  be  sweet  indeed 
If  Thou  the  spirit  give  by  which  I  pray : 
My  unassisted  heart  is  barren  clay, 
That  of  its  native  self  can  nothing  feed : 
Of  good  and  pious  works  thou  art  the  seed, 
That  quickens  only  where  thou  say'st  it  may : 
Unless  Thou  shew  to  us  thine  own  true  way 
No  man  can  find  it :  Father  I  Thou  must  lead. 
Do  Thou,  then, breathe  those  thoughts  into  my  mind 
By  which  such  virtue  may  in  me  be  bred 
That  in  thy  holy  footsteps  I  may  tread ; 
The  fetters  of  my  tongue  do  Thou  unbind, 
That  I  may  have  the  power  to  sing  of  thee, 
And  sound  thy  praises  everlastingly. 
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ZZTII. 

Surprised  by  joy — impatient  as  the  Wind 
I  turned  to  sliare  the  transport — Oh !   with  whom 
But  Thee,  deep  buried  in  tlie  silent  tomb, 
That  spot  which  no  vicissitude  can  find  I 
Love,  faitliful  love,  recalled  tliee  to  my  mind- 
But  how  could  I  forget  tliec !  Through  what  power, 
Even  for  tlie  least  division  of  an  hour, 
Have  I  been  so  beguiled  as  to  be  blind 
To  my  most  grievous  loss ! — Tlutt  tliought's  return 
Was  tlie  worst  pang  tliat  sorrow  ever  bore, 
Save  one,  one  only,  when  I  stood  forlorn, 
Knowing  my  hcait's  best  treasure  was  no  more ; 
Tlwt  neitlicr  present  time,  nor  yeai's  unborn 
Could  to  my  sight  that  heavenly  laoe  restore. 

XXTIII. 

I. 
Methought  I  saw  the  footsteps  of  a  throne 
Which  mists  and  vapours  from  mine  eyes  did 

shroud — 
Nor  view  of  who  might  sit  thereon  allowed ; 
But  all  the  steps  and  ground  about  were  strown 
With  sights  the  ruefuUest  tliat  flcsli  and  bone 
Ever  put  on  ;  a  miserable  crowd, 
Sick,  hale,  old,  young,  who  cried  before  that  cloud, 
"  Thou  art  our  king,  0  Death !  to  tliee  we  groan." 
Those  steps  I  clomb ;  the  mists  befoi*e  me  gave 
Smooth  way  ;  and  1  beheld  the  face  of  one 
Sleeping  alone  within  a  mossy  cave, 
With  her  face  up  to  heaven  ;   tliat  seemed  to  have 
Pleasing  reniembi-ance  of  a  thought  foregone  ; 
A  lovely  Beauty  in  a  summer  gi*ave  1 

XXIX. 

NOVEMBER,  1836. 
II. 

Even  so  for  me  a  Vision  sanctified 
The  sway  of  Death  ;  long  ere  mine  eyes  had  seen 
Thy  countenance — the  still  rapture  of  thy  mien — 
When  thou,  dear  Sister!    wert  become  Death's 
No  trace  of  pain  or  languor  could  abide      [  Bride : 
That  change  : — age  on  tliy  brow  was  smoothed — 

tliy  cold 
Wan  cheek  at  once  was  privileged  to  unfold 
A  loveliness  to  Uving  youth  denied. 
Oh  !  if  witliin  me  hope  should  e*er  decline, 
The  lamp  of  faiUi,  lost  Friend !  too  faintly  bum  ; 
Then  may  tliat  heaven-revealing  smile  of  tiiine. 
The  bright  assurance,  visibly  return : 
And  let  my  spiint  in  that  power  divine 
Rejoice,  as,  through  that  power,  it  ceased  to  mourn. 


^ 


XXX. 


I  It  is  a  beauteous  evening,  cal 
I  The  holy  time  is  quiet  as  a  JS 
Breatliless  with  adoration ;  t 
Is  sinking  down  in  its  ti'anqu 
The  gentleness  of  heaven  brc 
Listen  !  tlie  mighty  Being  is 
And  doth  witli  his  eternal  ra 
A  sound  like  tliundcr— ever] 
Dear  Child!  dear  Girl!  th; 

here, 
If  thou  appear  untouched  b^ 
.  Thy  natmH;  is  not  tlierefore 
[Thou  liest  in  Abraham's  bos 
'i  And  worsliip'st  at  the  Temf 
God  being  with  thee  when  hi 


XXXI. 

Where  lies  the  Land  to  wh 
Fresli  as  a  lark  mounting  at 
Festively  slie  puts  fortli  in  t 
Is  slie  for  tropic  suns,  or  pc 
What  boots  the  inquiry  ? — I 
She  cares  for  ;  let  her  travc 
She  finds  familiar  names,  a 
Ever  before  her,  and  a  wine 
Yet  still  I  ask,  what  haven 
And,  almost  as  it  was  when 
(From  time  to  time,  like  Pi 
Crossing  the  waters)  doubt. 
Of  the  old  Sea  some  revere: 
Is  with  me  at  tliy  farewell, 


xxxi: 

With  Ships  the  sea  was  sp 
Like  stare  in  heaven,  and  y 
Some  Ivini;  fast  at  anchor  i: 
Some  vcerinj;  up  and  down 
A  «;oodly  Vessel  did  1  then 
Come  like  a  giant  from  a  h; 
And  lustily  alonj^  the  hay  s 
Her  tackling  rich,  and  of  a) 
This  Ship  was  nought  to  m< 
Yet  I  pursued  her  with  a  I 
This  Ship  to  all  the  rest  dit 
When  will  she  turn,  and  wl 
No  tarrying ;  where   She 

stir : 
On  went  She,  and  due  nort 
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is  too  much  with  us ;  late  luid  soon, 
I  spending,  we  lay  waste  our  powers  : 
•e  in  Nature  Uiat  is  ours  ; 
ven  our  hearts  away,  a  sordid  boon  ! 
at  bares  her  bosom  to  Uie  moon  ; 
tli.it  will  be  howling  at  all  hours, 
-gathered  now  like  sleeping  flowers  ; 
r  every  thing,  we  are  out  of  tune  ; 
.  Dot^ — Great  God  I  I M  rather  be 
ckled  in  a  creed  outworn  ; 
standing  on  this  pleasant  lea, 
ses  that  would  nutke  me  less  forlorn  ; 
of  Proteus  rismg  from  tlie  sea ; 
.  Triton  blow  his  wreathed  horn. 


Vibe  cH  Bards  on  earth  are  found, 
i  the  flattering  2«ephyr8  round  them 

I  of  Tantage '  hang  their  nests  of  clay ; 
f  from  that  aery  hold  unbound, 
lirion  !    To  the  solid  ground 
ruvts  the  Mind  that  builds  for  aye  ; 
hat  there,  there  only,  she  can  lay 
dationa.    As  the  year  runs  round, 
oils  within  the  chosen  ring  ; 
tars  sliine,  or  while  day's  purple  eye 
leing  with  the  flowers  of  spring  ; 
I  tlie  motion  of  an  AngePs  wing 
Tupt  the  intense  tranquillity 
Ui^  and  more  than  silent  sky. 


he  wtH  of  Man,  liis  judgment  blind  ; 
inoe  p<*rsecuU:s,  and  Hope  betimya  ; 
roe  ; — and  joy,  for  human- kind, 
il  thing,  so  transient  is  the  blaze  1  * 
he  paint  our  lot  of  mortal  days 
the  furious  faculty  assigned 
he  more-than-reasoning  Mind, 
life's  dark  cloud  with  orient  rays. 
.  is  ttiat  sacred  power, 
I  lofty  and  refined  : 
pluck  the  amaranthine  flower 
id  round  the  Sufferer's  temples  bind 
at  endure  affliction's  heaviest  shower, 
shrink  from  sorrow's  keenest  wind. 


XXSTI. 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF   RAISLET   CALVERT. 

Calvert  !  it  must  not  lie  unheard  by  tliem 
Who  may  respect  my  name,  that  I  to  thee 
Owed  many  years  of  early  lilierty. 
This  cai*e  was  thine  when  sickness  did  condemn 
Thy  you  til  to  hopeless  wasting,  root  and  stem— 
That  I,  if  frugal  and  severe,  might  stray 
Where'er  I  liked  ;  and  finally  array 
My  temples  witli  the  Muse's  diadem. 
Hence,  if  in  freedom  1  have  loved  the  truth  ; 
If  there  bo  aught  of  pure,  or  good,  or  great. 
In  my  past  vei'se  ;  or  shall  be,  in  tlie  lays 
Of  higher  mood,  which  now  I  meditate  ; — 
It  gladdens  me,  0  wortliy,  sliort-lived,  Youth  ! 
To  think  how  much  of  this  will  be  thy  praise. 


PART  n. 

I. 

Scorn  not  the  Sonnet ;  Critic,  you  hare  frowned. 
Mindless  of  its  just  honours ;  witli  tliis  key 
Shakspeare  unlocked  his  heart ;  the  melody 
Of  tliis  small  lute  g:ive  cose  to  Petrarch's  wound ; 
A  tliousand  times  this  pipe  did  Tasso  sound ; 
With  it  Camoens  soothed  an  exile's  grief ; 
The  Sonnet  glittered  a  gay  niyi*tle  leaf 
Amid  the  cypress  witli  which  Dante  crowned 
His  visionary  brow  :  a  glow-wonn  lamp, 
It  cheered  mild  Si)eii8er,  called  from  Faery-land 
To  struggle  through  dark  ways  ;  and,  when  a  damp 
Fell  i*ound  tlie  path  of  Milton,  in  his  liand 
The  Thing  became  a  trumpet  ;  whence  he  blew 
Soul-animating  strains — alas,  too  few  1 


II. 

How  sweet  it  is,  when  mother  Fancy  rocks 
The  wayward  brain,  to  saunter  through  a  wood  1 
An  old  place,  full  of  many  a  lovely  brood. 
Tall  ti*ees,  gi*een  arbom*s,  and  ground-flowers  in 

flocks ; 
And  wild  rose  tip- toe  upon  hawthorn  stocks. 
Like  a  bold  Girl,  who  plays  her  agile  pranks 
At  Wakes  and  Fairs  with  wandering  Mountebanks, — 
When  she  stands  cresting  the  Clown's  head,  and 
The  crowd  beneath  her.     Verily  I  think,     [mocks 
Such  place  to  me  is  sometimes  like  a  dream 
Or  map  of  the  whole  world  :  thoughts,  link  by  link, 
Enter  through  ears  and  eyesight,  with  such  gleam 
Of  all  tilings,  tliat  at  last  in  fear  I  shrink. 
And  leap  at  once  from  tlie  delicious  stream. 
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III. 


TO  B.  R.  HAYDON. 


High  is  our  calling,  Friend  !— Creative  Art 
(Whether  the  instnunent  of  words  she  use, 
Or  pencil  pregnant  with  ethereal  hues,) 
Demands  the  sendee  of  a  mind  and  heart, 
Though  sensitive,  yet,  in  their  weakest  part. 

Heroically  fashioned to  infuse 

Faith  in  the  whispers  of  the  lonely  Muse, 
While  the  whole  world  seems  adverse  to  desert 
And,  oh  !  when  Nature  sinks,  as  oft  she  may. 
Through  long-lived  pressure  of  obscure  distress, 
Still  to  be  strenuous  for  the  bright  reward. 
And  in  the  soul  admit  of  no  decay. 
Brook  no  continuance  of  weak-mindedness- 
Great  is  the  glory,  for  the  strife  is  hard  I 


IV. 


From  the  dark  chambers  of  dejection  freed. 

Spuming  the  unprofitable  yoke  of  care, 

Rise,  Gillies,  rise  :  the  gales  of  youth  shall  bear 

Thy  genius  forward  like  a  wingdd  steed. 

Though  bold  Bcllerophon  (so  Jove  decreed 

In  wrath)  fell  headlong  from  the  fields  of  air. 

Yet  a  rich  guerdon  waits  on  minds  that  dare. 

If  aught  be  in  tliem  of  immortal  seed. 

And  reason  govern  that  audacious  flight 

Which  heaven-ward  tliey  direct— Then  droop  not 

thou, 
Erroneously  renewing  a  sad  vow 
In  the  low  dell  'mid  Roslin's  faded  grove  : 
A  cheerful  life  is  what  the  Muses  love, 
A  soaring  spirit  is  their  prime  delight. 


V. 


Fair  Prime  of  life  !  were  it  enough  to  gild 
With  ready  sunbeiims  every  straijjrlin^r  sliower  ; 
And,  if  an  unexpected  cloud  should  lower, 
Swiftly  thereon  a  rainbow  arch  to  build 
For  Fancy's  errands,  -then, from  fields  half-tilled 
Gathering  green  weeds  to  mix  with  poppy  flower, 
Thee  mi«;lit  thy  Minions  cro^^'n,  and  chant    thy 
power, 

Unpitied  by  the  wise,  all  censure  stilled. 

Ah  !  show  that  worthier  honours  are  thy  due  ; 

Fair  Prime  of  life  !  arouse  the  deeper  heart  ; 

Confirm  the  Spirit  glorying  to  pursue 

Some  path  of  steep  ascent  and  lofty  aim  ; 

And,  if  there  be  a  joy  that  slights  tlie  claim 

Of  grateful  memory,  bid  tliat  joy  depart 


I  WATCH,  and  long  have  watdied,  with  cahn  itp 
Yon  slowly-smking  star— immortal  Sire 
(So  might  he  seem)  of  all  the  guttering  qmre ! 
Blue  ether  still  surromids  him — yet— 4uid  j€t  * 
But  now  the  horizon's  rocky  pan^)et 
Is  reached,  where,  forfeiting  his  Ini^t  attire^ 
He  bums — transmuted  to  a  dosky  fire- 
Then  pays  submissively  the  appomted  debt 
To  the  flying  moments,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
Angels  and  gods  !  We  stmggje  with  our  hltt. 
While  health,  power,  ^ory,  from   their  Ih^ 

decline. 
Depressed  ;  and  then  extingoiflhed :  and  our  iM 
In  this,  how  different,  lost  Star,  from  Attyi^ 
That  no  to-morrow  shall  our  beams  restore ! 

VII. 

I  HBABD  (alas  !  *t  was  only  in  a  dream) 
Strams— which,  as  sage  Antaqoity  beBmd, 
By  waking  ears  have  sometimes  been  reeoved 
Wafted  adown  the  wind  from  lake  or  ■tram ; 
A  most  melodious  requiem,  a  Mipisfm^ 
And  perfect  harmony  of  notes,  achieved 
By  a  fair  Swan  on  drowsy  biOows  heaved. 
O'er  which  her  pinions  shed  a  silver 
For  is  she  not  the  votary  of  Apollo  t 
And  knows  she  not,  singing  as  he  inspires, 
That  bliss  awaits  her  wliich  the  ungenial  HoUow* 
Of  the  dull  earth  partakes  not,  nor  desires ! 
Mount,  tuneful  Bird,  and  join  the  immortal  qniml 
She  soared— and  I  awoke,  struggling  m  vrntn  lo 
follow. 


VIII. 
RETIREMENT. 

If  the  whole  weight  of  what  we  think  and  fed, 

Save  only  far  as  thought  and  feeling  blend 

Witli  action,  were  as  notliing,  patriot  Friend  1 

From  thy  remonstrance  would  be  no  appeal ; 

But  to  promote  and  fortify  the  weal 

Of  our  own  Being  is  her  paramount  end  ; 

A  truth  which  they  alone  shall  comprehend 

Who  shun  the  mischief  which  they  cannot  heal 

Peace  in  these  feverish  times  is  sovereign  bliss: 

Here,  with  no  thirst  but  what  the  stream  can  M^ 

And  startled  only  by  the  rustling  brake. 

Cool  air  I  breathe ;  while  the  unincumK*red  Mad 

By  some  weak  aims  at  services  assigned 

To  gentle  Natures,  thanks  not  Heaven  amies. 


*  So©  the  Phapdon  of  Plato,  by  which  tlilt 
suggested. 
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IX. 

,  not  War,  nor  the  tamultaous  swell 
mflicty  nor  the  wrecks  of  change, 

stmggUng  with  afflictions  strange — 

altme  inspire  the  tonefol  sheU ; 

i  imtroobled  peace  and  concord  dwell, 

>  is  the  Muse  not  loth  to  range, 

the  twilight  smoke  of  cot  or  grange, 
lacending  from  a  woody  delL 
rations  please  her,  l<me  endeavour, 
content,  and  placid  melancholy ; 
to  gaze  upon  a  crystal  river — 
IS  because  it  travels  slowly ; 

music  that  would  charm  for  ever ; 
r  of  sweetest  smell  is  shy  and  lowly. 


X. 

eooeentred  hazels  that  enclose 
rey  Stone,  protected  from  the  ray 
le  sons : — and  even  the  beams  that  play 
1^  while  wantonly  the  rough  wind  blows, 
n  fne  to  touch  the  moes  that  grows 
;  roo^  amid  embowering  gloom, 
image  framing  of  a  Tomb, 
•ome  ancient  Chieftain  finds  repose 
0  lonely  mountains. — Live,  ye  trees ! 
,  grey  Stone,  the  pensive  likeness  keep 
diamber  where  the  Mighty  sleep : 
than  Fancy  to  the  influence  bends 
itary  Nature  condescends 
Time's  foriom  humanities. 


XII. 
■'  thfey  an  of  the  akj. 


XI. 

AFTEE  A  JOUSIfKT  ACBOfiS  THE  HAMBLBTOM 
HILLS,  YORKSHIRE. 

1  more  dark  the  shades  of  evening  fell ; 
sd-for  point  was  reached— but  at  an  hour 
ie  could  be  gained  from  that  rich  dower 
icty  whovof  many  thousands  tell. 
be  glowing  w^est  with  marvellous  power 
;  there  stood  Lidian  citadel, 
f  Greece,  and  minster  with  its  tower 
illy  expressed — a  place  for  bell 
to  toll  from !    Many  a  tempting  isle, 
ves  that  never  were  imagined,  lay 
how  steadfast !  objects  all  for  the  eye 
rapture ;  but  we  felt  the  while 
d  forget  them ;  they  are  of  the  sky, 
I  our  earthly  memory  fade  away. 


And  Afon  oar  eutUy  memoij  flide  tnrmr* 

Those  words  were  uttered  as  in  pensive  mood 
We  turned,  departing  from  that  solemn  sight : 
A  contrast  and  reproach  to  gross  delight. 
And  life's  unspiritual  pleasures  daily  wooed  I 
But  now  upon  this  thought  I  cannot  brood ; 
It  is  unstable  as  a  dream  of  night ; 
Nor  will  I  praise  a  cloud,  however  bright. 
Disparaging  Man's  gifts,  and  proper  food. 
Grove,  isle,  with  every  shape  of  sky-built  dome. 
Though  clad  in  colours  beautiful  and  pure. 
Find  in  the  heart  of  man  no  natural  home : 
The  immortal  Mind  craves  objects  that  endure : 
These  cleave  to  it ;  from  these  it  cannot  roam. 
Nor  they  from  it :  their  fellowship  is  secure. 

XIIL 
SEPTEMBEB,  18J5. 

While  not  a  leaf  seems  faded ;  while  the  fields. 

With  ripening  harvest  prodigaby  fair. 

In  brightest  sunshine  bask;  this  nipping  air. 

Sent  from  some  distant  clime  where  Winter  wields 

His  icy  scimitar,  a  foretaste  yields 

Of  bitter  change,  and  bids  the  flowers  beware ; 

And  whispers  to  the  silent  birds,  ^Prepare 

Against  the  threatening  foe  your  trustiest  shields." 

For  me,  who  under  kindlier  laws  belong 

To  Nature's  tuneful  quire,  this  rusUing  dry 

Through  leaves  yet  green,  and  yon  cr^'stalline  sky. 

Announce  a  season  potent  to  renew, 

Blid  frost  and  snow,  the  instinctive  joys  of  song. 

And  nobler  cares  than  listiess  summer  knew. 

XIV. 
NOVEMBER  1. 

How  clear,  how  keen,  how  marvellously  bright 
The  effluence  from  yon  distant  mountain's  head. 
Which,  strewn  with  snow  smooth  as  the  sky  can 

shed. 
Shines  like  another  son — on  mortal  sight 
Uprisen,  as  if  to  check  approaching  Night, 
And  all  her  twinkling  stars.    Who  now  would  tread. 
If  so  he  might,  yon  mountun's  glittering  head — 
Terrestrial,  but  a  surface,  by  the  flight 
Of  sad  mortality's  earth-sullying  wing, 
Unswept,  unstained  I    Nor  sliall  the  afe'rial  Powers 
Dissolve  that  beauty,  destined  to  endure. 
White,  radiant,  spotiess,  exquisitely  pure. 
Through  all  vicissitudes,  till  genial  Spring 
Has  filled  the  laughing  vales  with  welcome  flowers. 
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XT. 

COMPOSED  DURING  A  STORlf. 

OxE  who  was  Buffering  tumult  in  his  soul 
Yet  failed  to  fteek  the  mire  relief  of  prayer. 
Went  foi'tli— his  course  surrendering  to  the  care 
Of  the  fierce  wind,  while  mid-dny  lightnings  prowl 
Insidiously,  untimely  thunders  growl ; 
While  trees,  dim-seen,  in  frenzied  numbers,  tear 
The  lingering  remnant  of  their  yellow  hair, 
And  shivering  wolves, surprised  with  darkne88,howl 
As  if  tlie  sun  wera  not     He  raised  his  eye 
Soul-smitten  ;  for,  that  instant,  did  appear 
Large  space  (mid  dreadful  clouds)  of  purest  sky. 
An  azui*e  disc— shield  of  Tranquillity; 
Invisible,  unlooked-for,  minister 
Of  providential  goodness  ever  nigh  1 

XVI. 

TO  A   SNOW-DROP. 

Lone  Flower,  hemmed  in  witli  snows  and  white  as 
But  hardier  far,  once  more  I  see  thee  bend    [tliey 
Thy  forehead,  as  if  feai'ful  to  offend. 
Like  an  unbidden  guest.    Tliough  day  by  day. 
Storms,  sallying  from  the  mountain-tops,  way-lay 
The  rising  sun,  and  on  tlie  plains  descend ; 
Yet  art  tliou  welcome,  welcome  as  a  friend 
Whose  zeal  outruns  his  promise !    Blue-eyed  May 
Shall  soon  behold  tin's  border  tliickly  set 
With  bright  jonquils,  tlieir  odours  lavishing 
On  the  soft  west-wind  and  his  frolic  \)ecn ; 
Nor  will  1  then  thy  modest  grace  forget, 
Chaste  Snow-drop,  venturous  hai'binger  of  Spring, 
And  pensive  monitor  of  ficctuig  years ! 

XVII. 

TO   THE   LADY    MART   LOWTHEB. 

With  K  »Hection  fVoni  t>^e  Poems  of  Anne.  Connfe«5  of  WlnrhnuM; 
Mnil  ettm-tn  of  Kimil.v  cLaractcr  from  other  Writers;  trautcribcd 
by  a  female  ineniL 

Lady  !  1  rifled  a  PamasRian  Cave 
(But  Fcldom  ti'od)  of  mllilly-;j;leannng  ore  ; 
And  culled,  from  sundry  beds,  a  lucid  store 
Of  genuine  crystals,  pure  as  those  that  pave 
The  azure  brooks,  where  Dian  joys  to  lave 
Her  spotless  limbs ;  and  ventured  to  explore 
Dim  shades — for  reliquca,  upon  Lethe's  shore. 
Cast  up  at  random  by  the  sullen  wave. 
To  female  hands  the  treasures  wei-e  resij^ed  ; 
And  lo  this  Work  ! — a  grotto  bright  and  clear 
From  stain  or  taint ;  in  which  thy  blameless  mind 
May  feed  on  thoughts  though  pensive  not  austere ; 
Or,  if  thy  deeper  spirit  be  inclined 
To  holy  musing,  it  may  enter  here. 


XVIII. 


TO  ladt  bea 


Ladt  !  the  songs  of  Spring  i 
While  I  was  sliaping  beds  fc 
While  I  was  planting  green 
And  shrubs — to  hang  upon  i 
And  sheltering  wall ;  and  st 
The  dream,  to  time  and  nat 
I  gave  tliis  paradise  for  vdu 
A  labyrintli.  Lady  !  which  ; 
Yes !  when  tlie  sun  of  life  n 
Becoming  thoughts,  I  trust. 
Or  of  high  gladness  you  sha 
And  these  pei*ennial  bowen 
Bo  gracious  as  tlie  music  ar 
And  all  the  mighty  ravishn 


XIX. 

Tbkre  is  a  pleasure  in  poe 
Wfiicfi  only  Poets  huno; — '1 
Whom  could  the  Muses  ek 
Their  smoothest  paths,  to  wc 
When  happiest  Fancy  has 
How  oft  tlie  malice  of  one  1 
Pursues  tlie  Enthusiast  to  1 
Haunts  him  belated  on  tlie 
Yet  he  repines  not,  if  his  tl 
At  last,  of  hindrance  and  o 
Fresh  as  the  star  that  cro« 
Bright,  specklcss,  as  a  softl 
The  moment  it  has  left  the 
Or  rain-drop  luigering  on  1 


(( 


XX. 

The  Shepherd,  looking  eas 
Bright  is  thy  veil,  0  Moo 
Forthwith,  that  little  cloudj 
And  penetrated  all  with  ter 
She  cast  away,  and  showed 
Uncovered  ;  dazzling  the  B 
As  if  to  vijidicatc  her  beaut 
Her  beauty  thoughtlessly  d 
Meanwhile  that  veil,  reniov 
Went  floating  from  her,  da* 
And  a  huge  mnss,  to  bury  c 
Approached  this  glory  of  tli 
Who  meekly  yields,  and  is  ' 
With  one  calm  triumph  of  i 
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v^. 


Qghty  expectations  prostrate  lie, 

deur  crouches  like  a  guilty  thing, 

Jte  lowly  weak,  till  nature  binng 

lease,  in  fair  society 

Jid  Fortune's  utmost  anger  try ; 

'  frail  snow-drops  tliat  together  cling, 

iietr  helmets,  smitten  by  tlie  wing 

i  furious  whiri-blost  sweeping  by. 

he  faithful  flowers !  if  small  to  gi*eat 

the  thoughts,  thus  struggling  used  to  stand 

Jiian  plialanx,  nobly  obstinate ; 

e  bright  immortal  Theban  band, 

set,  fiercely  m-ged  at  Jove's  command 

xwhelniy  bat  could  not  separate ! 


xxn. 

light,  sorereign  of  one  peaceful  hour! 
n  Thou  as  undisceming  Night ; 
ms  only  to  remove  from  siglit 
aU>le  distinctions. — Ancient  Power  1 
Jie  waters  gleam,  tlie  mountains  lower, 
le  Briton,  when,  in  wolf-skin  vest 
Dg  wild,  lie  laid  him  down  to  rest 
re  rock,  or  tlirough  a  leafy  bower 
e  his  eyes  were  closed.    By  him  was  seen 
une  Virion  which  we  now  behold, 
eeii  bidding,  shadowy  Power!  brought 
Ih; 

;hty  barriers,  and  tlie  gulf  between ; 
tlie  stars, — a  spectacle  as  old 
pnning  of  the  heavens  and  earth  I 


XXIII. 

'  aad  steps,  O  Moon,  thou  climb' st  the  sky, 
ntly,  and  with  how  wan  a  face  !' 
t  thou  1     Tliou  so  often  seen  on  high 
unong  tlie  chmds  a  Wood-n^-mpirs  race ! 
Nuns,  who.se  common  breath  's  a  sigh 
»y  would  stifle,  move  at  such  a  pace ! 
em  Wind,  to  call  thee  to  the  chase, 
r  to-night  his  luigle  horn.     Had  I 
r  of  Merlin,  Goddess !  tliis  should  be : 
le  stars,  fast  as  the  clouds  were  riven, 
ly  fortli,  to  keep  thee  company, 
and  sparkling  through  tlie  clear  blue 
ivon ; 

Ilia !  should  to  tliee  the  palm  be  given, 
h  for  beauty  and  for  majesty. 


v/' 


XXIT. 


EvBif  as  a  dragon's  eye  that  feels  the  atroas 
Of  a  bedimming  sleep,  or  as  a  lamp 
Suddenly  glaring  Uirough  sepulchral  damp, 
So  bums  yon  Taper  *niid  a  black  recess 
Of  mountains,  silent,  dreary,  motionless : 
The  lake  below  reflects  it  not ;  tlie  sky 
Muffled  in  clouds,  affords  no  company 
To  mitigate  and  cheer  its  loneliness. 
Yet,  round  tlie  body  of  tliat  joyless  Thing 
Which  sends  so  far  its  melancholy  light, 
Perhaps  are  seated  in  domestic  ring 
A  gay  society  with  faces  bright, 
Conversing,  reading,  laughing ;— or  tliey  sing, 
While  hearts  and  roioea  in  the  aong  unite. 


The  stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature's  hand. 
And,  liaply,  tliere  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
Dwell,  clotlied  in  radiance,  their  immortal  rest ; 
Huge  Ocean  shows,  witliin  his  yellow  strand, 
A  habitation  marvellously  planned, 
For  life  to  occupy  in  love  and  rest ; 
All  that  we  see — is  dome,  or  vault,  or  neat, 
Or  fortress,  reared  at  Nature's  sage  command. 
Glad  tliought  for  every  season  !  but  tlie  Spring 
Gave  it  while  cares  were  weighing  on  my  heart, 
'Mid  song  of  birds,  and  insects  mui*muring ; 
And  while  the  youtliful  year's  prolific  art — 
Of  bud,  leaf,  blade,  and  flower — was  fashioning 
Abodes  where  self-disturbance  hath  no  part. 


XXTI. 

DESPONDnvo  Father  I  mark  this  altered  bough, 

So  beautiful  of  late,  with  sunshine  warmed, 

Or  moist  with  dews ;  what  more  unsightly  now. 

Its  blossoms  shrivelled,  and  its  fruit,  if  formed. 

Invisible  ?  yet  Spring  her  genial  brow 

Knits  not  o'er  tliat  discolouring  and  decay 

As  false  to  expectation.     Nor  fret  thou 

At  like  unlovely  process  in  the  May 

Of  human  life :  a  Stripling's  graces  blow, 

Fade  and  are  shed,  tliat  from  their  timely  fall 

(Misdeem  it  not  a  cankerous  change)  may  grow 

Rich  mellow  bearings,  that  for  tlianks  sliall  call : 

In  all  men,  sinful  is  it  to  be  slow 

To  hope — in  Parents,  sinful  above  all. 
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XXVII. 
CAPTIYITT. — MART   QUREN  OP  SCOTS. 

**  As  the  cold  aspect  of  a  sunless  way 

Strikes  through  the  Traveller's  frame  with  deadlier 

chiU, 
Oft  as  appears  a  grove,  or  obvious  hill. 
Glistening  with  unparticipated  ray, 
Or  shining  slope  where  he  must  never  stray ; 
So  joys,  remembered  without  wish  or  will, 
Sharpen  the  keenest  edge  of  present  ill, — 
On  the  crushed  heart  a  heavier  burthen  lay. 
Just  Heaven,  contract  the  compass  of  my  mind 
To  fit  proportion  with  my  altered  state ! 
Quench  those  feticities  whose  Ught  I  find 
Reflected  in  my  bosom  all  too  late ! — 
0  be  my  spirit,  like  my  thraldom,  strait ; 
And,  like  mine  eyes  that  stream  with  sorrow,  blind !" 

XXVIII. 

ST.  CATHERINE  OF   LEDBURY. 

When  human  touch  (as  monkish  books  attest) 
Nor  was  applied  nor  could  be,  Ledbury  bells 
Broke  forth  in  concert  flung  adown  the  dells. 
And  upward,  high  as  Malvern's  cloudy  crest ; 
Sweet  tones,  and  caught  by  a  noble  Lady  blest 
To  rapture !    Mabel  listened  at  the  side 
Of  her  loved  mistress :  soon  the  music  died. 
And  Catherine  said,  ©rrc  3E  itX  up  mn  tfSit. 
Warned  in  a  dream,  the  Wanderer  long  had  sought 
A  home  that  by  such  miracle  of  sound 
Must  be  revealed : — she  heard  it  now,  or  felt 
The  deep,  deep  joy  of  a  confiding  thought ; 
And  there,  a  saintly  Anchoress,  slie  dwelt 
Till  she  exchanged  for  heaven  tliat  liappy  ground. 


XXIX. 

'  kW«i  to  siry  nothinf; 

A  local  habitation  and  a  naiue/ 

Though  narrow  be  that  old  Man's  cares,  and  near, 
The  poor  old  Man  is  greater  than  he  seems : 
For  he  hath  waking  empire,  wide  as  dreams ; 
An  ample  sovereignty  of  eye  and  ear. 
Rich  are  his  walks  with  supernatural  cheer ; 
Tlie  region  of  his  inner  spirit  teems 
With  vital  sounds  and  monitory  gleams 
Of  high  astonishment  and  pleasing  fear. 
He  the  seven  birds  hath  seen,  tliat  never  part. 
Seen  the  Seven  Whistlebs  in  their  nightly  rounds. 
And  counted  them :  and  oftentimes  will  start — 
For  overhead  are  sweeping  Gabriel's  Hounds 
Doomed,  with  their  impious  Lord,  tlie  flying  Hart 
To  chase  for  ever,  on  aerial  grounds  1 


Four  fiery  steeds  impatUnt  of  the  rein 
Whirled  us  o'er  sunlees  groand  beneath  %  tkj 
As  void  of  sunshine,  when,  from  that  wide  pbuo^ 
Clear  tops  of  far-off  mountains  we  deeoy. 
Like  a  Sierra  of  cerulean  Spain, 
All  light  and  lustre.    Did  no  heart  refdyl 
Yes,  there  was  One ; — ^for  One,  ammder  fly 
The  thousand  links  of  that  ethereal  chain ; 
And  green  vales  open  out,  with  grove  and  field. 
And  the  fair  front  of  many  a  happy  Home ; 
Such  tempting  spots  as  into  vision  come 
While  Soldiers,  weary  of  the  arms  they  wield 
And  sick  at  heart  of  strifeful  Christendom, 
Gaze  on  the  moon  by  parting  clouds  revealed. 


XXXI. 

Brook  !  whose  society  the  Poet  seeksi 
Intent  his  wasted  spirits  to  renew ; 
And  whom  the  curious  Painter  doth  parsoe 
Through  rocky  passes,  among  flowery  creek% 
And  tracks  thee  dancing  down  thy  water^maki; 
If  wish  were  mine  some  type  of  thee  to  view. 
Thee,  and  not  thee  thyself,  I  would  not  do 
Like  Grecian  Artists,  give  thee  human  cheeks, 
Channels  for  tears ;  no  Naiad  8hould*st  thou  be^ 
Have  neither  limbs,  feet,  featliers,  joints  nor  hiin: 
It  seems  the  Eternal  Soul  is  clothed  in  thee 
With  purer  robes  tliaii  tliose  of  tlesli  and  blood, 
And  hath  bestowed  on  tliee  a  safer  good  ; 
Unwcaiied  joy,  and  hfe  without  its  cares. 


XXXII. 

COMPOSED   ON   THE   BANKS   OF    A    ROCKY    STREAM. 

Dogmatic  Teachers,  of  the  snow-white  furl 
Ye  wrangling  Schoolmen,  of  the  scarlet  hood ! 
Who,  \%'ith  a  keenness  not  to  be  M-itlistood, 
Press  the  point  home,  or  fodter  and  demur. 
Checked  in  your  course  by  many  a  teasing  burr ; 
These  natural  council-seats  your  acrid  bK)od 
Might  cool ; — and,  as  the  Genius  of  tlie  flood 
Stoops  willingly  to  animate  and  spur 
Each  lighter  function  slumbering  in  the  brain, 
Yon  eddving  balls  of  foam,  tliese  arrowj*  glram 
That  o'er  tlie  pavement  of  the  surging  stn^iamft 
Welter  and  flash,  a  synod  might  detain 
With  subtle  speculations,  haply  vain, 
But  surely  less  so  than  your  far-futehed  thomeil 
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XXXIII. 

rs,  AND  THB  TWO  FOLLOWING,  WERE  SUGGESTED 
Sr  MR.  W.  WBSTALL^S  VIEWS  OF  TUB  CAVES,  ETC. 
[N    YORKSHIRE. 

RE  element  of  waters !  wheresoever 

oo  dost  forsake  thy  subterranean  hatints, 

een  herbs,  bright  flowers,  and  berry-bearing 

plants^ 
w  into  fife  and  in  thy  train  appear : 
td,  through  the  snnny  portion  of  the  year, 
ift  insects  shine,  tliy  hovering  pursuivants : 
id,  if  thy  bounty  fail,  the  forest  pants ; 
id  hart  and  hind  and  hunter  with  his  spear, 
Dgaish  and  droop  togetlier.     Nor  unfelt 
man's  perturbtnl  soul  tliy  sway  benign ; 
td,  haply,  far  within  the  marble  belt 
central  earth,  where  tortured  Spirits  pine 
r  grace  and  goodness  lost,  thy  murmurs  melt 
mr  angnish, — and  they  blend  sweet  songs  with 

thine.* 


XXXIV. 

MALHAM  COTK. 

AS  the  aim  frostrated  by  force  or  guile, 
Twn  giants  scooped  from  out  the  rocky  ground, 
ier  under  tier,  this  semicirque  profound! 
xiftnli — the  same  who  built  in  Erin's  isle 
hat  Quiseway  with  incomparable  toil !) — 
K  had  this  vast  tlieatric  structure  wound 
Vith  finufaed  sweep  into  a  perfect  round, 
^0  metier  work  had  gained  tlie  plausive  smile 
Of  sO-beholding  Phoebus !     But,  alas, 
Vsin  cardi !  false  world !  Foundations  must  be  bud 
In  Httren ;  for,  'mid  the  wreck  of  is  and  was, 
"unjs  incomplete  and  pur])oses  betrayed 
«**e  ndder  transits  o'er  thought's  optic  glass 
T^  noblest  objects  utterly  decayed. 


XXXV. 


GORDALE. 

ATttrirdawn,  or  rather  when  the  air 
^^■nenwith  fading  light,  and  shadowy  Eve 

™»e«t  to  confer  and  to  bereave  ; 
*°^»  pmwve  Votarj- !  let  thy  feet  repair 

''OpdtieH-hasm,  terrific  as  the  lair 
•••WW  the  young  lions  couch  ;  for  so,  by  leave 


^»trr«<„  y^r  Wp«.tiill  Informs  us  in  tho  Wtor-prem 
P*'*'^  ti)  iiin  M'liitir.iblo  vicwat)  are  invuriubly  found  to 
**  ^Itft^lh  tboe  caverni. 


Of  the  propitious  hour,  thou  may'st  perceive 

The  local  Deity,  with  oozy  hair 

And  mineral  crown,  beside  his  jagged  urn, 

Recumbent :  Him  tliou  may'st  behold,  who  hides 

His  lineaments  by  day,  yet  there  presides, 

Teaching  the  docile  waters  how  to  turn. 

Or  (if  need  be)  impediment  to  spurn. 

And  force  their  passage  to  the  salt-sea  tides  I 


^V^XXXTI. 

COMPOSED  UPON  WESTMINSTER  BRIDGE,  SEPT.  3,  1802. 

Earth  has  not  any  thing  to  show  more  fiur : 
Dull  would  he  be  of  soul  who  could  pass  by 
A  sight  so  touching  in  its  majesty : 
This  City  now  doth,  like  a  garment,  wear 
The  beauty  of  the  morning ;  silent,  bare. 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  theatres,  and  temples  lie 
Open  nnto  the  fields,  and  to  the  sky ; 
All  bright  and  glittering  in  the  smokeless  air* 
Never  did  sun  more  beautifully  steep 
In  his  first  splendour,  valley,  rock,  or  hill ; 
Ne*cr  saw  I,  never  felt,  a  calm  so  deep ! 
The  river  glideth  at  his  own  sweet  will : 
Dear  God !  the  very  houses  seem  asleep ; 
And  all  that  mighty  heart  is  lying  still  1 


XXXVIl. 


CONCLUSION. 


TO 


If  these  brief  Records,  by  the  Muses'  art 
Produced  as  lonely  Nature  or  the  strife 
Tliat  animates  the  scenes  of  public  life  * 
Inopired,  may  in  tliy  leisure  claim  a  part ; 
And  if  tliese  Ti-anscripts  of  tlie  private  heart 
Have  gained  a  sanction  from  thy  falling  tears ; 
Then  1  repent  not     But  my  Sfjul  hath  fears 
Breathed  from  eternity ;  for  as  a  dart 
Cleaves  the  blank  air,  Life  flies:  now  every  day 
Ift  but  a  glimmering  spoke  in  tlic  swift  wh^ 
Of  the  revolving  week.     Away,  away. 
All  fitful  cares,  all  transitory  zeal ! 
So  timely  Grace  the  immortal  wing  may  heal. 
And  honour  rest  upon  Uie  senseless  ckty. 


*  Thifl  line  alludes  to  Sonnets  which  will  be  found  hi 
anoUicr  Clttw. 
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PART  in. 


I. 


Though  the  bold  wings  of  Poeny  affect 
The  clouds,  and  wheel  around  the  mountain  tops 
Rejoicing,  from  her  loftiest  height  she  drops 
Well  pleased  to  skim  the  plain  with  wild  flowers 

deckt, 
Or  muse  in  solemn  grove  whose  shades  protect 
The  lingering  dew — there  steals  along,  or  stops 
Watching  the  least  small  bird  that  round  her  hops. 
Or  creeping  worm,  with  sensitive  respect 
Her  functions  are  they  tlierefore  less  divine. 
Her  thoughts  less  deep,  or  void  of  grave  intent 
Her  simplest  fancies  ?     Should  that  fear  be  thine, 
Aspiring  Votary,  ere  thy  hand  present 
One  oHcring,  kneel  before  her  modest  shrine, 
With  brow  in  penitential  sorrow  bent  I 

II. 

OXFORD,   MAT    30,    1820. 

Ye  sacred  Nurseries  of  blooming  Youth  1 

In  whose  collegiate  shelter  England's  Flowers 

Expand,  enjoying  through  their  vernal  hours 

The  air  of  liberty,  the  light  of  truth ; 

Much  have  ye  suffered  from  Time's  gnawing  tooth : 

Yet,  0  ye  spires  of  Oxford  I  domes  and  towers  I 

Gardens  and  grovea  !  your  proHenco  overpowers 

The  soberness  of  reason  ;  till,  in  sooth. 

Transformed,  and  rushing  on  a  bold  exchange, 

I  slight  my  own  beloved  Cam,  to  range 

Where  silver  Isis  leads  my  stripliiii;  feet ; 

Pace  the  long  avenue,  or  glide  ailown 

The  stream-like  ^^-indings  of  tliat  glorious  street — 

An  eager  Novice  robed  in  fluttering  gown  I 

III. 

OXFORD,   MAY    30,    1820. 

Shame  on  this  faitliless  heart !  that  could  allow 
Such  transport,  though  but  for  a  moment's  space ; 
Not  while — to  aid  the  spirit  of  the  place — 
The  crescent  moon  clove  with  its  glittering  prow 
The  clouds,  or  night-bird  sang  from  shady  bou<'h ; 
But  m  plain  daylight : — She,  too,  at  my  side. 
Who,  with  her  heart's  experience  satisfied. 
Maintains  inviolate  its  slightest  vow ! 
Sweet  Fancy !  other  gifts  must  I  receive  ; 
Proofs  of  a  higher  sovereignty  I  claim  ; 
Take  from  her  brow  the  withering  flowers  of  eve, 
And  t^)  that  brow  life's  moniing  wi-eath  restore ; 
Let  hn-  be  comprehended  in  the  frame 
Of  these  illusions,  or  tliey  please  no  more. 


IT. 

BXCOLLECTION  OP  THE  PORTRAIT  OF   KINO   BEJIRT 
eighth,  trinity    lodge,  CAMBRIDGE. 

The  imperial  Stature,  the  colossal  stride^ 
Are  yet  before  me ;  yet  do  I  behold 
The  broad  full  visage,  chest  of  amplest  mould. 
The  vestments  'broidered  with  barbaric  pride  s 
And  lo !  a  poniard,  at  the  Monarch's  aidc^ 
Hangs  ready  to  be  grasped  in  sympathy 
With  the  keen  threateuings  of  that  fulgent  fj% 
Below  the  wliite-rimmed  bonnet,  Cunlescried* 
Who  trembles  now  at  thy  capricious  mood! 
'Mid  those  surrounding  Worthies,  han^ty  Kn^ 
We  rather  think,  witli  grateful  mind  sedate. 
How  Providence  educetli,  from  Uie  s|>ring 
Of  lawless  will,  unlooked-for  streams  of  good, 
Which  neither  force  shall  check  nor  time  abatsi 

T. 

Olf  THE  DEATH  OP  HIS  MAJESTY  (OEOBOB  TRBTBUD). 

Ward  of  the  Law  ! — dread  Shadow  of  a  King  I 
Whose  realm  had  dwindled  to  one  stately  roooi; 
Whose  universe  was  gloom  immersed  in  gtoooip 
Darkness  as  thick  as  life  o'er  life  could  flings 
Save  haply  for  some  feeble  gUmmeriDg 
Of  Faith  and  Hope — if  thou,  by  nature's  dooMy 
Gently  hast  sunk  into  the  quiet  tcmib. 
Why  sliouM  we  bend  in  ijrief,  to  s«im)w  cling. 
When  thankfulness  were  best?— Fresh-flowing leaif, 
Or,  wluTe  teal's  flow  not,  sigh  succeetling  sigh. 
Yield  to  such  atter-llio\ighi  the  S4>le  reply 
Which  justly  it  can  claim.     The  Nation  hears 
In  this  deep  knell,  silent  for  threescore  vears, 
An  unexampled  voice  of  awful  memory ! 

VI. 
JUNE.  1820. 
Fame  tells  of  groves — from  England  far  away — 
*  Groves  that  inspire  the  Nightingale  to  trill 
And  modulate,  with  subtle  reach  of  skill 
Elsewhere  unmatched,  her  ever-varying  lay  ; 
Such  bold  report  I  venture  to  gainsay: 
For  1  have  heard  the  quire  of  Richmond  hill 
Chanting,  with  indefatigable  bill, 
Sti'ains  that  recalled  to  mind  a  distant  day  ; 
When,  haply  under  shade  of  that  same  wood. 
And  scarcely  conscious  of  the  H calling  oars 
Plied  steadily  between  tliose  willowy  shores, 
The  swcet-souled  Poet  of  the  Seasons  stood — 
Listening,  and  listening  long,  in  rapturous  mood, 
Ye  heavenly  Birds !  to  your  Progenitors. 

*  W.ill.ioliia  !•»  tlie  country  ulliidL>U  tu. 
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oly  ground  besina.  achallowed  endiL 

TO  THS  TOERERT   AT    THE    DETIL's  BEIOG^  EOETB 

WALES  18*24. 

I  by  DO  distinguiahable  line ; 

initesy  the  pathway's  intertwine ; 

reeoe'er  the  stealing  footstep  tends, 

nd  that  Domain  where  kindred,  friends, 

ibomrs  rest  together,  here  confoond 

srsi  features,  mingled  like  the  soond 

vaters,  or  as  erening  blends 

ty  night.  Soft  airs,  from  shrub  and  flower, 

rant  greetings  to  each  silent  grare ; 

t  thoae  lofty  poplars  gently  ware 

I,  between  them  comes  and  goes  a  sky 

the  glimpses  of  eternity, 

■eeocded  in  their  mortal  hour. 

Tin. 

AHOEO  THE  EUIltS  OF  A  CASTLE  IR  ffOSTH 


shattered  galleries,  "mid  roofless  halls, 
g  with  timid  footsteps  oft  betrayed, 
iger  sigfaa,  nor  scruples  to  upbraid 
.  though  he,  gentlest  among  the  Thralls 
y,  upon  these  wounds  hath  laid 
It  touches,  soft  as  light  that  falls, 
wan  Moon,  upon  the  towers  and  waOa^ 
peoing  the  profoundcst  sleep  of  shade, 
jngs  1  Wreck  of  forgotten  wars, 
abandoned  and  the  prying  stars, 
r  Thee !  at  his  call  the  Seasons  twine 
.  wreaths  around  thy  forehead  boar ; 
gh  past  pomp  no  changes  can  restore, 
I  reoompence,  his  gift,  is  thine  1 

IX. 

C  LADY   &   B.   AND  THE  HON.   11188  P. 
a  chB  GraBBiB  «f  naM  Ecvldd.  Mar  LkacoUen,  US4. 

,  to  mingle  with  your  favourite  Dee, 
Vale  of  Meditation  *  flows ; 
by  those  fierce  Britons,  pleased  to  see 
*s  face  the  expression  of  repose ; 
there  some  pious  hermit  chose 
d  die,  the  peaoe  of  heaven  his  aim ; 
the  wild  seciuestered  region  owes, 
»  day,  its  sanctifying  name. 
kTUOkmncH,  in  the  Cambrian  tongue, 
IS  Vale  of  Faibnmhip,  let  thit  spot 
;  wbers,  fiuthful  to  a  low-roofed  Cot, 
t  banks,  ye  have  abode  so  long ; 
love,  a  love  allowed  to  climb, 
his  earth,  above  the  reach  of  Time ! 


♦  Qlyn  Mynrr. 


How  art  thou  named  I  In  search  of  whatstrange  land 
From  what  huge  height,  descending !  Can  such  foroe 
Of  waters  isbue  from  a  British  source. 
Or  hath  not  Pindus  fed  thee,  where  the  band 
Of  Patriots  scoop  their  freedom  out,  with  hand 
Desperate  as  thine  I  Or  come  the  incessant  shocks 
From  that  young  Stream,  that  smites  the  throblung 

rocks 
OfViamalai    There  I  seem  to  stand. 
As  in  life's  mom ;  permitted  to  behold. 
From  the  dread  chasm,  woods  climbing  above  woodSy 
In  pomp  that  fades  not ;  everlasting  snows ; 
And  skies  that  ne*er  relinquish  their  repose ; 
Such  power  possess  the  fiunily  of  floods 
Over  the  minds  of  Poets^  young  or  old  1 


XI. 

nr  THE  WOOM  OF  ETDAL. 

Wild  Redbreast  I  hadst  th<m  at  Jemima's  Kp 
Pecked,  as  at  mine,  thus  boldly,  Love  might  say, 
A  half-blown  rose  had  tempted  thee  to  sip 
Its  glistening  dews ;  but  hallowed  is  the  clay 
Whichthe Muse  warms;  andI,whoseheadbgre7, 
Am  not  unworthy  of  thy  fellowship ; 
Nor  could  I  let  one  thought — one  motion — slip 
That  might  thy  sylvan  confidence  betray. 
For  are  we  not  all  His  without  whose  care 
Vouchsafed  no  sparrow  falleth  to  the  ground  t 
Who  gives  his  Angels  wings  to  speed  through  air. 
And  rolls  the  planets  through  the  blue  profound ; 
Then  peck  or  perch,  fond  Flutterer !  nor  forbear 
To  trust  a  Poet  in  still  musings  bound. 


XII. 

Wren  Fhiloctetes  in  the  Lemnim  isle 

Like  a  Form  sculptured  on  a  monument 

Lay  couched ;  on  him  or  his  dread  bow  unbent 

Some  wild  Bird  oft  might  settle  and  beguile 

The  rigid  features  of  a  transient  smile. 

Disperse  the  tear,  or  to  the  sigh  give  vent. 

Slackening  the  pains  of  ruthless  banishment 

From  his  loVd  home,  and  from  heroic  toil. 

And  trust  that  spiritual  Creatures  round  us  move, 

Griefb  to  allay  which  Reason  cannot  heal ; 

Yea,  veriest  reptiles  have  snffieed  to  prove 

To  fettered  wretchedness,  that  no  Bastile 

Is  deep  enough  to  exclude  the  light  of  love. 

Though  man  for  brother  man  has  ceased  to  feel. 
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XIII. 

While  Annans  peers  and  early  pla^inates  tread, 
In  freedom,  mountain-turf  and  river*8  marge ; 
Or  float  witli  music  in  the  festal  barge ; 
Rein  the  proud  steed,  or  tlirough  the  dance  are  led ; 
Her  doom  it  is  to  press  a  weary  bed — 
Till  oft  her  guardian  Angel,  to  some  charge 
More  urgent  called,  will  stretch  his  wings  at  large, 
And  friends  too  rarely  prop  the  languid  head. 
Yet,  helped  by  Genius — untircd  comforter, 
Tlie  presence  even  of  a  stuffed  Owl  for  her 
Can  cheat  the  time  ;  sending  her  fancy  out 
To  ivied  castles  and  to  moonlight  skies, 
Though  he  can  neither  stir  a  plume,  nor  shout ; 
Nor  Yed,  with  restless  film,  his  staring  eyes. 

XIT. 

TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert  heard 
When  sunshine  follows  shower,  the  breast  can  thrill 
Like  the  first  summons.  Cuckoo !  of  thy  bill. 
With  its  twin  notes  inseparably  paired. 
The  captive  *mid  damp  vaults  unsunned,  unaired. 
Measuring  the  periods  of  his  lonely  doom. 
That  cry  can  reach  ;  and  to  the  sick  man's  room 
Sends  gladness,  by  no  languid  smile  declared. 
The  lordly  ea^lc-race  through  hostile  search 
May  |>eri8h ;  time  may  come  when  never  more 
The  wilderness  shall  hear  the  lion  roar; 
But,  long  as  cock  shall  crow  from  household  perch 
To  rouse  the  dawn,  soft  gales  shall  speed  thy  wing, 
And  thy  erratic  voice  be  faithful  to  the  Spring  1 


XT. 


TO 


[Mlaa  not  the  occ«»lon:  by  the  forelock  t*lt« 
Tlint  (kiihtilc  rower,  the  n»-vfr-li»liiiij;  Time, 
Leot  ■  mere  luoiueiit*  piittini;-otT*h  nld  make 
MiKClmuce  almokt  a*  heavy  ao  a  crime.] 

**  Wait,  prithee,  wait  I"  this  answer  Lesbia  threw 
Forth  to  her  Dove,  and  took  no  further  heed. 
Her  eye  was  busy,  while  her  fingers  flew 
Across  the  harp,  with  soul  engrnssing  s|>ced ; 
But  from  that  bondage  when  her  thoui;hts  were  freed 
She  rose,  and  toward  the  close-shut  casement  drew, 
Whence  the  poor  mn*egarded  Favourite,  true 
To  old  aflections,  Imd  been  heard  to  plead 
With  flapping  wing  for  entnuice.     What  a  shriek 
Forced  from  that  voice  so  lately  tuned  to  a  strain 
Of  hannony  !— a  shriek  of  terror,  pain. 
And  self-i*cpi*oach  !  for,  from  aloft,  a  Kite     [beak 
Pounced, — and  the  Dove,  which  from  its  iTitliless 
She  could  not  rescue,  perished  in  her  sight ! 


XTI. 

THE   IlfFANT  M— 


Unquiet  Childhood  here  by  special  grace 
Forgets  her  nature,  opening  like  a  flower 
Tliat  neitlier  feeds  nor  wastes  its  vital  power 
In  painful  struggles.     Months  each  other  chase^ 
And  nought  untunes  tliat  Infant's  voice ;  no 
Of  fretful  temper  sullies  her  pure  cheek; 
Prompt,  lively,  self-sufficing,  yet  so  meek 
That  one  enrapt  witli  gazing  on  her  face 
(Which  even  the  placid  innocence  of  death 
Could  scarcely  make  more  placid,  heaven 

bright) 
Might  learn  to  picture,  for  the  eye  of  fiuth, 
The  Virgin,  as  she  shone  witli  kindred  light; 
A  nursling  couched  upon  her  mother's  knei^ 
Beneath  some  shady  palm  of  Galilee. 

XTII. 

TO ,  IN  HER  SEVENTIETH  TSIX. 

Such  age  how  beautiful  1    O  Lady  bright, 
Whose  mortal  lineaments  seem  all  refined 
By  favouring  Nature  and  a  saintly  Mind 
To  something  purer  and  more  exquisite       [>i^ 
Tlian  flesh  and  blood  ;  whene'er  thou  meetVl  B^ , 
When  1  behold  thy  blanched  unwithexvd  cfaedc,      ^ 
Thy  temples  fringed  with  locks  of  gleaming  vbil^    ' 
And  head  that  droops  because  tlie  sou?  is  meek, 
Thee  with  the  welcome  Snowdrop  I  compare ; 
That  child  of  winter,  prompting  thoughts  thatdifflb 
From  desolation  toward  the  genial  prime ; 
Or  with  the  Moon  conquering  earth's  misty  air, 
And  filling  more  and  more  with  crystal  light 
As  pensive  Evening  deepens  into  night. 

XVIII. 
TO   ROTJIA    Q . 


RoTHA,  my  Spiritual  Child  !  this  head  was  grey 
When  at  the  sacred  font  for  thee  I  stood ; 
Pledged  till  thou  reach  tlie  verge  of  womanhood. 
And  shall  become  thv  o^vn  sufficient  stav : 
Too  late,  I  feel,  sweet  ()r]>han  !  was  the  day 
For  stedfiist  hope  the  contract  to  fulfil ; 
Yet  shidl  my  blessing  hover  oVr  thee  still. 
Embodied  in  the  music  of  this  Lay,  [StrBnn* 

Breathed    forth    beside    the    peaceful    moontaii 
Whose  mumuir  soothed  thy  languid  Mother's  car 
After  her  throes,  this  Stream  of  name  more  dear 
Since  thou  dost  bear  it, — a  memorial  tlicme 
For  others  ;  for  thy  future  self,  a  sih.*I1 
To  summon  fancies  out  of  Time's  dark  cell. 


*  The  river  Hotli.t,  that  flows  in lo  Windermere 
Lukc«  of  Gruttiuere  and  UydnL 
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XIX. 

LTfr«t05S  UPON  THE  FLOOR  IN  TBB  CL0I8TXB8 
OP   WORCESTER  CATHEDRjO. 

r«cjKf  Mcrs/"  and  neither  name  nor  date, 
T,  text,  or  83rmbol,  graven  upon  the  stone ; 
lit  but  that  word  assigned  to  the  unknown, 
solitary  word — to  separate 
all,  and  cast  a  cloud  around  the  fate 
a  who  lies  beneath.     Most  wretched  one, 
.-hose  his  epitaph  ? — Himself  alone 
thus  have  dared  the  grave  to  agitate, 
;Iaim,  among  the  dead,  this  awful  crown ; 
oabt  that  He  marked  also  for  his  own 
to  these  cloistral  steps  a  burial-place, 
•very  foot  miglit  fall  with  heavier  tread, 
plii^  upon  his  vileness.     Stranger,  pass 
1 — To  save  the  coutritey  Jesus  bled. 


xx« 

r  AimQUITIES    DISCOVERED  AT  BISHOPSTOIfBy 
HEREFORDSHIRE. 

B  poring  Antiquarians  search  the  ground 
ned  with  curiuus  pains,  the  Bard,  a  Seer, 
fire : — Tlie  men  that  have  been  reappear ; 
as  for  travel  girt,  for  business  gowned ; 
Noe  recline  on  couches,  myrtle-crowned, 
al  glee:  why  not{  For  fresh  and  clear, 
ts  hues  were  of  tlie  passing  year, 
!  tliis  time-buried  |>avement  From  that  mound 
s  may  come  forth  of  Ti-ajans,  Maximins, 
Ic  into  coins  with  all  their  warlike  toil : 
lerce  impress  issues  with  its  foil 
derne^ — tlie  Wolf,  whose  suckling  TwuM 
ilettered  ploughboy  pities  when  he  wina 
tfoal  treasure  lh>m  the  furrowed  soiL 


XXI. 

1830. 
WORTH !  thy  stately  mansion,  and  the  pride 
f  domain,  strange  contrast  do  present 
<ise  and  home  in  many  a  craggy  rent 
i  wild  Peak  ;  where  new-bom  waters  glide 
igh  fields  whose  thnfty  occupants  abide 
s  ^r  and  clu^sen  banishment, 
every  semblance  of  entii-e  content ; 
m1  is  simple  Nature,  fairly  tried  I 
le  vhone  heart  in  childhood  gave  her  troth 
Moral  dales,  tliin-set  with  modest  farms, 
earn,  if  judgment  strengthen  with  his  growth, 
sot  for  Fancy  only,  pomp  hatli  cliarms; 
ttrenuous  to  protect  from  lawless  harms 
xtremeB  of  fsvoored  life,  may  honour  both. 


XXII. 

A  TRADITION  OF  OKBR  HILL  IH  DARLBT  DALl^ 

DERBTSUIRB. 

*Ti8  said  that  to  the  brow  of  yon  fair  hill 

Two  Brothers  domb,  and,  turning  face  from  flwe^ 

Nor  one  look  more  exchanging,  grief  to  still 

Or  feed,  each  planted  on  that  lofty  place 

A  chosen  Tree ;  then,  eager  to  fulfil 

Their  courses,  like  two  new-bom  rivers,  they 

In  opposite  directions  urged  their  way 

Down  from  the  far-seen  mount  No  blast  might  kill 

Or  blight  that  fond  memorial ; — ^the  trees  grew. 

And  now  entwine  their  arms ;  but  ne'er  again 

Embraced  those  Brothers  upon  earth's  wide  plain; 

Nor  aught  of  mutual  joy  or  sorrow  knew 

Until  their  spirits  mingled  in  the  sea 

That  to  itself  takes  all.  Eternity. 

XXIII. 

FIUAL  PIETT. 
(oir  TBI  wATtna  BrrwKsif  rasrroir  ahd  LTVBarooL.) 

Untouched  through  all  severity  of  cold ; 

Inviolate,  whatever  the  cottage  hearth 

Might  need  for  comfort,  or  for  festal  mirth ; 

Tliat  Pile  of  Turf  is  half  a  century  old : 

Yes,  Traveller !  fifty  winters  have  been  told 

Since  suddenly  the  dart  of  death  went  forth 

'Gauist  him  who  raised  it, — his  last  work  on  earth: 

Thence  has  it,  with  the  Son,  so  strong  a  hold 

Upon  his  Fatlier*s  memory,  tliat  his  hands, 

Through  reverence,  touch  it  only  to  repair 

Its  waste.— Though  crumbling  with  each  breath  of  air. 

In  annual  renovation  tlius  it  stands — 

Rude  Mausoleum  I  but  wrens  nestle  there, 

And  red-breasts  warble  when  sweet  sounds  are  rare. 

XXIV. 

TO  THB  author's  PORTRAIT. 

[Painted  at  Rydal  Moant.  bjr  W.  Pkkeracill,  Eaq^  tar  8t  JiAaft 

College.  CambridxeO 

Go,  faithful  Port]*ait !  and  where  long  hath  knelt 
Margaret,  the  saintly  Foundress,  take  tliy  place  ; 
And,  if  Time  B\mre  the  colours  for  tlie  grace 
Which  to  the  work  surpassing  skill  hatli  dealt. 
Thou,  on  thy  rock  reclined,  though  kingdoms  melt 
And  states  be  torn  up  by  the  roots,  wilt  seem 
To  breathe  in  rural  peace,  to  hear  die  stream. 
And  tliink  and  feel  as  once  the  Poet  felt 
Wliate'er  thy  fate,  those  features  have  not  grown 
Unrecognised  through  many  a  household  tear 
More  prompt,  more  gkid,  to  fall  than  drops  of  dew 
By  morning  shed  around  a  flower  lialf-blown  ; 
Tears  of  delight,  that  testified  how  true 
To  life  thou  art,  and,  in  thy  truth,  how  dear! 
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XXT. 

Wht  art  thou  silent !    Is  thy  love  a  plant 
Of  such  weak  fibre  that  the  treacherous  air 
Of  absence  withers  what  was  once  so  fair  I 
Ib  there  no  debt  to  pay,  no  boon  to  grant! 
Yet  have  my  thoughts  for  thee  been  vigihint — 
Bound  to  thy  service  with  unceasing  care. 
The  mind*s  least  generous  wish  a  mendicant 
For  nought  but  what  thy  happiness  could  spare. 
Speak — though  this  soft  warm  heart,  once  free  to 

hold 
A  thousand  tender  pleasures^  thine  and  mine. 
Be  left  more  desolate,  more  dreary  cold 
Than  a  forsaken  birdVnest  filled  with  snow 
*Mid  its  own  bush  of  leafless  eglantine— 
Speak,thatmy  torturing  doubts  their  end  may  know  1 


XZYI. 

TO  B.  B.  HATDON,  ON  8BBIN0  HIS  MCTVEB  OF  MAFO- 
LBON  BUONAPARTE  ON  THE  ISLAND  OF  ST.  HELENA. 

Hatdon  I  let  worthier  judges  praise  the  skill 
Here  by  thy  pencil  shown  in  truth  of  lines 
And  charm  of  colours ;  /  applaud  those  signs 
Of  thought,  that  give  the  true  poetic  thrill ; 
That  unencumbered  whole  of  bUnk  and  still, 
Sky  without  cloud — ocean  without  a  wave ; 
Auil  the  one  Man  that  laboured  to  enslave 
The  World,  sole-standing  hijj;h  on  the  bare  hill — 
Hack  turned,  arms  folded,  the  unapparent  face 
Tinge*!,  we  may  fancy,  in  tliis  dreary  place 
Willi  light  refloctf^d  from  the  inWsible  sun 
Set,  like  his  fortunes  ;  but  not  set  for  aye 
Like  them.     The  unguilty  Power  pursues  his  way, 
And  before  him  doth  dawn  perpetual  run. 


XXVII. 

j4  Poet  t — He  hath  put  his  heart  to  school. 
Nor  dares  to  move  unpropped  upon  the  staff 
Which  Art  hath  lodged  within  his  hand—  must  laugh 
By  pivcept  only,  and  shed  tears  by  i*ule. 
Thy  .\rt  be  Nature  ;  tlie  live  current  quaff. 
And  let  the  groveller  sip  his  stagnant  pool, 
In  fear  tliat  else,  when  Critics  grave  and  cool 
I     Have  killed  him,  Scorn  slnmld  write  his  epitaph. 
How  dot-fi  the  Meadow. fl«)wer  its  bloom  unfold i 
IJecauftc  the  lovely  little  flower  is  free 
Down  to  iti*  root,  and,  in  that  freedom,  bold ; 
I     And  so  the  grandeur  of  the  Forest  tree 
'     Comes  not  by  casting  in  a  formal  mould, 
But  from  its  own  divine  vitality. 


XXTIXI. 

The  most  alluring  clouds  that  mount  tfie  iky 
Owe  to  a  troubled  element  their  forms, 
Their  hues  to  sunset.    If  with  raptUFsd  ej« 
We  watch  their  splendor,  shall  we  covet  stoiBi^ 
And  wish  the  Lord  of  day  his  slow  dedine 
Would  hasten,  that  snch  pomp  may  float  oo  faf^l 
Behold,  already  they  foi^  to  shine, 
Dissolve — and  leave  to  him  who  gased  a  d^ 
Not  loth  to  thank  each  moment  for  its  boon 
Of  pure  delight,  come  whencesoe*er  it  may, 
Peace  let  us  seek, — ^to  stedfi^t  things  attoui 
Calm  expectations,  leaving  to  the  gay 
And  volatile  their  love  of  transient  bowen. 
The  house  that  cannot  pass  away  be  ouxa. 

XXIZ. 

ON  A   PORTRAIT  OP  THE   DUKE  OF  WELLXROTOII 
UPON  THE  FIELD   OF  WATERLOO,   BT   BATDOH. 

Bt  Art's  bold  privilege  Warrior  and  WaHions 

stand 
On  ground  yet  strewn  with  their  last  battled  wie^; 
Let  the  Steed  glory  while  his  Master's  hand 
lies  fixed  for  ages  on  his  conacioiis  neck ; 
But  by  the  Chieftain's  look,  though  at  his  dds 
Hangs  that  day's  treasured  8word,how  firm  a  cMk 
Is  given  to  triumph  and  all  human  pride ! 
Yon  trophied  Mound  shrinks  to  a  shadowy  speck 
In  his  calm  presence  !     Him  tlie  mighty  deed 
Elates  not,  brought  far  nearer  Uie  grave's  rest. 
As  shows  that  time-worn  face,  for  he  such  seed 
Has  sown  iis  yields,  we  tiTist,  the  fruit  of  fame 
In  Heaven  ;  hence  no  one  blushes  for  thy  name, 
Conqueror,  mid  some  sad  tlioughts,  divinely  ble6t  I 


XXX. 

COMPOSED   ON   A    MAY    MORNING,    1838. 

Life  with  yon  Lambs,  like  day,  is  just  begun. 
Yet  Nature  seems  to  them  a  heavenly  guide. 
Does  joy  approach  ?  they  meet  the  cuming  tide; 
And  suUenness  avoid,  as  now  they  shun 
Pale  twilight's  lingering  glooms, — and  in  the  sun 
Couch  near  their  diuiis,  with  ijuiet  satisfied ; 
Or  gambol — eai^h  with  his  shadow  at  his  side. 
Varying  its  shape  wherever  he  may  run. 
As  they  from  turf  yet  hoar  with  sleepy  dew 
All  tuni,  and  court  the  shining  and  the  green. 
Where  herbs  look  up,  and  opening  flowers  are  been ; 
Why  to  God's  goodness  cannot  We  be  true. 
And  so.  His  gifts  and  promises  between. 
Feed  to  the  last  on  pleasures  ever  new  { 
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ere  she  stands  fixed  in  a  sunt-Hke  tranee, 

rard  hand,  as  if  she  needed  rest 

tpture,  lying  softly  on  her  breast ! 

Its  her  eyebaD  an  ethereal  glance  ; 

the  less — nay  more — that  ooontenaneey 

los  illamined,  tells  of  painful  strife 

ck  heart  made  weary  of  this  life 

,  long  crossed  with  adverse  drcamstanee. 

d  She  were  now  as  when  she  hoped  to  pass 

I  appointed  hoar  to  them  who  tread 

s  sapphire  paTement,  yet   breathed  well 

ontenty 

asedy  her  foot  shoold  print  earth's  eommon 


lankfnl  for  day's  light,  for  daOy  bread, 
lih,  and  time  in  obvioas  dxxty  speoL 


TO  A  PAIXTEB. 

ise  the  Likeness  by  thy  skill  portrayed; 
a  fmitless  task  to  paint  for  me, 
idfting  not  to  changes  Time  has  made, 
liabimal  light  of  memory  see 
ibedimmed,  see  bloom  that  cannot  fade, 
les  that  from  their  birth-plaoe  ne'er  shall  flee 
'  bod  where  ghosts  and  phantoms  be  ; 
etii;;  thiis  own  nothing  in  its  stead, 
thoo  go  back  into  far-distant  years, 
e  with  me,  fond  thought !  that  inward  eye, 
ad  then  only.  Painter  !  could  thy  Art 
ofti  powers  of  Nature  satisfy, 
bold,  whate'er  to  common  sight  appears, 
ifTeteign  empire  in  a  faithful  hearL 

XZXIII. 
Off  TBB  8AMK  SUBJflCC. 

1 1  beheld  at  first  with  blank  sorprise 
ork,  I  now  have  gazed  on  it  so  long 
» tnith  with  nnreluctant  eyes  ; 
telored  !     I  hare  done  thee  wnmg, 
u  of  blessedness,  but,  whence  it  ^mng, 
B  beedlesa,  as  1  now  perceive  : 
fto  noon  did  pass,  noon  into  eve, 
okl  day  was  welcome  as  the  young, 
ome,  and  as  beantifnl — in  sooth 
aotifal,  as  being  a  thing  more  holy : 
to  thv  virtoes,  to  the  eternal  youth 
y  tepnodnesB,  never  melancholy ; 
ar^  heart  and  humble  mind,  that  cast 
!  visioo,  fatore,  present,  past. 


I 


HAmx!  'tis  die  Thrush,  ondannted,  midepresl^ 
By  twilight  premature  of  dood  and  rain ; 
Nor  does  that  roaring  wind  deaden  his  strain 
Who  carols  thinking  of  his  Love  and  nest. 
And  seems,  as  more  incited,  sdll  more  blest. 
Thanks;  tboahaat  aiapped  afire«de  PriMoer^ 


Exalting  WaiUer !  cased  a  fretted  brain. 

And  in  a  moment  duurmed  my  cares  to 

Yes,  I  win  forth,  bold  Bird !  and  frvnt  the  bfawt, 

That  we  may  sing  together,  if  thoa  wilt. 

So  kmd,  so  dear,  my  Partner  thrtHigh  life's  day, 

Mute  in  her  nest  love-choaen,  if  not  love-baiU 

Like  thine,  shaU  gladden,  as  in  seasons  past. 

Thrilled  by  loose  snatches  of  the  aodal  Lay. 

BvDAi.  MooxT,  m8> 


Tis  He  whose  yester-evening's  high  «i»«'^*"i 

Beat  back  the  roaring  storm — but  how  subdued 

His  day-break  note,  a  sad  vicissitude ! 

Does  the  hour*s  drowsy  weight  his  glee  restrain  t 

Or,  like  the  nightingale,  her  joyous  vein 

Pleased  to  renounce,  does  this  dear  Thrush  attone 

His  voice  to  suit  the  temper  of  yon  Moon 

Doubly  depressed,  setting,  and  in  her  wane! 

Rise,  tardy  Sun  !  and  let  the  Soulier  prove 

(The  balance  trembling  between  night  and  mom 

No  longer)  with  what  ecstasy  upborne 

He  can  pour  forth  his  spirit.     In  heaven  above. 

And  earth  below,  they  best  can  ser^-e  true  gladness 

Who  meet  most  feelingly  the  calls  of  sadness. 


XXXTI. 

Oh  whMJL  a  Wreck!   how  changed  in  mien  and 

speech ! 
Yet — though  dread  Powers,  that  work  in  mystery, 

spin 
Entanglings  of  tfie  brain ;  though  shadows  stretch 
O'er  the  chilled  heart — reflect ;  far,  far  within 
Hers  is  a  holy  Being,  freed  from  Sin. 
She  is  not  what  she  seems,  a  foriom  wretch. 
But  delegated  Spirits  comfort  fetch 
To  Her  from  heighu  that  Reason  may  not  win. 
Like  Children,  She  is  pri^HJe*:^  to  hold 
Divine  communion  ;  both  do  live  and  move, 
Whate'er  to  shallow  Faith  their  wax-^  unfold. 
Inly  illumined  by  Heaven's  pit^nng  love ; 
Love  pitting  innocence  not  long  to  last. 
In  them — in  Her  our  sins  and  sorroin's  past 


S16 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


XXXVII. 

IimicT  on  gathering  wool  from  hedge  and  brake 
Yen  busy  Little-ones  rejoice  that  soon 
A  poor  old  Dame  will  bless  them  for  the  boon : 
Great  is  their  glee  while  flake  they  add  to  flake 
With  riyal  earnestness  ;  far  other  strife 
Than  will  hereafter  move  them,  if  they  make 
Pastime  their  idol,  give  their  day  of  life 
To  pleasure  snatched  for  reckless  pleasure's  sake. 
Can  pomp  and  show  allay  one  heart-bom  grief! 
Pains  which  the  World  inflicts  can  she  requite! 
Not  for  an  interval  however  brief; 
The  silent  thoughts  that  search  for  stedfast  light. 
Love  from  her  depths,  and  Duty  in  her  might, 
And  Faith — these  only  yield  secure  reliefl 
March  8tk,  IWL 

XXXVIII. 
▲  PLBA  FOR  AUTHOSS,  MAT   1838. 

Faiitno  impartial  measure  to  dispense 
To  every  suitor.  Equity  is  lame ; 
And  social  Justice,  stript  of  reverence 
For  natural  rights,  a  mockery  and  a  shame ; 
Law  but  a  servile  dupe  of  false  pretence, 
If,  guarding  grossest  things  from  common  daim 
Now  and  for  ever,  She,  to  works  that  came 
From  mind  and  spirit,  grudge  a  short-Hved  fence. 
^  What !  lengthened  privilege,  a  lineal  tie. 
For  Booh/"  Yes,  heartless  Ones,  or  be  it  proved 
That  'tis  a  fault  in  Us  to  have  lived  and  loved 
Like  others,  with  like  temporal  hopes  to  die ; 
No  public  harm  that  Genius  from  her  course 
Be  turned ;  and  streams  of  truth  dried  up,  even  at 
their  source  I 

XXXIX. 

VALEDICTORY  SONNET. 
CloaliiK  the  Volume  of  SonneU  published  in  ISSa 

Serving  no  haughty  Muse,  my  hands  have  here 
Disposed  some  cultured  Flowerets  (drawn  from  spots 
Where  they  bloomed  singly,  or  in  scattered  knots), 
Elach  kind  in  sevei'al  beds  of  one  parterre ; 
Both  to  aUure  the  casual  Loiterer, 
And  that,  so  placed,  my  Nurslings  may  requite 
Studious  regard  witli  opportune  delight. 
Nor  be  unthanked,  unless  I  fondly  err. 
But  metaphor  dbmissed,  and  thanks  apart, 
Reader,  fai'ewell !  My  last  words  let  them  be — 
If  in  tliis  book  Fancy  and  Truth  agree ; 
If  simple  Nature  trained  by  careful  Art 
Through  It  have  won  a  passage  to  thy  heart ; 
Grant  me  thy  love,  I  crave  no  other  fee  I 


XL. 

TO  THE  REV.   CHRISTOPHER  Wi 

MASTEft   or   BARJIOW   I 

After  the  peru»al  of  his  Tkeophllu*  AbicUi 

Enlightened  Teadier,  gladly  i 
Have  I  received  this  proof  of  p 
By  Thee  to  guide  thy  Pupils  oi 
That,  in  our  native  isle,  and  ev 
The  Church,  when  trusting  in  i 
And  in  her  Catholic  attributes, 
O  may  these  lessons  be  with  pi 
To  thy  heart's  wish,  thy  Uboui 
So  the  bright  faces  of  the  youn 
Shall  look  more  bright — the  hf 
Catch,  in  the  pauses  of  their  k< 
Motions  of  thought  which  elev; 
And,  like  the  Spire  tliat  from 
Points  heavenward,  indicate  tl 
Rgdal  Mount,  Dec  11, 1843. 

XLI. 

TO  THE  PLANET 
Upon  ita  appnndmation  (aa  an  ETcning  8 

What  strong  allurement  dravi 
Thee,  Vesper !  brightening  sti 
Thou  com'st  to  man's  abode  t 
Night  after  night  ?     True  is  i1 
Her  treasures  less  and  less. — 
In  power,  where  once  he  trera 
Science  advances  witli  giganti 
But  are  we  aught  enriched  in 
Aught  dost  thou  see,  bright  S 
More  than  in  humbler  times 
That  makes  our  hearts  more 
With  heaven,  our  souls  more 
When  earth  shall  vanish  froc 
Ere  we  lie  down  in  our  ktst  d 

XLII. 

Wansfell  !*  this  Household 
Living  witli  liberty  on  thee  t< 
To  watcli  while  Mom  first  cro^ 
Or  when  along  tliy  breast  sei 
Evening's  angelic  clouds.  Y 
Hath  sounded  (shame  upon  t 
For  all  that  thou,  as  if  from  '. 
Of  glory  lavished  on  our  quic 
Bountiful  Son  of  Earth  1  whc 
From  every  object  dear  to  n 
As  soon  we  shall  be,  may  the 
How  oft,  to  elevate  our  spirit 
Thy  visionary  majesties  of  li, 
How  in  tliy  pensive  glooms  o 
Dec.  24,  1842. 


*  The  HiU  that  riaes  to  the  aouU 
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XUII. 

beuns  of  orient  light  shoot  wide  and  high^ 

the  Tale  a  litUe  rural  Town  * 

s  forth  a  cloud-like  creature  of  its  own, 

Hints  not  toward  the  radiant  morning  sky, 

h  a  less  ambitious  sympathy, 

'er  its  Parent  waking  to  the  cares 

)  and  toils  that  every  day  prepares. 

jf  to  the  musing  Poet*s  eye, 

that  Lingerer.    And  how  blest  her  sway 

Qnenee  never  may  my  soul  reject) 

Im  Heaven,  now  to  its  zenith  decked 

irioas  forms  in  numberless  array, 

»e  shepherd  on  the  hills  disclose 

&«n  a  world  in  which  the  saints  repose. 

SIS. 

XUT. 

iind*s  eje  a  Temple,  like  a  doud 

armounting  some  invidious  hill, 

;  of  darkness :  the  bright  Work  stood  still ; 

fit  of  its  own  beauty  have  been  proud, 

u  fashioned  and  to  God  was  vowed 

«8  that  diffbsed,  in  every  part, 

rine  through  forms  of  human  art : 

1  her  arch — her  arch,  when  winds  blow  loud, 

eonsdonsnesB  of  safety  thrilled; 

«  her  towers  of  dread  foundation  laid 

w  grave  of  thuigs ;  Hope  liad  her  spire 

:i,  and  pointing  still  to  something  higher ; 

ig  I  gazed,  but  heard  a  voice — it  said^ 

tea  arepowerless  Phantoms  when  vfc  build." 


XIV. 

KENDAL  AND   WINDKRMKRB 
KAILWAT. 

10  nook  of  English  ground  secure 
sh  aiaault  If   Schemes  of  retirement  sown 
,  and  mid  the  busy  world  kept  pure 
their  earliest  flowers  of  hope  were  blown, 
ish ; — how  can  they  this  blight  endure  I 
t  he  too  the  ruthless  change  bemoan 


•fret  and  kind  of  attachment  which  many  of  tha 
feci  to  th«ir  tmall  inheritance  can  scarcely  be 
.  Near  the  bouse  of  one  of  them  stands  a  mag- 
te,  which  a  neighhour  of  the  owner  advised  him 
pmAf*  sake.  ••  Fell  it ! "  exclaimed  the  yeoman, 
her  Call  on  my  knees  and  worship  it"  Ithappen% 
that  the  intended  railway  would  pass  through 
property,  and  I  hope  that  an  apology  for  the 
11  not  be  thought  naoesaary  by  one  who  enters 
xmtgth  of  tha  faeUng. 


Who  scorns  a  false  utilitarian  lure 
Mid  his  paternal  fields  at  random  thrown  I 
Baffle  the  threat,  bright  Scene,  from  Orrn»t-head 
Given  to  the  pausing  traveller's  raptunius  glance  : 
Plead  for  thy  peace,  thou  beautiful  romance 
Of  nature ;  and,  if  human  hearts  be  dead. 
Speak,  passing  winds ;  ye  torrents,  with  your  strong 
And  constant  voice,  protest  against  the  wrong. 
October  I2th,  1844. 

XLVI. 

Peoud  were  ye.  Mountains,  when,  in  times  of  old, 
Your  patriot  sons,  to  stem  invasive  war. 
Intrenched  your  brows ;  ye  gloried  in  each  scar ; 
Now,  for  your  shame,  a  Power,  the  Thirst  of  Gold, 
That  rules  o'er  Britam  like  a  baneful  star. 
Wills  that  your  peace,  your  beauty,  shall  be  sold, 
And  clear  way  made  for  her  triumphal  car 
Through  the  beloved  retreats  your  arms  enfold ! 
Heard  te  that  Whistle!  As  her  long-linked  Train 
Swept  onvrards,  did  the  vision  cross  your  view  I 
Yes,  ye  were  startled ; — and,  in  balance  true. 
Weighing  the  mischief  with  the  promised  gain, 
Mountains,  and  Vale?,  and  Floods,  I  call  on  yon 
To  share  the  passion  of  a  just  disdain. 

XLVII. 
AT  FURNESS  ABBET. 

Here,  where,  of  havoc  tired  and  rasli  undoing, 

Man  left  this  Structure  to  become  Time's  prey 

A  soothing  spirit  follows  in  the  way 

That  Nature  takes,  her  counter-work  pursuing. 

See  how  her  Ivy  clasps  the  sacred  Ruin 

Fall  to  prevent  or  beautify  decay ; 

And,  on  the  mouldered  walls,  how  bright,  how  gay, 

The  flowers  in  pearly  dews  their  bloom  renewing  I 

Thanks  to  the  place,  blessings  upon  the  hour ; 

Even  as  I  speak  the  rising  Sun's  first  smile 

Gleams  on  tlie  grass-crowned  top  of  yon  tall  Tower 

Whose  cawing  occupants  with  joy  proclaim 

Prescriptive  title  to  the  sliattercd  pile 

Where,  Cavendish,  thine  seems  nothing  buL  a  name  I 


XIVIII. 
AT  FURNB5S  ABBET. 

Well  have  yon  Railway  Labourers  to  this  ground 
Withdrawn  for  noontide  rest    They  sit,  they  walk 
Among  the  Ruins,  but  no  idle  talk 
Is  heard ;  to  grave  demeanour  all  are  bound  ; 
And  from  one  voice  a  Hymn  with  tuneful  sound 
Hallows  once  more  the  long-deaerted  Quire 


tis 
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And  thriUs  llie  old  lepaldinl  mtA,  avooiid. 
Others  look  op,  and  with  fixed  eym  admite 
Hun  wide-^Moned  aieli^  wondefiog  hour  it 

niMd, 
To  keep^  to  Mfl^  fai  air,  Sto  tttmglh  and  gmoa 


An  aeem  to  fed  te  ipfait  of  te  plafli^ 
And  hj  the  gonapal  I'wtmoa  God  ia 
Pvonna  De^ioiMni  alaiid  ja  not  n|Hwad, 
While  tfana  Oaai 
/tmf  IM»184flL 


MEMOBIALS  OF  A  TOUR  IN  SCOTLAin). 

1808. 


DEPARTURB 
taoK  nn  tali  or  omAuatB.   avvwt,  1801. 

Thb  genUeat  Shade  that  walked  IQyaian  phdna 
Bfi^t  sometunea  covet  dtio<diible  diaina ; 
Etod  for  the  tenanta  of  the  acme  that  Uea 
Beyond  the  atan,  odestial  Paradiae^ 
Methinka  *twould  heighten  joy,  to  overleap 
At  will  the  eryatid  battlementa,  and  peep 
Into  some  other  region,  though  less  fair, 
To  see  how  things  are  made  and  managed  there. 
Change  for  the  worse  mignt  please,  incursion  bold 
Into  the  tracts  of  darkness  and  of  cold  ; 
O'er  Limbo  lake  with  aery  flight  to  steer. 
And  on  the  verge  of  Chaos  hang  in  fear. 
Such  animation  often  do  I  And, 
Power  in  my  breant,  wings  growing  in  my  mind, 
Then,  when  some  rock  or  hill  is  overpast, 
Perchance  without  one  look  behind  me  cast. 
Some  barrier  witli  which  Nature,  from  the  birth 
Of  things,  has  fenced  tliis  fairest  spot  on  earth. 
O  pleasant  transit,  Grasmere !  to  resign 
Sucii  happy  fields,  abodes  so  calm  as  thine  ; 
Not  like  an  outcast  witli  himself  at  strife  ; 
The  slave  of  business,  time,  or  care  for  life. 
But  moved  by  choice  ;  or,  if  constrained  in  part. 
Yet  still  with  Nature's  freedom  at  the  heart ; — 
To  cull  contentment  upon  wildest  shores. 
And  luxuries  extract  from  bleakest  moors  ; 
With  prompt  embrace  all  beauty  to  enfold, 
And  having  rights  in  all  that  we  behold. 
— Tlien   why  these  lingering  steps! — A  bright 

adieu. 
For  a  brief  absence,  proves  that  love  is  true ; 
Ne'er  can  the  way  be  irksome  or  forlorn 
Tliat  winds  into  itaelf  for  sweet  return. 


AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  BUBIOL 

180S. 


I  iBiTSBy  Spuit  fieree  and  bold. 

At  tfaoo^t  of  what  I  DOW  hehold  s 

Aa  Tapooza  bireathed  finom  daqfaom  floU 

Strike  pleaaora  dead. 
So  ndneaa  oomea  from  out  tha  movld 

Where  Bana  la  laid. 

And  have  I  then  thy  bones  so  near. 
And  thou  forbidden  to  appear  t 
As  if  it  were  thyself  that 's  here 

I  shrink  with  pain  ; 
And  both  my  wishes  and  my  fear 

Alike  are  vain. 

Off  weight — ^nor  press  on  weight ! — away 
Dark  thoughts !— they  came,  but  not  to  al 
With  chastened  feelings  would  I  pay 

The  tribute  due 
To  him,  and  aught  that  hides  hia  day 

From  mortal  view. 

Fresh  as  the  flower,  whose  modest  worth 
He  sang,  his  genius  <  glinted '  forth. 
Rose  like  a  star  tliat  toucliing  earth. 

For  so  it  seems, 
Doth  glorify  its  humble  birth 

With  matchless  beama. 

The  piercing  eye,  the  thoughtAil  brow. 
The  struggling  heart,  where  be  they  now  I 
Full  soon  the  Aspirant  of  the  plough. 

The  prompt,  the  brave, 
Slept,  with  the  obscurest,  in  the  low 

And  silent  grave. 
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mriied  with  thouBandB,  bat  as  one 
e  deeply  grieved,  for  He  was  gone 
Me  light  I  hailed  when  first  it  shone^ 

And  showed  my  youth 
r  Vene  may  build  a  princely  throne 

On  humble  truth. 

i!  wherever  the  current  tends, 
^  pursues  and  with  it  blends, — 
^  Criffel's  hoary  top  ascends 

By  Skiddaw  seen, — 
ghbouTB  we  were,  and  loving  friends 

We  might  have  been ; 

le  frieods  though  diversely  inclined ; 
•  beut  with  heart  and  mind  with  mind, 
ere  the  main  fibres  are  entwined^ 

Through  Nature's  skill, 
'  even  by  contraries  be  joined 

Man  doeely  sdlL 

tear  wiD  start,  and  let  it  flow ; 
I '  poor  Inhabitant  below,' 
US  dread  moment— even  so— 

Might  we  together 
t  ate  and  talked  where  gowans  blow, 

Or  on  wild  heather. 


t  ti'eaaurcB  would  have  then  been  placed 
in  my  reach  ;  of  knowledge  graced 
Acy  what  a  rich  repast  1 

But  tdiy  go  on  \ — 
spare  to  sweep,  thou  mournful  blast, 

His  grave  grass-grown. 

iy  too,  a  Son,  his  joy  and  pride, 
three  weeks  past  the  Stripling  died,) 
gathered  to  his  Father's  side. 

Soul-moving  sight ! 
ne  to  which  is  not  denied 

Some  sad  delight 

le  is  safe,  a  quiet  bed 
early  found  among  the  dead, 
ourvd  where  none  can  be  misled. 

Wronged,  or  distrest ; 
Eorely  here  it  may  be  odd 

That  such  are  blest 

oh  for  Thee,  by  pitying  grace 
ked  oft-times  in  a  devious  race. 
He  who  halloweth  the  place 

Where  Man  is  laid 
ive  tliy  Spirit  in  tlie  embrace 

For  which  it  prayed ! 


Sighing  I  turned  away ;  but  ere 
Night  fell  I  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear. 
Music  that  sorrow  comes  not  near, 

A  ritual  hymn, 
Ghaimted  in  love  that  casts  oat  fear 

By  Seraphim. 


III. 
THOUGHTS 

SUeOBiTKD  TBB  DAT  rOLLOWIMO,  ON  TBS  BAITXf  OF  JHTH, 
MEAS  THE  POBT'I  SKBIDBMCX. 

Too  firail  to  keep  the  lofty  vow 

That  must  have  followed  when  his  brow 

Was  wreathed—^  The  Vision  '*  tells  us  how— 

With  holly  spray. 
He  faultered,  drifted  to  and  fro. 

And  passed  away. 

Wen  might  such  thoughts,  dear  Sister,  throng 
Our  minds  when,  lingering  all  too  long. 
Over  the  grave  of  Bums  we  hung 

In  social  grief — 
Indulged  as  if  it  were  a  wrong 

To  seek  relief. 

But,  leaving  each  unquiet  theme 
Where  gentlest  judgments  may  misdeem, 
And  prompt  to  welcome  every  gleam 

Of  good  and  fair. 
Let  us  beside  this  limpid  Stream 

Breathe  hopeful  air. 

Enough  of  sorrow,  wreck,  and  blight ; 
Think  rather  of  those  moments  bright 
When  to  the  consciousness  of  right 

His  course  was  true. 
When  Wisdom  p  ospered  in  his  sight 

And  virtue  grew. 

Yes,  freely  let  our  hearts  expand, 
Freely  as  in  youth's  season  bland, 
When  side  by  side,  his  Book  m  hand, 

We  wont  to  stray. 
Our  pleasure  varying  at  command 

Of  each  sweet  Lay. 

How  oft  inspired  must  he  have  trod 
These  pathways,  yon  far-stretching  road ! 
There  lurks  his  home  ;  in  that  Abode, 

With  mirth  elate, 
Or  in  his  nobly-pensive  mood. 

The  Rustic  sate. 
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Proud  thoughW  thai  Iiubes  overawea, 

Throngli  twilijtht  shades  of  py>od  and  iU 

Berore  il  Immhly  let  iia  pauBe, 

Ye  now  are  paiiline  up  lkf,.'s  hiJI. 

And  Bak  nf  Nnlure,  from  what  caiue 

And  more  tluui  cominnu  tireiiglh  nod  • 

Anil  by  »lial  rules 

Must  ye  display;      ^^^ 

She  trained  her  BuniB  to  win  applaoM 

If  ye  would  give  the  hettar  «S^^H 

That  ahameB  the  SchooU. 

Its  Uwful  B»«y.         ^H 

Halh  Nature  stmng  your  nerrta  ts  tm 

Are  felt  the  flashes  of  h»  pen  ; 

InHnnponuice  with  len  harm,  b«wi»l 

He  rules  mid  winla-  snows,  and  wbea 

Bm  if  the  Poet's  wit  yc  share, 

Bdo<  fill  their  hiros  ; 

Like  him  con  speed 

Deep  in  tlie  genoral  heart  of  men 

The  social  hour— of  tenfold  care 

His  power  aiu'vives. 

There  nill  be  De»l; 

What  need  of  flelda  in  same  far  dime 

Where  lleroea,  Sagao,  Bards  BUblinie, 
And  aU  Iliat  fetched  die  flowing  rbliBS 

From  gennino  springa, 
Shall  dwell  togetlier  till  old  Time 

Folds  up  hii  wiugs  t 

For  hooert  men  delight  will  take 
To  spare  your  failings  for  liie  Mk», 

Will  flatur  you,-«id  fool  aad  nka 
Your  steps  puraue; 

And  of  your  Father's  nnma  will  ndn 
A  »na«  for  you. 

Sweel  Mercy  I  (o  tlip  gates  of  Heaven 

This  Minstrel  lend,  his  tins  forgii-enj 

Far  Irom  their  noisy  haunU  Nlirt, 

The  rueful  conitii-i,  the  heart  liven 

And  add  your  voices  tu  the  quSra 

Will)  vail,  ■riideavour, 

That  aanrlify  l]iu  colto^  lltv 

And  memory  of  Earth's  bitter  leaven. 

Witli  service  meet; 

Effaced  for  ever. 

Tbffl*  seek  the  genius  of  your  Sn, 
His  epiril  greet  i 

But  why  to  Him  confine  the  prayer. 

When  kindred  ihoughtn  and  yenniiiigs  bear 

Or  where,  'raid  '  lonely  height*  ud  boa 

On  the  frail  heart  the  [.uresl  sliare 

He  paid  lo  Nature  Imieful  vows; 

Widi  all  thai  live?— 

The  ben  of  what  we  do  and  are, 

Bedewed  with  toil, 

Jufll  God,  forgive!* 

While  reapers  etruvc,  or  busy  plou^ 
Upturned  the  «oil ; 

HU  judgment  with  benignwt  »y 

IT. 

Shall  guide,  his  fancy  cheer,  your  way  j 

But  ne'er  to  a  seductii-e  lay 

TO  THE  SONS  OP  BURNS, 

Let  faith  be  given  ; 

ana  vi>iT»a  tki  otiv.  or  tbi.i  i.Tsn. 

Nor  deem  that  >  liijht  which  leads  uti*; 

•Th»P0M'.«r.vt  Isln  ■  OmnernrH.»cl.iircl.>iir.l.    We 

Is  light  from  Heaven.* 

'  npstlPi  »  u^li  DlhEr  lili  oon  vonn- 

Let  no  mean  hope  your  souls  enshiTie; 

IinnrlJVn  Ik  Ja.rt,!  ^  m,  tdlM-lrmBir. 

Be  iudepcndont,  gcnemus,  brsve  ; 

•Mid  crowded  obelisks  and  nni. 

Your  Fallier  such  example  gavt^ 

And  such  revere ; 

Andthmk,  andfewl 

I  Bought  the  untimely  grave  of  Bunie ; 
Sous  uf  (he  Bard,  my  heart  still  mounu 

With  sorrow  tniB; 

And  more  would  grieve,  but  that  it  tuma 

Trenihlingloyoul 

*  SMDOtS. 
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T. 

ELLEN  IRWIN : 

OB, 

THE  BRAES  OF  KIRTLE4v 

ill  EDen  Irwin,  when  she  sate 
poD  the  bnes  of  Kirtle, 
^u  lovely  as  a  Grecian  maid 
doned  with  wreaths  of  ni\'rtle ; 
oong  Adam  Bruce  beside  her  la^y 
nd  there  did  tliey  beguile  the  day 
^'idi  lore  and  gentle  speeches^ 
•anuh  the  budding  beeches. 

ram  maoy  knights  and  man j  squirofl 
he  Bniee  had  been  selected ; 
Dd  Gordon,  fiurest  of  them  ally 
ly  EDen  was  rejected. 
id  tidiiigs  to  that  noble  Youth ! 
or  h  may  be  proclaimed  with  trath, 
f  Brace  hath  loved  sincerely, 
^  Gordon  lores  as  dearly. 

^«hit  are  Gordon's  form  and  hoe, 
^  dttttered  hopes  and  crosses, 
0  them,  *mid  Kirtle*s  pleasant  braes^ 
icdined  on  flowers  and  mosses! 
•Im  duU  ever  he  was  bom  ! 
^  Gordon,  couched  behind  a  thorn, 
8«  them  and  their  caressing ; 
ehoids  them  blest  and  blessing. 

'^  Gordon,  maddened  by  the  thoughts 
•<  throagh  his  brain  are  travelling, 
^^  forth,  and  at  the  heart  of  Brace 
'^(locbed  a  deadly  javelin ! 
^  ^len  saw  it  as  it  came, 
^  starting  up  to  meet  the  same^ 
^th  her  body  cover 
^<Hith,  her  chosen  lover. 

^ling  into  Bruce's  arms, 
*iied  the  beauteous  Ellen, 
from  the  heart  of  her  True-loTe, 
'Hirtal  spear  repelling, 
'^tmee,  as  soon  as  he  had  slain 
'  ^rdon,  sailed  away  to  Spain ; 
^^ll^ht  witli  rage  incessant 
the  Moorish  crescent. 


'^irtk  la  a  river  in  the  •outhem  part  of  Scotland, 
^^ks  of  wliich  the  events  here  related  took  place. 


But  many  days,  and  many  months^ 
And  many  ^-ears  ensuing, 
Tliis  wretched  Knight  did  vainly  seek 
The  death  that  he  was  wooing. 
So,  coming  his  last  help  to  crave. 
Heart-broken,  upon  EUlen's  grave 
His  body  he  extended. 
And  there  his  sorrow  ended. 

Now  ye,  who  willingly  have  heard 
The  tale  I  have  been  telling. 
May  in  Kirkonnel  church^iurd  view 
The  grave  of  lovely  Ellen : 
By  Ellen's  side  the  Bruce  is  laid ; 
And,  for  the  stone  upon  his  head. 
May  no  rude  hand  deface  it, 
And  its  forlorn  jEiit  jarrt  I 


TI, 

TO  A  HIGHLAND  GIRL. 

(AT  INVSBSintTDE,  DPOW  LOCH  LOMOKD.) 

Sweet  Highland  Girl,  a  very  shower 

Of  beauty  is  thy  earthly  dower  ! 

Twice  seven  consenting  years  have  shed 

Their  utmost  bounty  on  thy  head : 

And  these  grey  rocks ;  that  household  lawn ; 

Those  trees,  a  veil  just  half  withdrawn ; 

This  fall  of  water  that  doth  make 

A  murmur  near  the  silent  lake ; 

This  little  bay  ;  a  quiet  road 

That  holds  in  shelter  thy  Abode— 

In  truth  together  do  ye  seem 

Like  something  fashioned  in  a  dream ; 

Such  Forms  as  from  their  covert  peep 

When  earthly  cares  are  laid  asleep  ! 

But,  0  fair  Creature !  in  the  light 

Of  common  day,  so  heavenly  bright, 

I  bless  Thee,  Vision  as  thou  art, 

I  bless  thee  with  a  human  heart ; 

God  shield  thee  to  tliy  latest  years  I 

Thee,  neither  know  I,  nor  thy  peers ; 

And  yet  my  eyes  are  filled  with  tears. 

With  earnest  feeling  I  shall  pray 
For  thee  when  I  am  far  away : 
For  never  saw  I  mien,  or  face. 
In  which  more  plainly  I  could  trace 
Benignity  and  home-bred  sense 
Ripening  in  perfect  innocence. 
Here  scattered,  like  a  random  seed, 
Remote  from  men,  Thou  dost  not  need 
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The  embarrused  look  of  shv  distreflBy 
And  maidenly  shamefacedneflB : 
Thou  wear'st  upon  Uiy  forehead  dow 
The  freedom  of  a  Mountaineer: 
A  face  with  gladness  overspread ! 
Soft  smiles,  by  human  kindness  bred  I 
And  seemliness  complete,  that  sways 
Thy  courtesies,  about  thee  plays ; 
With  no  restraint,  but  such  as  springs 
From  quick  and  eager  visitings 
Of  thoughts  that  lie  beyond  the  reach 
Of  thy  few  words  of  English  speech  : 
A  bondage  sweetly  brooked,  a  strife 
That  gives  thy  gestures  grace  and  life ! 
So  have  I,  not  unmoved  in  mind, 
Seen  birds  of  tempest-loving  kind— 
Thus  beating  up  against  the  wind. 

What  hand  but  would  a  garland  coll 
For  thee  who  art  so  beautiful  I 

0  happy  pleasure  !  here  to  dwell 
Beside  thee  in  some  heathy  dell ; 
Adopt  your  homely  wa^'s,  and  dress, 
A  Shepherd,  thou  a  Shepherdess  ! 
But  I  could  frame  a  wish  for  thee 
More  like  a  grave  reality  : 

Thou  art  to  me  but  as  a  wave 

Of  the  wild  sea  ;  and  I  would  have 

Some  claim  upon  tlice,  if  I  could, 

Though  but  of  common  neighbourhood. 

What  joy  to  hear  thee,  and  to  see  1 

Thy  elder  Brother  I  would  be, 

Thy  Father — anything  to  thee ! 

Now  thanks  to  Heaven !  tliat  of  its  grace 
Hath  led  me  to  this  lonely  place. 
Joy  have  I  had ;  and  going  hence 

1  bear  away  my  recompencc. 

In  spots  like  these  it  is  we  prize 

Our  Memory,  feel  that  she  hath  eyes  : 

Then,  why  should  I  be  loth  to  stir  ? 

I  feel  this  place  was  made  for  her; 

To  give  new  pleasure  like  tho  past, 

Continued  long  as  life  shall  lost. 

Nor  am  I  loth,  tliough  pleased  at  heart. 

Sweet  Highland  Girl !  from  thee  to  part ; 

For  I,  methinks,  till  I  grow  old. 

As  fair  before  me  shall  behold, 

As  I  do  now,  the  cabin  small, 

The  kke,  the  bay,  tlie  waterfall ; 

And  Thee,  the  Spirit  of  them  all  1 


TII. 

GLEN-ALMAIN ; 

om 

THR   NARROW  GLKN. 

In  this  still  place,  remote  from  men. 
Sleeps  Ossian,  in  the  n arrow  olsn  ; 
In  this  still  place,  where  mormurs  on 
Bat  one  meek  streamlet,  only  ona : 
He  sang  of  battles,  and  the  breath 
Of  stormy  war,  and  violent  death ; 
And  should,  methinks,  when  all  wai 
Have  rightfully  been  laid  at  last 
Where  rocks  were  rudely  heaped,  and 
As  by  a  spirit  turbulent ; 
Where  sights  were  rough,  and  soimds 
And  everything  unreconciled; 
In  some  complaining,  dim  retreal. 
For  fear  and  melancholy  meet ; 
But  this  b  calm ;  there  cannot  bo 
A  more  entire  tranquillity. 


Does  then  the  Bard  sleep  here  indeed  1 
Or  is  it  but  a  groundless  creed  I 
What  matters  it! — I  blame  them  not 
Whose  Fancy  in  this  lonely  Spot 
Was  moved ;  and  in  such  way  ex] 
Their  notion  of  its  perfect  rest. 
A  convent,  even  a  hermit's  cell. 
Would  break  the  silence  of  this  Dell : 
It  is  not  quiet,  is  not  ease  ; 
But  something  decfU'r  far  than  these  : 
The  separation  that  is  here 
Is  of  the  gnive  ;  and  of  austere 
Yet  happy  feelings  of  the  dead : 
And,  tliercfore,  was  it  rightly  said 
That  Ossian,  last  of  all  his  race  ! 
Lies  buried  in  this  lonely  place. 


VIII. 

STEPPING    WESTWARD. 

While  my  Fellow  trjiveller  and  I  were  walking  by  t 
of  Loch  Kett«?rine,  one  fine  evening  after  »UD'«t. 
rond  to  a  Hut  where,  in  the  courHe  of  our  Tour.  ' 
been  ho^pitibly  entertained  acme  weekk  bvforc^  n 
In  one  of  the  loneliest  parti  of  that  aoiitary  Rfk 
well- dressed  Women,  one  of  whom  said  to  as,  1 
of  greeting.  "  What,  you  are  btepping  wc&twunl  ?• 

"  WuATf  you  are  stepping  wettwwrd  t** — **  3 

— 'Twould  be  a  uUdis/i  destiny. 

If  we,  who  thus  toirttlior  ro;un 

In  a  stTiiuge  Laud,  and  tar  ln>ni  home. 
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Ware  in  tfiis  pbee  the  gnate  of  Cbmnee ; 
YeC  who  would  atop,  or  fear  to  advanoe^ 
Thoog^  hone  or  aheher  be  had  none^ 
With  auch  a  tkj  to  lead  him  on  I 

Tiwdewy  giroond  «aa  dark  and  cold  ; 
Behind,  all  gloom  j  to  behold  ; 
And  atqiping  weatward  aeemed  to  be 
A  kind  of  Acaam/y  deatin  j : 
1  liked  the  greeting ;  "twaa  a  aoimd 
Of  aomethii^  withoot  plaee  or  boond ; 
And  afwiand  to  give  me  apiritaal  ri^^ 
To  traTel  thnwigh  that  region  bri^iL 

The  wmoB  «aa  aoft,  and  die  who  qpake 
Waa  walking  b j  her  natiTo  lake : 
The  aahitatinn  had  to  me 
The  vcfj  aoond  of  conrteajr : 
Iti  pofPer  waa  felt;  and  while  mj  ejro 
Waa  fixed  npon  the  glowing  Skj, 
The  eeho  of  the  voioe  cnwrooght 
A  hnnan  aweetneaa  with  the  thon^t 
Of  tnifcUii^  tfarongli  the  world  that  laj 
ma  in  mjr  endkaa  way. 


iz. 

THE  80LITART  BEAPEB. 

Burou  hery  amgle  in  the  field. 
Yob  aofitary  Ui^iland  Laaa ! 
lt*f«"g  and  ainging  by  herself; 
Stop  here,  or  gently  paea ! 
Akme  abe  eata  and  binda  the  grain. 
And  ainga  a  melancholy  strain ; 
O  fiaten!  for  the  Yale  profomid 
la  ataifluwing  with  the  aoond. 

No  Nightingale  did  OTer  duumt 
Mofw  wekorae  notea  to  weary  bands 
Of  timvellen  in  some  shady  haont, 
Aaaong  Arabian  sands : 
A  ▼otee  ao  thrining  iie*er  waa  heard 
In  afring-tinie  firam  the  Cuckoo-bird, 
TTiiMliiHg  the  alenoe  of  the  seas 
the  fertheat  Hebrides. 


UnO  an  am  tell  me  what  she  singaf — 
Fokapn  the  piaintiTe  numbers  flow 
For  old,  vnhappy,  b»»ff  things^ 
And  bnttlea  long  ago : 
Or  ia  it  mow  more  hnmble  lay, 
Familiar  matter  of  to-day ! 
Some  natural  aorrow,  loss,  or  pain, 
Thnt  haa  been,  and  may  be  again! 


Whate*er  the  theme,  the  Maiden  sang 
Aa  if  her  aong  oooki  have  no  ending  ; 
I  saw  her  singing  at  her  work. 
And  o'er  the  aickle  bending ; — 
I  listened,  motionleas  and  sdll ; 
And,  as  1  mounted  op  the  hill. 
The  music  in  my  heart  1  bore. 
Long  after  it  waa  heard  no  monw 


ADDRESS 

TO 

KILCHURN  CASTLE,  UPON  LOCH  AWE. 

*Froin  th«  top  of  the  hill  a  moat  tmptewUr  Mcne  opcnad 

•  upon  onr  riew,— «  mined  Castle  on  an  Inland  (fur  aa 
•lalaad  the  flood  had  made  it)  at  tome  distance  from  the 
*abore,  backed  by  a  Cove  of  the  Mounuin  Cmachan. 
•down  which  came  a  foaming  stream.  The  Castle 
■occupied  erery  foot  of  the  Island  that  was  risible  to  us, 
'appearing  to  rise  out  of  the  water.— mists  rested  upon 

•  the  mountain  side,  with  spots  of  sunbhine;  there  was  a 
■  mild  de8nlati<m  in  the  low  grounds,  a  solemn  grandeur 
'  in  the  mountains*  and  the  Castle  was  wild,  yet  ststely-^ 
'not  dismantled  of  turrets— nor  the  walls  bn*ken  down, 
'  though  obTlonaly  a  rain.*— JErCrocf  Aom  the  Journal  nf 
mp  Companion, 

Child  of  lond-throated  War !  the  mouitain  Stream 
Roars  in  thy  hearing ;  but  thy  hour  of  rest 
Is  come,  and  thou  art  silent  in  thy  age ; 
Save  when  the  wind  sweeps  by  and  sounds  are  caught 
Ambiguous,  neither  wholly  thine  nor  theirs. 
Oh !  there  is  life  thatbreathesuot ;  Powers  there  are 
That  touch  each  other  to  the  quick  in  modes 
Which  the  gross  world  no  sense  hath  to  perceive, 
No  soul  to  dream  of.     What  art  Thou,  from  care 
Cast  off— abandoned  by  thy  rugged  Sire, 
Nor  by  soft  Peace  adopted ;  though,  in  place 
And  in  dimension,  such  that  thou  might*8t  seem 
But  a  mere  footstool  to  yon  sovereign  Lord, 
Huge  Cruachan,  (a  thing  that  meaner  hills 
Might  crush,  nor  know  that  it  had  suffered  harm;) 
Yet  he,  not  loth,  in  favour  of  thy  claims 
To  reverence,  suspends  his  own ;  submitting 
All  that  the  God  of  Nature  hath  conferred. 
All  that  he  holds  in  common  with  the  stars, 
To  the  memorial  majesty  of  Time 
Impersonated  in  thy  calm  deoay  t 

Take,  then,  thy  seat.  Vicegerent  unreproved ! 
Now,  while  a  farewell  gleam  of  evening  light 
Is  fondly  lingering  on  thy  shattered  front. 
Do  thou,  in  turn,  be  paramount ;  and  nile 
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Cm  tin  poop  and  beAolj  of  a  weiM 

WhoM  moanteiiu,  torrents^  iBke,  aadwooda^  iniiia 

To  pty  tlieo  homage ;  And  with  tbeM  an  Joined, 

In  willing  admiration  and  leqpeel^ 

Two  Heartfl^  which  in  thy  preoenee  mig^  be  oaOed 

YoothfVd  M  Spring. — Shade  of  depertod  Power, 

Skeleton  of  miflfiehed  hnmanitj. 

The  ehrooide  weie  wdoome  tibat  ihoiild  odl 

Into  the  oompan  of  dietinet  vQgard 

The  toils  and  Btmgs^  of  tiby  infimt  yeen  I 

Yon  foaming  flood  seems  motionlesB  as  ioe; 

Its  dizsy  tnrbnlenee  ehides  tiie  ^e^ 

Frozen  bj  distance ;  so,  majestie  PQe^ 

To  the  perception  of  this  Age,  sppesr 

Thy  iierpe  beginnings,  softened  and  snbdned 

And  quieted  in  character — the  strifiB^ 

The  pride,  the  ftuy  uncontrollable^ 

Lost  on  the  aerial  hei^la  of  the  Gmssdes*  I 


n. 

BOB  BOT«  OBAVB. 

The  hfttorj  of  Bob  Boy  b  mfllotaiUy  known ;  hit  grave 
fa  BOAT  the  hMd  of  Looh  Kettorfne,  in  <»M  of  thow  inudl 
pinfidtUUke  Berial-gromidt,  of  noclaoted  and  dooolate 
appeonnce,  wbioh  the  tcsTiUer  moito  with  la  the  HSgli- 
lands  of  Bootland. 

A  FAMOUS  man  is  Robin  Hood,' 

The  Englisli  ballad-singer's  joy ! 

And  Scotland  has  a  thief  as  good, 

An  outlaw  of  as  daring  mood ; 

She  has  her  brave  Rob  Roy  I 

Then  clear  the  weeds  from  off  his  Grave^ 

And  let  us  chant  a  passing  stave. 

In  honour  of  that  Hero  brave ! 

Heaven  gave  Rob  Roy  a  dauntless  heart 
And  wondrous  length  and  strength  of  arm : 
Nor  craved  he  more  to  quell  his  foes, 
Or  keep  his  friends  from  harm. 

Yet  was  Rcb  Roy  as  wtse  as  brave ; 
Forgive  mo  if  the  phrase  be  strong  ;-^ 
A  Poet  worthy  of  Rob  Roy 
Must  scorn  a  timid  song. 

Say,  then,  that  he  was  wise  as  brave ; 
As  wise  in  thought  as  bold  in  deed : 
For  in  the  principles  of  things 
He  sought  his  moral  creed. 


*  The  tradition  it,  that  the  Castle  waa  built  by  a  Lady 
during  the  abaence  of  her  Lord  in  Palestine. 


Said  genenms  Rob^  *>  What  need 
Bom  sn  tiie  statntes  and  their  diehreB 
Th^  sthr  ns  op  against  omr  kind  ; 
And  worse^  against  omnslwL 

We  have  a  pasrfon    irnlm  a  law. 
Too  folse  to  guide  ns  or  eontral  I 
And  for  the  Uw  itself  «e  Hj^ 
In  bitteaness  of  sooL 


And,  pnssled,  blinded  flras^  wa 
Distinctions  tiiat  an  phin  and  Csv: 
Theee  find  I  graven  on  my  hssrt: 
ir%a«  teUs  me  what  to  d& 

The  erestoxes  see  of  flood  and  Md| 
And  those  that  travel  on  tiie  wind  I 
Wiih  Aem  no  strife  can  last;  thsj  Bro 
In  peaoe^  and  peace  of  ndnd. 


For  why  ^-because  tiie  good  old  nia 
Snffioeth  tiiem,  the  simple  plan, 
Hiat  they  should  take^  w^  have  tha 
And  they  shoold  keep  who  eaa. 


A  lesson  tibat  ii^quiekly  teamed^ 
A  signal  this  whidi  all  can  see  I 
Thus  nothing  here  provokes  tiis 

To  wanton  cruelty. 


AH  freakishness  of  mind  is  checked  ; 
He  tamed,  who  foolishly  aspires  ; 
While  to  the  measure  of  his  might 
Each  fashions  his  desires. 

An  kinds,  and  creatures,  stand  and  fidl 
By  strength  of  prowess  or  of  wit : 
'Tis  God's  appointment  who  must  sway, 
And  who  is  to  submit 

Since,  then,  the  rule  of  right  is  plain. 
And  longest  life  is  but  a  day  ; 
To  have  my  ends,  maintain  my  rights, 
I  '11  take  the  shortest  way." 

And  thus  among  these  rocks  he  lived. 
Through  summer  heat  and  winter  snow: 
The  Eagle,  he  was  lord  above. 
And  Rob  was  lord  below. 

So  was  it — ^eovldy  at  least,  have  been 
But  through  untowardness  of  fate ; 
For  Polity  was  then  too  strong — 
He  came  an  age  too  late ; 


\ 
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Or  ihaH  we  say  ao  age  too  soon ! 
for,  were  the  bold  Man  liying  now, 
Hov  mi^t  he  flourish  in  his  pride, 
With  buds  on  every  bough ! 

Hies  rents  and  factors,  rights  of  chase, 
Sberilby  and  lairde^and  their  domains. 
Would  all  have  seemed  bot  paltry  things, 
Not  worth  a  moment's  pains. 

Rob  I^y  had  never  lingered  here. 
To  tlicse  few  meagre  Vales  confined ; 
But  tlKmght  how  wide  the  worid,  the  timeB 
Sow  iairiy  to  his  mind ! 

And  <<o  ^  Sword  he  would  have  said, 
<(l>o  ThoQ  my  sovereign  will  enact 
YvMKKM.  land  to  land  through  half  the  earth ! 
Judge  thou  of  law  and  fact ! 

*n»  fit  Aat  we  should  do  our  part, 
Beeonung,  that  mankind  should  leam 
TliKt  we  are  not  to  be  surpassed 
In  fioherly  concern. 

Of  old  things  all  are  over  old. 
Of  good  tiuDgs  none  are  good  enough : — 
^«  11  fllicw  that  we  can  help  to  frame 
A  ^wrorid  of  other  stuff. 

h  too,  "wriB  have  my  kings  that  take 
From  me  the  sign  of  life  and  death : 
%'Janos  Shan  shift  about,  like  clouds. 
Obedient  to  my  breath." 

And,  if  tke  word  had  been  fulfiUed, 
A»  t'ffitt  have  been,  then,  thought  of  joy ! 
**■**  ^ouJd  have  had  her  present  Boast, 
^^  We  our  own  Rob  Roy ! 

Oh'  ^ 

.   '     ^  >^  so ;  compare  them  not ; 

S^^  **^  wrong  thee,  Champion  lirave  ! 

^^^ong  thee  nowhere  ;  least  of  nil 

^*^  standing  by  thy  grave. 

^.jj.  **^**i,  although  with  some  wild  thoughts, 
g^^  *^Mtain  of  a  savage  Clan ! 

,^**>a  to  boast  of ;  thou  didst  love 
^  liberty  of  man. 

\|rj  *  ****  it  been  thy  lot  to  live 
jv^  ^  who  now  behold  the  light, 

^oiild'gt  have  nobly  stirred  thyself, 
"^  battled  for  tlie  Right, 


For  thou  wert  still  the  poor  nuui's  stay. 
The  poor  man*s  heart,  the  poor  man's  liand ; 
And  all  the  oppressed,  who  wanted  strength. 
Had  thine  at  their  c(mmiand. 


Bear  witness  many  a  pensive 
Of  thoughtful  Herdsman  when  he  strays 
Alone  upon  Loch  VooPs  heights. 
And  by  Loch  Lomond's  braes ! 

And,  tar  and  near,  through  vale  and  hill. 
Are  faces  that  attest  the  same ; 
The  proud  heart  flashing  through  the  eyes. 
At  sound  of  Rob  Rot's  name. 


XII. 

SONNET. 

COHPOnD  AT CA8TLS. 

Deosneratb  Douglas !  oh,  the  unworthy  Lord ! 
Whom  mere  despite  of  heart  could  so  far  please. 
And  love  of  havoc,  (for  with  such  disease 
Fame  taxes  him,)  that  he  could  send  forth  word 
To  level  with  the  dust  a  noble  horde, 
A  brotherhood  of  venerable  Trees, 
Leaving  an  ancient  dome,  and  towers  like  these. 
Beggared  and  outraged ! — Many  hearts  deplored 
The  fate  of  those  old  Trees ;  and  oft  with  pain 
The  traveller,  at  this  day,  will  stop  and  gazo 
On  wrongs,  which  Nature  scarcely  seems  to  heed : 
For  sheltered  places,  bosoms,  nooks,  and  bays. 
And  the  pure  mountains,  and  the  gentle  Tweed, 
And  the  green  silent  pastures,  yet  remain. 


XIII. 

YARROW  UNVISITED. 

I   (See  the  various  Poeniii  the  scene  of  which  is  laid  upon  the    • 
j       iNuiksof  the  Yarrow;  in  particular,  the  exquisite  BallAd    i 
of  Hamilton  beginning 

*  Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny,  bonny  Bride, 
Busk  ye^  busk  ye,  my  winsome  Marrow  ! '— ) 


From  Stirling  castle  we  had  seen 

The  mazy  Forth  unravelled  ; 

Had  trod  the  banks  of  Gyde,  and  Tay, 

And  with  the  Tweed  had  travelled ; 

And  when  we  came  to  Clovenford, 

Then  said  my  *  wirumne  MarroWy 

"  Whate'er  betide,  we  11  turn  aside, 

And  see  the  Braes  of  Yarrow." 

Q 


1 
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"  Let  Yarrow  foil!.  /™  Selkirk  town, 

1/  Cart  with  filling  ye.™  sbotdd  «o%^ 
And  wandering  »em  but  folly,-            ^ 

Who  hsTB  been  bnyiug.  Belling, 

Go  back  Jo  Yarrow,  'tis  their  own  j 

Should  we  be  loih  to  aiir  from  Uom«i     M 

Each  mudea  to  her  dH-elliiigl 

And  yet  be  melancholy ;                           M 

On  YbptoWs  Unka  let  herons  teed. 

SboM  life  be  dull,  and  sfdrils  low. 

Bares  conch,  and  rabbits  borrow  < 

■TwOl  soothe  lis  in  our  sorrow. 

Bnt  we  win  downward  with  tha  Tweed, 

ri 

Nor  turn  aside  lo  Yarrow. 

The  bonny  hohn.  of  Yano.iJ  ^-^ 

f 

There's  GalU  Water,  Leader  Haogh*. 

dM 

L 

Bath  Ijing  right  before  db  ; 

-sfl 

fe 

And  Dryborongh,  whete  with  chiming  Tweed 

^S 

p 

The  Untwhilea  sing  in  dioms; 

*m 

w 

SONNET                     -^\ 

IN    rHR   PISS   OF    KILLIcaUSKT,        J 

Made  blithe  with  ploggli  and  harrow ; 

Why  throw  away  u  iieedful  day 

Ab  invuhm  beJng  EipscUd.  Octatia  Uaa 

To  go  in  search  of  Yarrow  t 

Six  thousand  veterans  pmclised  in  war's  game. 

What  'a  Yarrow  bnt  a  river  bare. 

Tried  men,  at  Kiilicrankj  were  arrayed 

That  gUdes  the  dark  failli  under  t 

Againat  an  c^  host  that  wore  the  plaid. 

Shepherds  and  herdsmen.— Like  a  whirinid  a 

Ae  worthy  of  jonr  woiider." 

The  Highhutdcrs,  the  slaughter  ipnad  like  Ov 

-SUwgo  words  thoy  a«m«l  of  slight  and  ecam  ; 

My  Tnie-loTo  aghed  for  sorrow ; 

And  looked  nie  in  iha  face,  to  think 

or  the  dead  bodies.— 'Twas  n  day  of  thame 

I  tliua  could  speak  of  Yarrow  I 

For  them  whom  precept  and  the  {ledaotiy 
Of  cold  mechanic  battle  do  enslave. 

"Oh  I  gwen."  laid  I,  -are  Yarrow's  holms. 

0  fora  angle  hour  of  that  Dundee, 

And  awoet  la  Yamw  flowing! 

Who  on  that  day  the  word  of  onaet  gars  1 

Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock*, 

Like  conquest  would  the  lion  of  England  »: 

But  WB  btU  leave  it  growing. 

And  her  Foea  find  a  hte  inglorious  gi»ve. 

O'er  hilly  path,  and  opra  Sirath, 

We  'U  wwder  Scotland  thorough  ; 

But,  Ihongh  so  near,  we  wiU  not  ton. 

Into  the  dale  of  Yarrow. 

XT. 

The  Bweets  of  Burn-mill  meadow ; 

THE  MATRON  OF  JEDBOHODGH  AND  BI 

Tlie  swan  on  BtiU  St.  MmyV  Lake 

HLSEAND. 

Float  doublo,  Bwan  and  eliadow  1 

Wo  WiU  Dot  sec  them  ;  will  not  go. 

LuiIuliiiB  for  •  fe»dii)r|i;  unil  Uie  fullonlni  Vsms* 

cllfd  t^nb  by  Che  tbutcla  <u>d  domoNle  rfMatto 

Enoueli  if  in  our  beaits  we  know 

TIkcre  's  such  a  place  as  Yarrow. 

Acs !  twine  thy  brows  with  freeh  spring  Bom 
And  call  a  train  of  laogliing  Hours ; 

Be  Yarrow  stream  uiiaecD,  unknowii  1 

And  bid  lliem  dance,  and  bid  them  sing ; 

It  most,  or  wo  ahaJl  rue  it; 

Aud  thou,  too,  mingle  in  the  ring  I 

We  have  a  vii^oQ  of  our  own; 

Take  to  thy  heart  a  new  delight; 

Ab  I  why  should  we  undo  it  1 

If  not,  mako  merry  in  despite 

The  treasured  dreoois  of  times  long  past, 

That  there  is  One  who  acorns  thy  power:— 

We  'U  keep  them,  winsome  Marrow  1 

But  danoe !  for  under  Jedboron^  Tower, 

For  when  we  're  there,  although  'lis  fur. 

A  Matron  dwells  who,  though  ahe  beun 

•TwiU  be  another  Yamtw! 

The  weight  of  more  than  seventy  ye*n, 
Uves  in  the  light  of  youthful  gle^ 

•  B«  HamUloB-i  Oillad  jia  nbuve. 

And  she  will  dance  and  aing  with  thee. 
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Nay  1  steri  not  at  that  Figure— tiiero ! 
Him  who  is  rooted  to  his  chair ! 
Look  at  him — ^look  again !  for  he 
Halh  kng  been  of  thy  &mily. 
With  legs  that  more  not,  if  they  can. 
And  ii8de»  arms,  a  trunk  of  man. 
He  Bts,  aod  mth  a  Taeant  eye; 
A  ag^  to  make  a  stranger  a^ ! 
Deaf,  drooping,  that  is  now  his  doom : 
Hisvoridisin  this  single  room: 
Is  tins  a  piaee  for  mirthful  cheer  t 
Cu  meny-makang  enter  here ! 


TI10  jayoas  Woman  is  the  Mate 
Of  1m  in  that  forlorn  estate  I 
He  bnatlMS  a  subterraneous  damp ; 
Bettf^  as  Vesper  shines  her  Uunp : 
Be  ii  at  mote  as  Jedborou^  Tower : 
Sbe  joennd  as  it  was  of  yore, 
WUfciD  iti  braTery  on ;  in  times 
Wki  all  afiTe  with  merry  chimes, 
Upntnii-bri^t  mom  of  May, 
ItmiBdlfae  Yale  to  hoUday. 

I  piin  thee,  Matron !  and  thy  due 
IifniM^  heroic  praise,  and  true ! 
Wi&idmintioa  I  behold 
l^ljbdnesi  unsubdued  and  bold : 
1^  hob,  thy  gestures,  all  present 
Ihepietaie  of  a  fife  well  spent : 
^  ^  I  we;  and  something  more ; 
A  itKQgth  mithon^t  of  heretofore ! 
l^'Bglbted  im  I  for  thy  sake ; 
^  }^  &  higher  joy  partake : 
Oir  HaniaiHiatnre  throws  away 
IliiMaBd  twiUght,  and  looks  gay  ; 
^  ■■i  of  promise  and  of  pride 
tiW^  wide  as  life  is  wde. 

^!  ne  her  helpless  Charge !  enclosed 
"™  biniielf  as  seems,  composed ; 
To  te  of  lojg^  imj  hope  ©f  gain, 

*«  "We  of  happiness  and  pain, 
^^Hydeid!  yet  in  the  gui?e 
Wliaeiiijm^  when  their  eyes 

^  to  follow  to  and  fro 

^  Poions  that  before  them  go. 

He  tncb  her  motions,  quick  or  slow. 

"*  lioojiot  spirit  can  prevail 

What  eommon  cheerfulness  would  fail ; 

•^  itrikes  upon  him  with  the  heat 

Of  Joljr  ams ;  he  feels  it  sweet; 

An  aaioal  ddig^t  thou^  dim ! 

Itf  ill  that  now  remains  for  him 


The  more  I  looked,  I  wondered  more — 
And,  while  I  scanned  them  oVr  and  o*er. 
Some  inward  trouble  suddenly 
Broke  from  the  Matron's  strong  black  e^-e- 
A  remnant  of  uneasy  light, 
A  flash  of  something  OTer-bright ! 
Nor  long  this  mystery  did  detain 
My  thoughts; — she  told  in  pensive  strain 
That  she  had  borne  a  heavy  yoke. 
Been  stricken  by  a  twofold  stroke ; 
in  health  of  body ;  and  had  pined 
Beneath  worse  ailments  of  the  mind. 

So  be  it ! — ^but  let  praise  ascend 
To  Him  who  is  our  lord  and  friend ! 
Who  from  disease  and  suffering 
Hath  called  for  thee  a  second  spring ; 
Repaid  thee  for  that  sore  distress 
By  no  untimely  joyousness ; 
Which  makes  of  thine  a  blissful  state ; 
And  cheers  thy  melancholy  Mate ! 


XVI. 

Flt,  some  kind  Harbinger,  to  Grasmere-dale ! 

Say  that  we  come,  and  come  by  this  day's  light ; 

Fly  upon  swiftest  wing  round  field  and  height, 

But  chiefly  let  one  Cottage  hear  the  tale ; 

There  let  a  mystery  of  joy  prevail. 

The  kitten  frolic,  like  a  gamesome  sprite. 

And  Rover  whine,  as  at  a  second  sight 

Of  near-approaching  good  that  shall  not  fail : 

And  from  that  Infant's  face  let  joy  appear ; 

Yea,  let  our  Mary's  one  companion  child — 

That  hath  her  six  weeks'  solitude  beguiled 

With  intimations  manifold  and  dear, 

While  we  have  wandered  over  wood  and  wild — 

Smile  on  his  Mother  now  with  bolder  cheer. 


XVII. 

THE  BLIND  HIGHLAND  BOY. 

A   TALE  TOLD   BT  THE  FIBE-SIDE,   AFTEE  EETVBMNU   T<- 
THE  VALE  OF  GEAfMEEE. 

Now  we  are  tired  of  boisterous  joy, 
Have  romped  enough,  my  little  Boy ! 
Jane  hangs  her  head  upon  my  breast, 
And  you  shall  bring  your  stool  and  rest ; 
Tliis  comer  is  your  own. 
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There  I  take  yonr  seat,  and  let  me  sec 

Beside  a  lake  thei 

That  yoa  can  listen  quietly : 

Not  small  like  ouj 

And,  as  I  promised,  I  Mrill  tell 

But  one  of  might] 

That  strange  adventure  which  befel 

That,  rough  or  si 

A  poor  blind  Highland  Boy. 

And  stirring 

A  Jlighland  Boy !— why  call  him  so ! 

For  to  this  lake,  1 

Because,  my  Darlings,  ye  must  know 

The  great  Sea-wa 

That,  under  hills  which  rise  like  toweri, 

Through  long,  loi 

Far  higher  hills  than  these  of  ours  I 

And  drinks  up  al 

He  from  his  birth  had  lived. 

And  riven  1 

He  ne'er  had  seen  one  earthly  sight 
The  sun,  the  day ;  the  stars,  the  night ; 
Or  tree,  or  butterfly,  or  flower, 
Or  fish  in  stream,  or  bird  in  bower. 
Or  woman,  man,  or  child. 

And  yet  he  neither  drooped  nor  pined. 
Nor  had  a  melancholy  mind ; 
For  God  took  pity  on  the  Boy, 
And  was  his  friend ;  and  gave  him  joy 
Of  which  we  nothing  know. 

His  Mother,  too,  no  doubt,  above 
Her  other  children  him  did  love : 
For,  was  she  here,  or  was  she  there. 
She  thought  of  him  with  constant  care, 
And  more  than  mother's  love. 

And  proud  she  was  of  heart,  when  clad 
In  crimson  stockings,  tartan  plaid, 
And  bonnet  with  a  feather  gay. 
To  Kirk  he  on  the  sabbath  day 
Went  hand  in  hand  with  her. 

A  dog  too,  had  he ;  not  for  need. 
But  one  to  play  with  and  to  feed ; 
Which  would  have  led  him,  if  bereft 
Of  company  or  friends,  and  loft 
Witliout  a  better  guide. 

And  then  the  bagpipes  he  could  blow — 
And  tlius  from  house  to  house  would  go ; 
And  all  were  pleased  to  hear  and  see, 
For  none  made  sweeter  melody 
Than  did  the  poor  blind  Boy. 

Yet  he  had  many  a  restless  dream ; 
Both  when  he  heard  the  eagles  scream, 
And  when  he  heard  the  torrents  roar. 
And  heard  the  water  beat  the  shore 
Near  which  their  cottage  stood. 


Then  hurries  bac 
Returns,  on  errai 
This  did  it  when 
And  this  for  evei 
As  long  as  e 

And,  with  the  co' 
Come  boats  and  i 
Between  the  woo 
And  to  the  shepl 
Bring  tales  < 

And  of  those  talc 
The  blind  Boy  a] 
Whether  of  migl 
With  warmer  sn 
Or  wonders 

Yet  more  it  plea 
When  from  the  ^ 
The  shouting,  an 
The  bustle  of  the 
In  stillness  < 

But  what  do  his 
For  He  must  ne^ 
Nor  mount  the  n 
In  sailor's  ship,  < 
Upon  the  ro 

His  Mother  oftei 
What  sin  would ' 
If  she  should  sa£ 
Whatever  you  do 
The  danger 

Thus  lived  he  by 
Still  sounding  nHfe 
And  heard  the  U 
Without  a  shador 
Till  he  was  1 
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When  one  daj  (and  now  mark  me  weU, 
Ye  soon  diall  know  how  this  befel) 
He  in  a  ▼easel  of  his  own. 
On  the  swift  flood  is  hurrying  down, 
Down  to  the  mighty  Sea. 

m 

In  such  a  rtmA  nerer  more 
Maj  hnman  creatore  leave  the  shore ! 
If  diis  or  thai  way  he  should  stir. 
Woe  to  the  poor  blind  l^Iariner ! 
For  death  will  be  his  doom. 

Bat  say  what  bears  him ! — Ye  have  seen 
The  Indian's  bow,  his  azrows  keen. 
Rave  beasti^  and  birds  with  plumage  bright ; 
Gifts  wfaidiy  for  wonder  or  delight^ 
Are  brooglit  in  ships  from  lar. 

Sodi  gifts  had  those  seafaring  men 
Spnad  roond  tiiat  haven  in  the  glen ; 
Esdi  fant^  perdiance,  might  have  its  own ; 
And  to  the  Boy  they  all  were  known — 
He  knew  and  piixed  themalL 


Tbe  nnat  was  »  Turde-ehell 
Wih  he^  poor  Qiild,  had  studied  well ; 
AibiD  of  ample  sixe,  and  Ught 
At  te  pMtriy  car  of  Amphitrite, 
Hat  qwrtiTe  dolphins  drew. 

'^•i  a  Coracle  that  braves 
^  Yoga's  breast  the  fretful  waves, 
^**Ml  upon  the  deep  would  swim, 
^^^  Mly  lift  its  feariees  brim 
"^iNyve  the  toesng  surge. 

^^  ^hlsAeKttle  blind  Boy  knew: 
1^^  **•  a  story  strange  yet  true 
,/^^effd,  how  in  a  shell  like  thb 
Boy,  O  thought  of  bliss ! 
stoutly  launched  from  shore ; 


from  the  margin  of  a  bay 
the  Indian  isles,  where  lay 

B  ship,  and  had  sailed  far — 
that  gallant  ship  of  war, 
his  delightful  shclL 


y^ghland  Boy  oft  visited 

that  held  this  prize ;  and,  led 
or  dianoe,  did  thither  come 
^ay  when  no  one  was  at  home. 
And  found  the  door  unbarred. 


k    ^^_. 


While  there  he  sate,  alone  and  blind. 
That  stoiy  flashed  upon  his  mind ; — 
A  bold  thon^t  roused  him,  and  he  took 
The  shell  frxnn  out  its  secret  nook. 
And  bore  it  on  his  head. 

He  launched  his  vessel, — and  in  pride 
Of  spirit,  from  Loch  Leven's  side, 
Stepped  into  it — his  thoughts  all  free 
As  the  light  breezes  that  with  glee 

Sang  throu^  the  adventurer's  hair 

A  while  he  stood  upon  his  feet ; 
He  felt  the  motion — took  his  seat ; 
Still  better  pleased  as  more  and  more 
The  tide  retreated  from  the  shore. 
And  sucked,  and  sucked  him  in. 

And  there  he  is  in  fitoe  of  Heaven. 
How  rapidly  the  Child  is  driven  I 
The  fourth  part  of  a  mile,  I  ween. 
He  thus  had  gone,  ere  he  was  seen 
By  any  hnman  eye. 

But  when  he  was  first  seen,  oh  me 
What  shrieking  and  what  misery ! 
For  many  saw ;  among  the  rest 
His  Mother,  she  who  loved  him  best. 
She  saw  her  poor  blind  Boy. 

But  for  the  child,  the  sightless  Boy, 
It  is  the  triumph  of  his  joy  ! 
The  bravest  traveller  in  balloon. 
Mounting  as  if  to  reach  the  moon. 
Was  never  half  so  blessed. 

And  let  him,  let  him  go  his  way. 
Alone,  and  innocent,  and  gay  I 
For,  if  good  Angels  love  to  wait 
On  the  forlorn  unfortunate. 

This  Child  Mrill  take  no  harm. 

But  now  the  pasaonate  lament. 
Which  from  the  crowd  on  shore  was  sent. 
The  cries  which  broke  from  old  and  young 
In  Gaelic,  or  the  English  tongue. 
Are  stifled — all  is  still. 

And  quickly  with  a  silent  crew 
A  boat  is  ready  to  pursue ; 
And  from  the  shore  their  course  they  take, 
And  s¥riftly  down  the  running  lake 
They  follow  the  blind  Boy. 
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But  soon  they  more  with  softer  pace  ; 
So  have  ye  seen  the  fowler  chase 
Ou  Grasmere's  clear  unruffled  breast 
A  youngling  of  the  wild-duck's  neet 
WiUi  defdy-lifted  oar ; 

Or  as  the  wily  sailors  crept 
To  seize  (while  on  the  Deep  it  slept) 
The  liapless  creature  which  did  dwell 
Erewhile  within  the  dandng  shelly 
They  steal  upon  their  prey. 

With  sound  the  least  that  can  be  made, 
They  follow,  more  and  more  afraid, 
More  cautious  as  they  draw  more  near  ; 
But  in  his  darkness  he  can  hear, 
And  guesses  their  intent. 

"  Lei-gha — Zei-gha** — he  then  cried  out, 
"  Lei-gha — Lei-g?ia" — witli  eager  shout ; 
Thus  did  he  cry,  and  thus  did  pray, 
And  what  he  meant  was,  **  Keep  away. 
And  leave  me  to  myself !' 


i»> 


Alas !  and  when  he  felt  their  hands 

You  'to  often  heard  of  magic  wands, 
That  with  a  motion  OTcrthrow 
A  palace  of  the  proudest  show. 
Or  melt  it  into  air : 

So  all  his  dreams — that  inward  liglit 
With  which  his  soul  had  shone  so  bright — 
All  vanished  ; — 'twas  a  heartfelt  cross 
To  him,  a  heavy,  bitter  loss. 
As  he  had  ever  known. 

But  hark  !  a  gratulating  voice, 
With  which  the  very  hills  rejoice : 
*Tis  from  the  crowd,  who  tremblingly 
Have  watched  the  event,  and  now  can  see 
That  he  is  safe  at  last. 


And  then,  whei 
Full  sure  they 
Which,  gatheri 
Of  that  great  i; 
And  welco 

And  in  the  gen* 
The  blind  Bo/ 
He  leapt  about 
His  master's  hi 
With  soun 

But  most  of  all 
She  who  had  h 
Rejoiced  when 
The  Child;  wh 
And  toud] 

She  led  him  ho 
When  he  was  i 
Tears  flowed  ii 
She  kissed  him 
She  was  tc 

Thus,  after  he '. 
The  perilous  D 
And,  though  hi 
Yet  he  was  pie 
To  live  in 

And  in  the  Ion( 
Still  do  they  k€ 
Aud  long  the  s' 
Of  the  blind  B< 
Aud  how  1 

Hole. — It  i»  recorded 
son  of  the  captain  of  i 
Turtle-shell,  and  floatc 
»>hip,  which  lay  at  anc 
In  deference  to  the  opL 
such  a  shell  fur  the  lea 
Voyager  did  actually  ai 
rent  of  Loch  Lcven,  ac 
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I. 


I>  BT    A    BEAUTirCL    BUISf    UTOH    OXX    OF    THX 
or    lOCB  LOMOXD,    A   PiaCK  CHOfEK    POB  THK 
r  or  A   SOLITABT  IXDITIDUAL,  FBOM  WHOM  THIf 
noV  AOQOnBXD  THX  HAMX  OF 


THE  BROWNIES  CELL. 

I. 
n  heath,  bleak  moor,  and  quaking  fen, 
of  labyrinthine  glen ; 
raekleaB  forest  set 
esy  whose  lofty  umbrage  met ; 
earied  Men  withdrew  of  yore ; 
;  their  trust,  and  prayer  their  store ;) 
tie  wilderness  were  bound 
apartments  as  they  found ; 
a  new  ambition  raised ; 
1  mi^t  suitably  be  praised. 

n. 
ged  the  Warrior,  like  a  bird  of  prey ; 
e  broad  waters  round  him  lay : 
wild  Ruin  is  no  ghost 
irices — buried,  lost ! 
his  little  lonely  isle 
ood  a  consecrated  Pile ; 
^>ers  burned,  and  mass  was  sung, 
a  whose  timid  Spirits  clung 
kl  succour,  though  the  tomb 
d,  for  ever  fixed,  their  doom  ! 

III. 
)8e  senrants  of  another  world 
adding  Power  her  bolts  hod  hurled, 
bitadon  shook  ; — it  fell, 
shed,  save  one  narrow  cell ; 
,  at  length,  a  Wretch  retired 
ther  ^Tovelled  nor  aspired  : 
^ling  in  the  net  of  pride, 
re  8Cf»med,  the  past  defied ; 
pering,  from  the  unguilty  forge 
»neeit,  an  iron  scourge  ! 

tr. 
.^mnant  was  he  of  a  fearless  Race, 
od  and  flourished  face  to  face 


With  their  perennial  hills ; — but  Crime, 
Hastening  the  stem  decrees  of  Time, 
Brought  low  a  Power,  which  from  its  home 
Burst,  when  repose  grew  wearisome ; 
And,  taking  impulse  from  the  sword. 
And,  mocking  its  own  plighted  word. 
Had  found,  in  ravage  widely  dealt, 
Its  warfare*s  bourn,  its  travel's  belt ! 

V. 

AU,  an  were  dispossessed,  save  him  whoae  smile 
Shot  lightning  through  this  lonely  Isle ! 
No  right  had  he  but  what  he  made 
To  tliis  small  spot,  his  leafy  shade ; 
But  the  ground  lay  within  tliat  ring 
To  which  he  only  dared  to  cling ; 
Renouncing  here,  as  worse  than  dead. 
The  craven  few  who  bowed  the  head 
Beneath  the  cliange ;  who  heard  a  claim 
How  loud !  yet  lived  in  peace  with  shame. 

VI. 

From  year  to  year  this  sliaggy  Mortal  went 
(So  seemed  it)  down  a  strange  descent : 
Till  they,  who  saw  his  outward  frame. 
Fixed  on  him  an  unhallowed  name ; 
Him,  free  from  all  malicious  taint, 
And  guiding,  like  tlio  Patmos  Saint, 
A  pen  unwearied — to  indite, 
In  his  lone  Isle,  the  dreams  of  night ; 
Impassioned  dreams,  that  strove  to  span 
The  faded  glories  of  his  Clan  ! 

VII. 

Suns  that  through  blood  their  western  harbour 

sought, 
And  stars  that  in  their  courses  fought ; 
Towers  rent,  winds  combating  with  woodn, 
Lands  deluged  by  unbridled  floods ; 
And  beast  and  bird  that  from  tlio  spell 
Of  sleep  took  import  terrible ; — 
These  types  niystcnous  (if  tlie  show 
Of  battle  and  the  routed  foe 
Had  failed)  would  funiisli  an  array 
Of  matter  for  the  dawning  day ! 


FOEUS  OF  THE  IHA6INATKH4. 


How  diwppcsred  Ho  1 — ask  Uic  newt  uiil  toad, 

InlieritoiB  of  his  abode ; 

Tfac  oiler  crouching  lutdisturbpd, 

In  her  iJuik  clefc ;— but  be  thou  curbed, 

O  froward  Fane;  I  'mid  s  Bceua 

Of  aspect  wiDoing  snd  serene ; 

ir  those  oBeiuuTe  Ereatures  shun 
Tlie  inquiHtioD  of  ihe  sun  ! 
And  in  iJiis  region  flowora  delight, 
And  nil  is  lorel;  to  the  ri^t. 

Spring  finds  not  hero  a  melancholy  breast. 
When  she  applies  ber  aanuiJ  teat 
To  daad  and  liring ;  when  her  bmtli 
QaickenSjasnow,  theirithcredheadi; — 
Nor  flaunting  Summer — nhen  he  ibrows 
His  eoul  into  the  briur'Toso  ; 
Or  caJIs  the  lily  from  her  sleep 
Prolonged  bencalii  Iho  bordering  deep  ; 
Nor  Autumn,  when  the  viewless  wren 
la  warbUng  near  the  Baowsis'ia  Den. 

Wild  Reliqne  !  beauteous  as  the  choma  qwt 
In  Nysa's  idle,  the  embdhahed  grot ; 
Vluther,  bj  care  of  Libyan  Jove, 

(High  Servant  orpnlemal  Love} 
Young  Docclius  nas  coavcyed^to  lie 
Safe  &om  his  step-dame  Rhea's  eye  ; 
Where  bud,  and  bloom,  and  froitage,  glowed. 
Close-crowding  round  the  infant-god  ; 
All  colours, — and  the  liveliest  alieiik 
A  foa  to  bis  cdestiol  cheek  I 


COMPOSED  AT  CORA  LINN, 


of  lndepdkdeDoeBnditemU]wrt]r-' 

Loan  of  ihe  vale  I  astounding  Flood  ; 
The  dullest  leaf  in  thia  thick  wood 
Quakea — conscious  of  tliy  power  ; 
The  caves  reply  with  hollow  moon  ; 
And  vibratea,  to  its  ceaitral  alone. 
Yon  tlmo-Mmonted  Tower ! 


And  yet  1 


•u,  0  Oydo.  luut  e 
Beneficent  as  stmug ; 
Pleased  iu  refreiifaing  dews  lo  Heep 
Tbe  little  trembling  flowers  that  pMf 
Thy  shelving  rocka  among. 


Hence  all  who  love  their  a 
To  look  on  Uiee— delight  tc 
Where  they  thy  voice  can  hear  ; 
And,  to  Ihe  patriot-worrior'B   Shades 
Lord  of  tbe  vale  I  to  Heroes  laid 
In  dost,  that  virice  is  dear  ! 

Along  thy  banks,  at  deiid  of  night 
Sweep!  naibly  Ihe  W^lace  Wight  j 
Or  studa,  b  vrarlike  vest. 
Aloft,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  bca^ 
A  Chamjuon  worthy  of  the  stream. 
Yon  gnf  lovrer'a  living  crest  I 

Bnt  clouds  and  envious  dorkncn  hid* 
A  Form  not  doubtfully  dcftciied  z — 
Thdr  tranaieat  misnon  o'er, 
O  say  to  what  blind  r^on  flee 
These  Shape*  of  awful  phantaqr  I 
To  what  untrodden  dm>e  I 

Less  Ihan  divine  command  they  spun  ; 
But  tliis  we  fruni  the  mountwni  learn. 
And  tliis  tlie  valleys  show  ; 
That  never  will  they  dcMgn  to  hold 
Communion  where  the  heart  is  cold 
To  human  weal  and  woe. 

The  man  of  abject  soul  in  vun 
Shall  walk  the  Mnmtlionion  plain  ; 
Or  thrid  tlie  shadowy  gloom. 
That  b-till  invests  the  guardian  Paaa, 
Wliere  stood,  sublime,  Leonidas 
Devoted  to  ihe  tomb. 

And  let  no  Slave  his  head  incline. 
Or  kneel,  before  lie  votive  shrina 
By  Uri's  late,  where  Tell 
Leapt,  from  his  storm-vext  boat,  to  land. 
Heaven's  Instrument,  for  by  his  hand 
That  day  the  Tyrant  (elL 
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I 


III. 


EFFL'SION, 


n  njutrms-4aEoinn>  oh  thz  bavks  or  tbb 
WKAA  Drvutu*. 


tewiteftDtliya  kmditMriiif.  wviMdiw  when  we 
tapeet  it.  We  were  lint,  however,  ooodneted  into 
an  ipntmattwhefe  the  Gardener  dflrired  oetolook 
pietnit  of  Owian,  which,  while  he  was  teUh^  the 
vyortheyomif  Artiat  who  ezecnted  the  work,  dte- 
■nd.  ptrtint  hi  the  middle— II jinfaannderaa  by  the 
kd  BMigie  and  lol  we  are  at  the  entxanee  of  a 
afid  iptrtment,  which  was  almoet  diasy  and  alive 
tvitefdUthat  tombied  in  all  directiane ;  the  great 
■d^  opporite  the  window,  which  CKsed  na,  being 
cted  b  jaaameiabie  mirrora  npoo  the  ceiliiv  and 

rnOer. 

^HiTHe— who,  mid  the  kmdrad  throng 

)f  Heroes  tibuU  in^Nred  his  aoog, 

^  jet  freqaeot  the  hill  of  stonns, 

^  rtin  dim-twinkling  throngh  dieir  forms ! 

^!  Oasan  here— a  painted  ThzaH, 

tote  fixture  oo  a  stnocoed  wall ; 


Vihow  that  most  not  yet  be  seen  ; 
^  wlien  the  moment  comes,  to  part 
nd  nnidi  b j  mysterious  art ; 
•d,  hvp^  Mid  body,  split  asunder, 
"n^gWBi  to  a  world  of  wonder; 
^}  adooD,  with  waters  dancing 
^  the  ^jbt  whereyer  glancing ; 
^^  cascade  in  front,  and  lo  1 
^^'^imaA  like  it,  white  as  snow — 
'"ins  on  the  walls,  and  torrent-foam 
^re  ronnd  the  hoUow  dome, 
»^e  cataracts  !  of  Aeir  terrors 
•tripped,  nor  Toiceles  in  the  mirrors, 
c»tch  the  pageant  from  the  flood 
•Bering  adown  a  rocky  wood. 
I  pains  to  dazzle  and  confoond  ! 
t  etrife  of  cdoor,  shape  and  sound 
is  quaint  medley,  that  might  seem 
^  out  of  a  sick  man*s  dream  ! 
ige  scene,  fantastic  and  uneasy 
'^er  made  a  tn^^i^^  dizzy, 
n  diaendianted  from  the  mood 
'  lores  on  sullen  thoughts  to  brood  ! 

N'atare— in  thy  changeful  visions, 
=*«gh  aU  thy  most  abrupt  transitions 
•^t  gnceful,  tender,  or  sublime— 
'  •▼cne  to  pantomime. 


Thee  neither  do  they  know  nor  us 

Thy  serrantB,  who  can  trifle  thus  ; 

Qse  Terfly  the  sober  powers 

Of  rock  diai  frowns,  and  stzesm  that  itMUv, 

Exalted  by  congenial  sway 

Of  Spirits,  and  the  midying  Lay, 

And  Names  that  moulder  not  away. 

Had  wakened  some  redeeming  thought 

More  worthy  of  this  finTonred  Spot ; 

Recalled  some  fe^ng— to  set  free 

The  Bard  from  soch  indignity  ! 

^The  Effigies  of  a  valiant  Wi^t 
I  ooee  behdd,  a  Templar  Knight ; 
Not  prostrate,  not  like  those  that  rest 
On  tombs,  with  pahns  togetiier  prest, 
But  scolptnred  out  of  living  stone, 
And  standing  upri^t  and  alone. 
Both  hands  with  rival  eneigy 
Employed  in  setting  his  sword  fi«e 
From  its  dull  sheath — stem  sentinel 
Intent  to  guard  St  Robert's  odl ; 
As  if  with  memory  of  the  afiiay 
Far  distant^  when,  as  legends  say. 
The  Monks  of  Fountain's  thronged  to  foroe 
From  its  dear  home  the  Hermit's  corse. 
That  in  their  keeping  it  might  he. 
To  crown  their  abbey's  sanctity. 
So  had  diey  rushed  into  the  grot 
Of  sense  despised,  a  world  forgot. 
And  torn  him  from  his  loved  retreat. 
Where  altar-stone  and  rock-hewn  seat 
Still  hint  that  quiet  best  is  found. 
Even  by  the  Living,  under  ground ; 
But  a  bold  Kni^t,  the  selfish  aim 
Defeating,  put  die  Monks  to  shame. 
There  where  you  see  his  Image  stand 
Baro  to  the  sky,  with  threatening  brand 
Which  lingering  Nid  is  proud  to  show 
Reflected  in  the  pool  below. 

Thus,  like  the  men  of  earliest  days, 
Our  sires  set  forth  their  grateful  praise : 
Uncouth  the  workmanship,  and  rude ! 
But,  nursed  in  mountain  solitud^ 
&Ii^t  some  aspiring  artist  daro 
To  sdze  whatever,  throng  misty  air, 
A  ghost,  by  glimpses,  may  present 
Of  imitable  lineament. 
And  give  the  phantom  an  array 
That  less  should  scorn  the  abandoned  clay ; 
Then  let  him  hew  with  patient  stroke 
An  Ossian  out  of  mural  rock. 


On  the  banks  of  the  Rirer  Kid,  near  Knafvsborouxh. 


w 
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And  l«TQ  Hie  fifumtivG  Man— 

Upon  thy  margin,  roaring  Br&n  ! — 

Fixed,  liko  the  Templar  of  Hie  steep. 

If. 

Wilh  local  sanctities  in  trust. 

More  precious  tbon  B  hermil'a  dust ; 

VARHOff   VISITED. 

And  virtues  through  the  mus  infuBed, 

onuan,  ISlt. 

WMch  old  idolatry  abused. 

(E«p.t.mf. 

Wbat  though  the  Granito  would  den; 

And  is  tl.is-Yarrow  t-Ti.ii  the  Stnw 

AU  ferTour  to  the  sighUesa  eye ; 

Of  which  luy  fancy  cherished. 

Aud  touch  from  rising  suns  in  t^ 

So  ftuthfuUy,  a  waking  dramt 

An  iioage  that  hath  pinned  [ 

0  that  aome  Uinatnd's  hali<  were  near. 

Yet,  ID  «)Die  fit  of  aoger  »h»rp. 

The  wind  might  force  the  decp-grooveJ  harp 

To  Btter  notes  of  gladness. 

And  chase  this  lileoce  trom  the  kir. 

Not  nncomiected  with  the  toue* 

That  fills  toy  heart  with  sodnCM! 

Of  Boul-rfck  fleah  Uld  w-ry  hoaes  ; 

Wlule  gioTB  and  river  Dotea  woola  Ipii^l, 

Yet  whyl-&  dlvery  cunent  Sows 

Uh  deeply  gad,  with  thew  to  blend! 

Nor  have  Ihcoe  eyes  fay  greener  hlllB 

For  ever  with  yuurielTes  at  eirife  ; 

And,  thnmgh  lier  depths  Saint  Mary's  U 

Through  town  and  country  both  deran^d 

U  visibly  dciigbted; 

By  aftectalions  inlerchanged, 

For  not  a  rcatnrc  of  thoM  hills 

Is  in  the  mirror  shghted. 

When  will  your  h.plejs  patrons  Itnrn 

A  blue  aky  bonds  o'er  Yarrow  vole. 

To  watch  and  pomier— Id  dijccrn 

Save  Hhere  tlmt  pearly  whi(ene*a 

The  freshnias,  the  everUallng  youth, 

Is  round  the  rising  sun  dlilused. 

Of  admiration  sprang  from  truth ; 

A  tender  bony  briglitneffl ; 

From  beonly  infinitely  growing 

Mild  dawn  of  promiso  1  that  eidadea 

Upon  a  mind  with  love  o'erttowing — 

All  proiiUew  dejectjon  ; 

To  sound  the  dBplha  of  every  Art 

Though  not  unwiUmg  liere  to  admit 

That  lecka  its  wisdom  through  the  heart? 

A  penavc  recollection. 

Thus  (where  the  intruMve  I'Ue,  lU-graced 

Where  was  it  tiiat  tbo  famous  Flower 

With  baubles  of  theatric  taste. 

Of  Yarrow  Vale  Uybleedmgt 

O'erloolu  the  torrent  breathing  nlmwers 

His  bed  perchance  wo.  yon  smooth  mooD 

On  motley  bands  of  alien  Sowtra 

On  which  the  herd  is  feeding : 

Id  adfr  confuHion  set  or  sown. 

And  haply  from  Ihia  crj'stal  pool. 

TiU  Nature  cannot  lind  her  own. 

Now  peaceful  as  the  morning. 

Or  keep  a  remnant  of  the  eod 

The  Water-vnrwth  ascended  thrioe— 

Which  Caledoma.1  Heroes  ti™i) 

And  gave  his  doleful  wairiing. 

I  miuted ;  and,  thirsting  for  redreu, 

Rscoiled  into  the  wildemeiB. 

DeUdous  is  the  Lay  thai  ongi 

The  haunts  of  happy  Lovers, 

The  path  that  leads  them  to  the  grore. 

The  leafy  grove  that  eovfrs : 

And  Pity  sanctifies  the  Verse 

That  paints,  by  strength  of  sorrow. 

The  unconquerable  sujength  of  love  ; 

Bear  witncai,  nietul  Yarrow  1 
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Bat  thou,  that  didst  HT^<^  ^  ^^^^ 

To  fond  imagination. 

Doit  riTal  in  the  li^t  of  day 

Her  delicate  creation : 

Meek  loreUneas  is  ixmnd  thee  spread, 

A  softness  still  and  holy ; 

The  grace  of  forest  charms  decayed, 

And  pastoral  melancholy. 

Tliat  region  lefty  the  Tale  mifolds 

Ridi  grores  of  lof^  stature. 

With  Yarrow  winding  through  the  pomp 

Of  coltiTated  nature ; 

And,  rising  from  those  lofty  groves, 

Behold  a  Ruin  hoary ! 

Ihs  shattered  front  of  Newark's  Towers, 

Renowned  in  Border  1 


Fair  sesnes  for  diildhood*s  opening  bloom, 

For  iportiTe  youth  to  stray  in ; 

For  manhood  to  enjoy  his  strength  ; 

.\nd  age  to  wear  away  in ! 

Yob  eotlage  seems  a  bower  of  bliss, 

A  eofcrt  for  protection 

Of  tnder  tfioughts,  that  nestle  there— 

The  brood  of  chaste  afTection. 


How  sweet,  on  this  autumnal  day, 

The  wild-wood  fruits  to  gather. 

And  on  my  True-love's  forehead  plant 

A  crest  of  blooming  heather ! 

And  what  if  I  enwreathed  my  own  I 

'Twere  no  offence  to  reason ; 

The  sober  Hills  thus  deck  their  brows 

To  meet  the  wintry  season. 

I  see — but  not  by  sight  alone. 

Loved  Yarrow,  have  I  won  thee; 

A  ray  of  £uicy  still  survives — 

Her  sunshine  plays  upon  thee  I 

Thy  ever-youthful  waters  keep 

A  course  of  lively  pleasure ; 

And  gladsome  notes  my  lips  can  breathe, 

Accordant  to  the  measure. 

The  vapours  Unger  Tound  the  Huights, 
They  melt,  and  soon  must  vanish ; 
One  hour  is  theirs,  nor  more  is  mine — 
Sad  thought,  which  I  would  banish. 
But  that  I  know,  where'er  I  go, 
Thy  genuine  image.  Yarrow ! 
Will  dwell  with  me — to  heighten  joy, 
Aud  dieer  my  mind  in  sorrow. 
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ADomTi  1802. 
Fitft  Star  of  erenlog,  SpleodoDr  of  &te  west, 
nf  my  Omatrj  t — on  (lie  huriiou'a  brink 
Than  huigeet,  stooping,  u  night  Btwm,  to  fdntc 
On  Eogknd'B  bosom  ;  yot  well  pteaaed  to  rest. 
Meanwhile,  tad  be  to  her  »  gloiious  avat 
ComiHeaous  to  the  Nutions.     Thou,  I  think, 
Should'it  be  tny  Countrj'e  emblem ;  and  ebould'st 

Bri^  Star]  witli  Uugbter  on  her  buinen,  drast 
In  ihj  freah  beuity.    There !  that  dmky  ^lot 
Beneath  tliee,  that  'a  England  ;  there  alio  lies. 
lileifiiDgB  be  on  you  both  I  one  hope,  one  lot. 
One  life,  one  glory  t — I,  with  numy  a  fior 
For  my  deiu  Country,  many  heartfelt  aigh?. 
Among  men  who  do  not  lave  her,  Uoger  b«re. 


t  a  reed  that  '■  ahaken  by  tfao  wind. 
Or  what  ia  it  that  ye  go  forth  to  we  I 
Lord*,  lawyers,  itatesmen,  siiuires  of  low  di^ree, 
Hon  known,  and  mcu  unknown,  eick,  lame,  and 

blJDd, 

PoM  forward  all,  tike  crutnrea  of  one  kind, 
Willi  firat-&uit  oBeringa  crowd  to  bend  the  knee 
In  France,  before  the  new-born  MujeBty. 

.  erer  tbtu.  Ye  men  of  prostrate  mind, 
A  aeemly  reverence  may  be  paid  to  power ) 
But  that  'a  a  loyal  rirtne,  never  sown 

liaste,  nor  splia^ng  with  a  transient  shower : 
:    Wfaen  truUi,when  aense,  when  liberty  were  flown, 
j    What  hardabip  had  it  been  to  wait  an  honr! 
•   Shame  on  yoo,  ttehle  Heads,  to  ilaTery  prone ! 


Jones  1  as  &otd  Calais  louthward  yon  and  I 
Went  pacing  side  by  side,  this  pnblic  Waj 
Slnuned  with  the  pomp  of  a  too-vrednloiu  day', 
When  bitli  was  pledged  to  new-bom  Ul-erty :         i 
A  homeleas  sonnd  of  joy  was  in  the  sky: 
From  honr  to  hour  the  antiquated  Earth,  I 

Beat  like  (lie  heart  of  Man ;  songii,  garlands,  min^ 
Bannen,  and  happy  faces,  tax  and  nigb  I 
And  now,  sola  regintcr  that  Uiao  tlunga  wen^  ^1 
Two  aolitary  greeting  haTe  I  heaid,  .^^^ 

' Oood natme,  OUUml'  nhoSUm  imi,        ^^| 
As  if  a  dead  man  spake  it  I    Yet  despair       '' 
TouchoB  mo  not,  tliough  penuvo  as  a  turd 
Whose  vernal  coverts  winter  balb  laid  baref. 


1B01. 
I  OBIETU)  for  Baonapart^,  with  a  vain 
And  an  nnlhinkiiig  grief  1    The  leodenst  tsool 
Of  that  Man'a  mind — what  can  it  be  I  what  iaak 
Fed  Ida  first  hopes  I  what  knowledge  ooold  kt  pkl 
*Tis  not  in  baltlea  tliat  from  yonth  ve  tnin 
The  Governor  who  must  be  wise  and  good. 
And  temper  with  the  Blemneas  of  the  brain 
Thoughts  motherly,  and  meek  as  wonlaidiood. 
Wisdom  dolli  hie  with  eliildren  round  her  kaMV 
Books,  leiem^,  perfect  freedom,  and  die  talk 
Man  liolds  mth  week-day  man  in  the  hoariy  H 
or  the  mind's  boaineas  :  these  are  the  degreaa 
By  which  true  Sway  dotli  moont ;  this  is  the  tfal 
True  Power  doth  grow  on ;  and  her  rights  an 
theao. 

'  Ittb  Julj,  179).  ISHNola. 
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T. 
CALABy  AVQVn   IS,   1802. 

I  hare  I  seen  that  were  not  munes : 
oxig  Buonaparte's  natal  day, 
I  henceforth  an  eBtaUished  swaj — 
r  life.    With  wordixp  Franee  prodaims 
obatum,  and  with  pomps  and  games, 
lant  diat  other  Gties  maj  be  gay ! 
x»t :  and  I  have  bent  my  way 
a-coast,  noting  diat  each  man  frames 
C8B  as  he  Hkes.    Far  other  show 
I  here  witnesBed,  in  a  prooder  time ; 
^easness  of  joy  was  then  soblime ! 
he,  who,  earing  not  for  Pope, 
r  King,  can  soond  himadlf  to  know 
ny  of  Man,  and  live  in  hope. 

IXTDICIIOll  OF  THS  TESftXlAX  SEPCBUC 

9is  bold  the  goigeoas  east  in  fee  ; 
the  safegnard  of  the  west :  the  worth 
B  did  not  fan  bdow  her  birth, 
be  eldest  Child  of  liberty, 
imaiden  City,  bright  and  free ; 
■edneed,  no  force  could  liobUe; 
n  die  took  mito  hersdf  a  Mate, 
espoose  the  ereriasting  Sea. 
t  if  she  bad  seen  those  glories  fiule, 
les  Tuush,  and  diat  strength  decay ; 
some  tribute  of  regret  be  paid 
r  k>!ig  life  hath  reached  its  final  day : 
we,  and  mnst  griere  when  even  the  Shade 
hich  onoe  was  great,  is  passed  away. 

ni. 

THE  K»G  OP  8WKDS3I. 

»  of  song  from  distant  lands  shall  call 

jtmi  King ;  shall  hail  the  crowned  Yonth 

ing  counsel  of  unbending  Truth, 

sample  hath  set  forth  to  all 

f  with  dignity  may  stand ;  or  fall, 

ij  must    Now,  whither  doth  it  tend  t 

t  to  him  and  his  shall  be  the  end  t 

Dg^  is  one  which  neither  can  appal 

r  him ;  for  the  illustrious  Swede  hath  done 

;  which  ought  to  be ;  is  raised  above 

xjoenoes :  work  he  hath  begun 

ide,  and  piety,  and  lore, 

Q  bis  glorious  ancestors  approTo  : 

«•  bless  him,  him  their  rightful  son  *. 

*  8m  note. 


▼III. 

TO  TOUSAIHT  L'oUTEBTUftB. 

TocBAniT,  tiie  most  unhappy  man  of  men ! 
Whedier  the  whistling  Rustie  tend  his  plough 
Within  thy  hearing,  or  thy  head  be  now 
PiDowed  in  some  deep  duogeon's  eariess  den ; — 
O  miserable  Chieftain  I  where  and  iriien 
Wilt  thou  find  paticnee  !  Yet  die  not ;  do  thou 
Wear  rather  in  thy  bonds  a  dieerfnl  lm>w : 
Thou^  fidkn  thyself,  never  to  rise  again. 
Lire,  and  take  oomforl    Thou  hast  left  bdund 
Powers  diat  win  work  for  thee ;  air,  earth,  and  skies; 
There  *s  not  a  fareatfaing  of  the  eommoo  wind 
That  will  forget  Uiee ;  thou  hast  great  allies ; 
Thy  friends  are  exultations,  agonies, 
And  loTe,  and  man*s  uneooq[nerable  mind. 


IX. 

SBRSMBEE  1,  1802. 

■  wts  of  tjmnj  thai 

MMBff  of  aD  KcgioM  fron  Fna 

«•  kad  a  Fdlov-fOMcagar  wk 

We  had  a  female  Passenger  who  came 
From  Cblais  with  us,  qpotless  in  anayi — 
A  white-robed  Negro,  Hke  a  lady  gay. 
Yet  downcast  as  a  woman  fearing  blame ; 
Meek,  deslitnte,  as  seemed,  of  hope  or  aim 
She  aate^  frxim  notice  turning  not  away. 
But  on  all  proffered  intercourse  did  lay 
A  weight  of  languid  speech,  or  to  the  same 
No  sign  of  answer  made  by  word  or  £ace : 
Yet  still  her  eyes  retained  their  tropie  fire. 
That,  burning  independent  of  the  mind. 
Joined  with  the  lustre  of  her  rich  attire 
To  mock  the  Outcast — 0  ye  Heavens,  be  land ! 
And  feel,  thou  Earth,  for  this  afflicted  Race  1 


Cte 


ofCte 
oTtht 


00MP08KD  IN  THB  yALLBT  KRUL   DOTSI,  ON  TBB 
DAT  OF  LANDING. 

Hkrjb,  on  our  native  S(nl,  we  breathe  once  more. 
The  cock  diat  crows,  tiie  smoke  that  curls,  that  sound 
Of  bells ; — those  boys  who  in  yon  meadow-ground 
In  white^eeved  shirts  are  playing ;  and  the  roar 
Of  the  waves  breaking  on  the  chalky  shore ; — 
All,  an  are  Kngliah.     Oft  have  I  looked  round 
With  joy  in  Kent's  green  vales ;  but  never  found 
Myself  so  satisfied  in  heart  before. 
Europe  is  yet  in  bonds ;  but  let  that  pass. 
Thought  for  another  moment.    Thou  art  free. 
My  Country  1  and  'tis  joy  enou^  and  pride 
For  one  hour's  perfect  bliss,  to  tread  the  grass 
Of  England  onoe  again,  and  hear  and  see. 
With  such  a  dear  Companion  at  my  side. 


nb 
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iMiAtah  within  » hoDow  vale,  I  flood; 
And  mm,  while  m  wm  odm  and  air 


I 

Dnwn  afanoat  into  fri^itfU  najghbooriwod. 
lihnmk;  forirerily  the bante flood 
Waa  lika  a  lake,  or  xircr  brig^tt  and  fur, 
A  i^an  of  waten ;  jet  what  power  ia  tfawa  I 
What  mifljhtineai  for  efii  and  for  good  I 
Evan  ao  doth  God  protect  VB  if  we  bo 
l^rtoona  and  wiae.    Wfaida  bbw,  and  watera  roll, 
Stmgtfa  to  the  faraTe,  and  Power,  and  Deity; 
Yet  in  tiMBDaeltei  are  nothing  I   Qnedeeree 
Spake  kwB  to  HbM,  and  aaid  that  Iqr  tiie  aool 
Onfy,  the  Natkma  ahall  be  great  and  free. 


ZIL 

TBOVOHT  OF  A  BBIlOlf  OM  THE  fUMUOATIOir  OP 

aWITUBLAHn. 


TwoVoioeaaretfawe;  oneiaolthe 
Qneoltibemoontafaia;  eachnnd^tyVoioe: 
In  bodi  from  age  to  age  thoa  didat  rejoiee, 
Thej  were  tfi j  choeen  ninaifl^  liberty ! 
There  came  n  Tjrzant,  and  wlA  holy  g^ 
Then  iboghf at  againat  him ;  but  haat  vainly  striTen : 
Then  from  thj  Alpine  holda  at  length  art  driTen, 
Whoe  not  n  torrent  mnrmore  heard  by  thee. 
Of  one  deep  bliaa  thine  car  hath  been  bereft : 
Then  deave,  0  deaye  to  that  whidi  etill  is  left; 
For,  high-eouled  Maid,  what  Borrow  would  it  be 
That  Mountain  floods  should  thunder  as  before, 
And  Ocean  bellow  from  his  rodcy  shore, 
And  neither  awful  Voice  be  heard  by  thee ! 

XIII. 
WRITTEN   IN   LONDON,  SEPTEMBER,    180*2. 

0  Friend  I  I  know  not  which  way  I  must  look 
For  comfort,  being,  as  I  am,  opprest. 
To  think  that  now  our  life  is  only  drest 
For  show ;  mean  handy-work  of  craftsman,  cook. 
Or  groom ! — We  must  run  glittering  like  a  brook 
In  the  open  sunshine,  or  we  are  unblest : 
The  wealthiest  man  among  us  is  the  best : 
No  grandeur  now  in  nature  or  in  book 
Delights  us.    Rapine,  avarice,  expense. 
This  is  idolatry ;  and  these  we  adore : 
Plain  living  and  high  thinking  are  no  more : 
The  homely  beauty  of  the  good  old  cause 
Is  gone ;  our  peace,  our  fearful  innocence. 
And  pure  religion  breathing  household  laws. 


HP. 


3UT. 


y/^  Lomcm,  18 

Uvumal  then  aiioald^  be  Bi 
Kngfamd  hath  need  el  thee ;  i 
Of  atagnant  watere:  altar^aw 
Fireaide,  the  beroie  wealth  ol 
Have  forfeited  their  andcnt  I 
Of  inward  happineaei  We  ai 
Oh!  raise  na  Qp^  retnm  to na 
And  give  na  mannen^  virtoc^ 
Thy  aonl  waa  like  a  Star,  and 
Then  liadat  a  voice  i^oae  aoa 
Pore  as  the  naked  heavensy  n 
So  didst  thoa  travel  on  life'a  i 
IndieerfulgodUneaa;  and  ye 
The  knHieBt  dotica  on  hetaelf 


XV. 

Great  men  have  been  among  n 
And  tongoea  tiiat  attend  wiai 
The  hiter  Sidney,  Harvdy  Ha 
Yoong  Vane,  and  odien  wbo 
Theee  meralista  ooold  aet  and 
They  knew  how  gennine  ffatj 
Tan^t  oa  how  ri^tftiDy  n  na 
Inq»lendoor:  what  atrength  ^ 

bend 
Butinmagnanimonsmeekneafc 
Hath  brought  forth  no  such  m 
Perpetual  emptiness !  unceari 
I  No  angle  volume  paramount^ 
{No  master  spirit,  no  determin 
But  equally  a  want  of  books  f 


1 


XVI. 

It  is  not  to  be  thought  of  thai 
Of  British  freedom,  which,  tc 
Of  the  world's  praise,  from  di 
Hath  flowed, '  with  pomp  of  \ 
Roused  though  it  be  full  oftei 
Which  spurns  the  check  of  m 
That  this  most  famous  Streai 
Should  perish ;  and  to  evil  ai 
Be  loet  for  ever.  In  our  ball 
Armoury  of  the  invincible  Ki 
We  must  be  free  or  die,  who 
That  Shakspeare  spake ;  the 
Wiiich  Milton  held. — In  evec 
Of  Earth's  first  blood,  have  t 


\ 
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have  borne  in  memorj  wlimt  has  lamed 
itioofly  how  emiobliiig  thooghtu  depart 
en  change  swords  for  ledgersy  and  desert 
lent's  bower  for  gold,  some  fears  mmained 
ly  Coimtry  ! — am  I  to  be  blsmed ! 
lenl  think  of  thee,  and  what  thoa  art, 
n  the  bottom  of  my  heart, 
snfilial  fears  I  am  sflfaamed. 
riy  most  we  prize  tiiee ;  we  who  find 
a  bohrark  for  the  canse  of  men ; 
J  my  affection  was  begniled : 
XMider  if  a  Poet  now  and  then, 
the  many  morementB  of  his  mind, 
'  thee  as  a  knrer  or  a  child  ! 


XTIU. 


1803. 


gjht  belies  tiiat  natmal 

Hied  France,  and  made  of  it  a  land 

rocn;  and  diat  in  one  great  band 

■  wete  bursting  fordi,  to  dwdH  at  eaecL 

a  chosen  soil,  where  son  and  bteeae 

otle&voajs:  mral  works  are  tfaere^ 

iiairy  bumess  without  care  ; 

h  in  all  things  tiiat  can  soothe  and  please ! 

beoosthen  that  there  shoold  be  sodi  deanh 

Hedge  ;  ihai  wlu^  myriads  dxxild  imiie 

k  against  thems^Tes  soch  fell  deqiite  : 

eooie  in  pfarensy  and  in  dnmken  mirth, 

sit  to  pot  out  the  only  li^it 

rty  that  yet  renuuns  on  earth  ! 


1803L 

strike  mnniwi.  voildEn^  widi  dfamay : 
Etba  rich  men,  hruwe  bj  natnre^  taint  tfieair 
Wiih  words  of  apprdiensiao  and  deqiair : 
While  tens  of  ihoMsnds,  dunking  on  the  affiray,    ' 
Men  onto  whom  snBW  ieiit  for  Iht  day 
.^^nd  —*'"****  not  irtiiilfHi  or  niitillwi  are  gifcuy 
Somd,  heaUiy,  chiUren  of  the  God  of  heaTcn, 
Are  <liffifui  as  the  riang  ssn  in  May. 
What  do  we  gadier  hfwe  bnt  fii  iiiri  mini 
That  cicfy  gpi  of  noble  otigm 
la  breathed  apon  bj  Hope^s  perpetual  Isealh  ; 

and  the  focohies  within 
Aat  ri^es  are  akin 
To  fear,  to  Hiangr,  to  cowardice,  and  death  ! 


XXI. 


Ea&jj^l  dw 


Thy  heart  from  its 


when  thoadioahrst 


food; 


be  vtHMtsr  iDBdeistood 


Old  dmys  have 

Fai 

Batfordiy 

If  for  Greece^  Egypt,  Iwfia, 

Aag^  good 


;  we  hare 
wo^^A  haTc  been 
at  this  day. 


dfstinfd,  thoa  woald'st  sl^ 


England  !  all  nasioosia  this  charge  agree: 

Bot««rK,n><«igD<nmmlore»dh>«e,  . 

Far — for  more  abject,  is  thine  Enemy  : 

Therefore  the  wise  pray  for  thee,  thoi^  the  freight    ; 

Of  thy  oOcnees  be  a  heary  weight : 

Oh  grief  that  Earth's  best  hopes  rest  an  with  Thee ! 


XIX. 

it  a  bondage  worse,  for  worse,  to 

s  who  breathes, by  roo^ and  floor,and  wall, 

,  a  Tyrant's  solitary  ThiaO  : 

who  walks  about  m  the  open  air, 

i  Nation  who,  henceforth,  most  wear 

•tters  in  their  sools.     For  who  could  be, 

ren  the  best,  in  sncfa  conditioii,  free 

^lf-reproach,  reproadi  that  be  most  share 

ioman-natoie  I    Nerer  be  it  ours 

he  son  how  bristly  it  will  shine, 

yw  that  noble  fedings,  manly  povers, 

of  gathering  8trength,mnst  droop  and  puj«. ; 

th  with  all  her  pleasant  frtuts  and  flcnrer% 

id  participate  in  man's  deefioe. 


XXII. 

1803. 

Wbss,  looking  on  the  present  fisee  of  tlungSy 
I  see  one  Man,  of  men  the  meanest  too ! 
niisfd  uf  to  sway  the  worid,  to  do,  vndo. 
With  migbsy  Nations  for  his  anderlingi^ 
The  great  ereots  with  which  old  story  rings 
vain  andhoUow  ;  I  find  nothing  great : 
is  left  which  I  can  Tcnefate  ; 
So  that  a  doubt  afaoMt  within  me  springs 
Of  Proridcnee,  such  empcintas  at  length 
Seems  at  the  heart  of  all  things.     But,  great  God! 
1  raeaoore  back  the  steps  which  I  hare  trr^d ; 
And  tmnbic^  seeing  wfacnee  proceeds  the  strength 
Of  such  poor  Instrmnenta,  with  thoughts  suMimr 
I  tremUe  at  the  sorrow  of  the  time. 


POEUS  OF  THE  lUAGINATlON, 


■to   IBB  MSn  OP   BBKT.      OCTOBEB,  iBOS. 

TinoDiBD  of  Liberty,  ye  men  at  Kent, 

Y«  duldren  of  &  Soil  that  doth  ftdvuioe 

Her  huighlj  brow  Bgunn  the  oout  of  Fnmc^ 

Now  is  the  lime  to  proTe  your  faardiment  1 

To  Freocti  be  voids  of  inTitBtion  Eout  I 

Tbe;  from  thrar  Gclda  can  see  the  coanteniuice 

Of  yonr  Seice  ma,  may  ken  the  glittering  hmco, 

And  hear  you  siionting  forth  your  braTO  iDteuL 

Left  single,  in  bold  parley,  ye,  of  yore, 

IHd  from  the  Normsii  win  a  galluit  wreath  ; 

Confirmed  the  charters  that  wero  yours  bcfoN  j— 

No  parleying  now  !  In  Britain  is  one  breath  ; 

We  all  are  with  yon  now  from  abare  to  sboie  : — 

Y«  mm  of  Kent, 'Ik  victoiy  or  death  I 


Wail  If  onr  mirohere  hardy  eould  defy 
The  anlhiiiGtie  of  babea,  must  foreign  bordea, 

res,  vile  as  ever  were  befooled  by  words, 
StrikiDg  through  English  breaals  the  oDamby 
Of  Terror,  bear  as  to  the  ground,  and  tie 
Our  hands  behind  our  backs  with  felon  cords  ! 
Yields  oreiy  thing  to  discipline  of  sword*  I 
Is  man  »  good  as  man,  none  low,  none  hl^  I — 
Nor  disdpliae  nor  toIoilt  can  withstand 
The  ahock,  nor  quell  t)ic  bisi-ilAbk  rout. 
When  in  some  great  extremity  breaks  out 
A  people,  on  their  onni  beloved  Land 
Risen,  like  one  man,  to  combat  in  tho  eight 
Of  a  just  God  for  liberty  and  right. 


LINES  ON  THE  EXPECTED  INVASION. 

CoHS  ye— who,  if  (which  Heaven  avert  I)  the  Land 
Were  with  henelf  at  strife,  would  tahe  your  stand. 
Like  gallant  Falkland,  by  the  Monarch's  side, 
And,  like  Montrose,  make  Loyally  your  pride — 
Come  ye— who,  not  Iohi  zealous,  might  diBjilay 
Banners  at  ennuty  with  regal  sway, 
And,  like  the  Pyms  and  MJltons  of  that  day. 
Think  that  a  Slate  would  live  ui  sounder  heslth 
If  Kingdiip  bowed  its  head  to  Commonwealth— 
Ye  too — whom  no  discreditable  fear 
Would  keep,  perhaps  witli  many  a  fruitless  tear, 
Uncertain  what  to  choose  and  how  to  atoer— 
And  ye — who  might  mistake  for  sober  sense 
And  wise  reserve  the  plea  of  indolence— 


Come  ye — whatever  yonr  creed — O  walten  all, 
Whtttc'ET  your  temper,  at  your  Comiiry^  call ; 
Resolving  (this  a  free-bora  Nation  can) 
To  have  one  Soul,  and  perish  to  a  man. 
Or  save  this  honoured  l^nd  &tnn  e' 
But  British  reason  and  the  Briti^  si 


"every  Lan^ 
i^  sword.      ■ 


ocTonta,  1H03. 
SaocT,  for  a  mighty  Victory  is  won !  ^ 

On  British  ground  the  Invadere  are  laid  Iwifl 
Tlie  breath  of  Heaven  has  drifted  tltMU  Uka^f 
And  left  them  lying  in  [be  alcnt  sun,  ^M 

Neier  to  rise  again  ! — the  worb  is  done. 
Come  forth,  je  old  men,  now  in  peaoeful  ahaar 
Andgreetyonrions  I  dnuns  best  and  immpcttUM 
Make  m£9Try,  wives  t  ye  little  oHldr«i,ilnn 
Your  graodamc's  eaiswith  pleasorvtiryaarBoIti 
Clap,  infants,  clap  your  bnmls  t  Divina  mnM  b* 
That  triumph,  when  the  very  worst,  the  pus, 
And  even  the  prospect  of  our  brethren  *Ua, 


Hath  Bomelhing  in  it  which  the  bei 


enjopt- 


In  ^ory  will  they  sleep  and  endless  auclily. 

^/  V^WWSIUIE*,   1806.  ^ 

AhOtqeh  year !— anollier  deadly  blow  I 
Another  mighty  Empire  overthrown  I 
And  We  are  left,  or  ehall  be  left,  alone ; 
Tho  hut  thst  dare  to  struggle  with  the  Foe. 
'Tis  well  I  from  tills  day  forward  we  shall  knew 
Tliat  in  ourselves  our  safety  must  be  sotigbli 
That  by  our  own  right  hands  it  must  be  wiM^ 
Tliat  we  must  stand  tmpropped,  or  b*  kid  lorn, 
O  dastard  whom  such  foretaste  doth  not  chaw  I 
We  shall  exult,  if  they  who  mte  the  land 
Be  men  who  hold  its  many  btosmngi  dear. 
Wise,  nprigbt,  valiant ;  not  a  servils  baad, 
Who  are  to  judge  of  danger  wliich  Ibey  fear. 
And  honour  nhidi  they  do  not  nndencand. 


ODE. 

Who  rises  on  the  banks  of  SeuM, 
And  binds  her  temples  with  the  diie  wiMI 
What  joy  tare«d  the  promise  of  her  tniOD  ! 
[low  iweei  In  rert  herwid»^resd  wings  bi 
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Bot  they  are  ever  pUying, 

And  twinkUng  in  the  Ught, 

And,  if  a  breeze  be  stntying, 

Tbftt  breeze  she  will  invite ; 
I  studs  on  tiptoe,  ooniBcione  she  is  fairy 
1  eaQs  a  look  of  loTe  into  her  fitoe, 
i  lueads  her  arms,  as  if  the  general  air 
16  eonld  ntisfy  her  wide  embrace, 
[dty  Principalities,  before  her  melt  1 
*  lore  je  huled — her  wrath  have  felt ! 
;  She  throng  many  a  change  of  form  hath  gone, 
1  stands  amidst  yon  now  an  arm^  creature, 
ase  panoplj  is  not  a  thing  put  on, 
lSb&  lire  scales  of  a  portentous  natnre ; 
i,  baring  forced  its  waj  £rom  birth  to  birth, 
]b  roond — abhorred  by  Hearen,  a  terror  to 
tiwEarthl 

marked  the  breathings  of  her  dragon  crest ; 

Seal,  a  suriowful  mterpreter, 

■sBj  a  midnight  Tision  bowed 

fart  the  ominoos  s^ect  of  her  spear ; 

bedar  iSbe  mighty  beam,  in  scorn  upheld, 

XMtaDed  her  foesi^— or,  pompooaly  at  rest, 

eswd  to  bisect  her  orbM  shield, 

I  itntdies  a  bhie  bar  of  solid  cloud 

mm  the  setting  smi  and  all  the  fiery  west 

m. 
Sofia  die  danni  the  Earth,  and  God  defy  I 
ad,  vber«M)e*er  she  spread  her  sovereignty, 
oQntioD  tainted  all  that  was  most  pure. 
-HtvB  we  not  known — and  lire  we  not  to  tell — 
WJvtice  seemed  to  hear  her  final  knell  t 
ii&  buried  deeper  in  her  own  deep  breast 
Ivtevi^  snd  sighed  to  find  them  insecure ! 
^  Hope  was  maddened  by  the  drops  that  fell 
^  dudes,  her  chosen  place  of  short-lived  rest 
liUDe  CoOowed  shame,  and  woe  supplanted  woe— 
ifiib  the  only  change  that  time  can  show  t 
tot  loog  shall  vengeance  sleep  t     Ye  patient 

Heavens,  how  long  I 
*I>te  ejacnlation !  from  the  tongue 
'^^atioos  wanting  virtue  to  be  strong 
P  to  the  measure  of  accorded  might, 
^  duiog  not  to  feel  the  majesty  of  right ! 

IT. 

^<tk  Spirits  are  there — who  would  ask, 
P^  the  pressure  of  a  painful  thing, 
^  Wi  ainewB,  or  the  eagle's  wing ; 
'  let  their  wishes  loose,  in  forest-glade. 

Among  the  lurking  powers 

Of  herbs  and  lowly  flowers, 
'^  from  saints  above,  miraculous  aid — 


That  Man  may  be  accomplished  for  a  task 

Which  his  own  natnre  hath  enjoined ; — and  why  ! 

If,  when  that  interference  hath  relieved  him. 
He  must  sink  down  to  languish 

In  worse  than  former  helplessness — and  lie 
Till  the  caves  roar, — and,  imbecility 
Again  engendering  anguish,  [ceived  him. 

The  same  weak  wish  returns,  that  had  before  de- 


V. 


But  Thou,  supreme  Disposer  1  may'st  not  speed 
The  course  of  things,  and  change  the  creed 
Which  hath  been  held  aloft  before  men's  sight 
Since  the  first  framing  of  societies. 
Whether,  as  bards  have  told  in  ancient  song. 
Built  up  by  soft  seducing  harmonies ; 
Or  prest  together  by  the  appetite, 

And  by  the  power,  of  wrong. 


PART  U. 
I. 

ON  A  CTKT.KHaATED  XVBZfT  IN  ANCIENT  HIBTOBT. 

A  Roman  Master  stands  on  Grecian  ground. 
And  to  the  people  at  the  Isthmian  Games 
Assembled,  He,  by  a  herald's  voice,  proclaims 
Ths  Libkbtt  of  Gbbecb  : — the  words  rebound 
Until  all  voices  in  one  voice  are  drowned ; 
Glad  acclamation  by  which  air  was  rent  1 
And  birds,  high  flying  in  the  element, 
Dropped  to  the  earth,  astonished  at  the  sound ! 
Yet  were  the  thoughtful  grieved ;  and  still  that  voice 
Haunts,  with  sad  echoes,  musing  Fancy's  ear : 
Ah !  that  a  Conqueror's  words  should  be  so  dear : 
Ah !  that  a  boon  could  shed  such  rapturous  joys ! 
A  gift  of  that  which  is  not  to  be  given 
By  all  the  blended  powers  of  Earth  and  Heaven. 

IL 
UPON  THB  SAMB  BVBNT. 

Whbn,  far  and  wide,  swift  as  the  beams  of  mom 

The  tidings  passed  of  servitude  repealed. 

And  of  that  joy  which  shook  the  Isthmian  Field, 

The  rough  ^tolians  smiled  with  bitter  scorn. 

« *Tis  known,"  cried  they,"  that  he,  who  would  adorn 

His  envied  temples  with  the  Isthmian  crown. 

Must  either  win,  through  effort  of  his  own. 

The  prize,  or  be  content  to  see  it  worn 

By  more  deserving  brows. — Yet  so  ye  prop. 

Sons  of  the  brave  who  fought  at  Marathon, 

Your  feeble  spirits  !   Greece  her  head  hath  bowed. 

As  if  the  wreath  of  liberty  thereon 

Would  fix  itself  as  smoothly  as  a  dond. 

Which,  at  Jove's  will,  descends  on  Pelion's  top." 


POEMS  OF  THE  DfAaiNATIOl^ 


m. 

lOmOHAI  CLASXflOII,  Olf  TBS  WOlkL  PAMim  OT  IBB 
BILL  warn  TBB  ABOLinOB  OV  TBB ILATB IBABB. 

ClabbwiiI  ilwManol»tiiiafttlifllto«BBibs 
How  teOaoiB*— OAjTy  how  div»— it  wm^  hf  tiie* 
It  known;  bynoneyperfaApf^tolMHqgltj: 
But  thou,  wbo^  iterting  in  tbj  fcrmt  primt^ 
Didst  ftnt  iMd  forth  that  enterfffiae  suUima^ 
Hast  lieard  the  oonstaiit  Voice  iti  ehuge  repott^ 
WUdiy  oat  of  diy  joung  heart's  oneolar  aeat. 
First  roused  thee«— O  tme  yoke-fellow  of  ^mi^ 
DntyVi  intrepid  liegeman^  see,  tibe  pafan 
Is  won,  and  by  all  Nations  dtaU  be  worn  I 
Tlie  blood-stained  Writing  is  for  erer  torn ; 
And  thoa  henceforth  wilt  Ymw  a  good  man's  eahn, 
A  great  man's  happiness ;  thy  leal  dtaU  find 
Repose  at  lengtiiy  finn  friend  ol  Imman  kind  1 

IT. 
A  PBOPBBCT.     rSBBVABTy  1807. 

HiQB  deedsi  O  Germans,  are  to  come  from  yon  I 
Tims  in  yoor  books  the  record  shall  be  found, 
*  A  watdiword  was  pronounced,  a  potent  sound — 
ARMiinus  !~all  the  people  quaked  like  dew 
Stirred  by  the  breeie ;  th^  rose,  a  Nation,  true, 
True  to  herself— the  mighty  Germany, 
She  of  the  Danube  and  tibe  Northern  Sea, 
She  rose,  and  off  at  onee  the  yoke  she  thrsw. 
AH  power  was  giTen  her  in  the  dreadful  trance ; 
Those  new-born  Kings  she  withered  like  a  flame.' 
— Woe  to  them  all  1  but  heaviest  woe  and  shame 
To  that  Bavarian  who  could  first  advance 
His  banner  in  accursed  league  with  France, 
First  open  traitor  to  the  Grerman  name ! 

OOMPOSEn  BT  TBB  8IDB  OF  ORASMEBB  LABB. 

1807. 

CLOuns,  lingering  yet,  extend  in  solid  bars 
Through  the  grey  west ;  and  lo  1  these  waters,  steeled 
By  breczeless  air  to  smoothest  polish,  yield 
A  vivid  repetition  of  the  stars ; 
Jove,  Venus,  and  the  ruddy  crest  of  Mars 
Amid  his  fellows  beauteously  revealed 
'Alhftppy  distance  from  earth's  groaning  field. 
Where  ruthless  mortals  wage  incessant  waiu 
Is  it  a  mirror  I — or  the  nether  Sphere 
Opening  to  view  the  abyss  in  which  she  feeds 
Her  own  calm  fires  I — ^But  list  1  a  voice  is  near ; 
Great  Pan  himself  low-whispering  through  the 
^  Be  thankful,  thou ;  for,  if  unholy  deeds     [reeds, 
Ravage  the  worid,  tranquillity  is  herel" 


▼I. 

Go  bad[  to  antiqae  ages,  if  4lm 
Hie  genuine  nden  and  efaaraeli 
Of  the  rash  Spirit  that  stiU  hoi 
P^rompting  the  world's  andadc 
Go  back,  and  see  tibe  Tower  d 
Hie  pyramid  extend  its  monsl 
For  some  Aqvimnt  of  our  riKS 
Anxious  an  aeiy  name  to  inuB 
Tbera^  too^  ere  wiles  and  pofit 
Gnve  speeions  colouring  to  aii 
See  the  first  mighty  Hunter  k 
To  ehase  mankind,  with  men : 
For  his  field-pastime  hig^  an^ 
While,  to  dislodge  his  game^  I 


OOWVOSBD  WfllLB  TBB  AUTBQ 
WBITIlfO  A  TBACI^  OOCA«M 
nOH  or  CIlfTBA. 


Nor  *mid  the  World's  vain  ol 
The  free-bom  Soul— that  Wor 
In  selfish  interest  perterts  th 
Whose  fections  lead  astray  H 
Not  there ;  but  in  dark  wood 
And  hollow  vale  which  foamh 
With  omnipresent  murmur  a 
Down  their  steep  beds,  that  i 
Here,  mighty  Nature  1  in  thi 
I  weigh  the  hopes  and  fears  c 
For  her  consult  the  auguries 
And  through  the  human  heai 
And  look  and  listen — gatheri 
Triumph,  and  thoughts  no  be 

VIII. 
C01IP06BD  AT  THE  SAHB  TIM 

occAsioa 

I  DROPPED  my  pen  ;  and  listi 
That  sang  of  trees  up-torn  as 
A  midnight  harmony  ;  and  % 
To  the  general  sense  of  men 
Of  business,  care,  or  pleasure 
To  timely  sleep.  Thought  I,  ti 
Which,  without  aid  of  numbc 
Like  acceptation  from  the  W 
Yet  some  with  apprehensive 
A  dirge  devoutly  breathed  o^ 
And  to  the  attendant  promisi 
The  prophecy, — like  that  oft 
Which,  while  it  makes  the  heal 
Tells  also  of  bright  calms  thB 


i 
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pmxs  OF  ras  mjLaaxttOB, 


W«  CMi  ^pprcMli,  ^  nBTo*  to  bdioU, 
TM  b-tb*  bcMt  not  pltilMi  nor  mdd ; 

lt^.«iit«jU  J^m^lA.  nut  tj^ii  m.  .Igfc 

a»  aiKiItto  main*  ■!«  tropUM  U^ 
Of  more  Uun  nurtial  oomga  id  the  breaot 

potcefol  civic  virbie  :  ihej  attest 
Tbj  Dutdileffi  worth  to  all  potteritf. 
Blood  flowed  before  thy  liglit  without  remone  ; 
IKsease  conioDud  thj  Titola ;  War  npheaved 
The  ground  beneath  thee  with  Toleanio  force : 
Dread  trials  t  yet  encouDtered  and  soBtuned 
'nU  not  a  wreck  of  help  or  hope  remained, 
And  law  wm  from  neceaiitr  rectdT*d. 


Sit,  w^ist  (■  Honour  I — Tie  the  ItneM  senae 
Of  juttiix  which  the  human  mind  can  frame, 
Intent  each  lurking  &BQtj  to  diadum. 
And  guard  the  waj  of  life  from  ail  offence 
Soffered  or  done.    When  lawlea  viiJenee 
Invade*  a  Reahn,  m  proMod  that  in  the  scale 
Of  perilaaB  war  her  wdghlieet  amucs  Ul, 
Honour  h  hopeful  elevation, — whence 
Olorj,  and  bimnpti.    Yet  with  politic  akiB 
Endangered  Stales  maj  yidd  to  terms  unjust ; 

]p  thtir  proud  he»ds,  but  not  unto  the  dust— 
A  Foe's  moat  &Toiirite  pmpoae  to  fulfil : 

Ai«  forfeited ;  hot  bbm  j  doth  kOL 


TaetnoTtial  coungsofadajisnin,  J 

Au  empty  noise  of  death  the  bottle's  rear,       ■ 
If  vital  hope  be  wBaliag  to  restore,  |1 

Or  forljtudo  bo  wanting  to  sustain,  T 

Armies  or  kiogdotuB.    We  have  heard  a  tOtia 
Of  triumph,  how  the  labouring  Danube  borv 
A  weight  of  Loalile  corses :  drenched  wilh  gon 
Were  the  wide  fields,  tlie  hamlets  heaped  wi^M 
Yet  see  (the  might;  lomull  overpaM) 
Austria  a  Daughter  of  her  Throne  halh  *oId  I 
And  her  lyrolean  GiampioD  we  beliold 
Murdered,  like  one  ashore  bj'  shipwte«k  cas^ 
Murdered  without  relief.     Ohi  blind  as  bo^  J 
To  think  that  socb  ossunmce  can  stand  bit)  ■ 


gthf  ttgh 


Bun  ScUn  I  bjr  detLtb  deUvered,  take  th;  %ll 

Fran  hoMUi  tiuud  region.    Go,  and  nrt 

WUh  iHtM^  %id  the  iilands  of  the  Bles^ 

Or  in  Oa  flildt  of  empyrean  light. 

A  umIbov  wot  thou  erondng  a  dark  nigfat: 

Yal  shall  flif  nuae,  eonspicaooa  and  xibEa 

Stand  in  Aa  qncious  (inoiuncn 

Fixed  aaastar:  audi  glory  is  tby  right. 

Alas  1  it  may  not  be  :  for  earthly  &ma 

b  Fortune's  &wl  dependant ;  jet  th«e  Bvea 

A  Judge,  who,  as  man  daima  by  meri^  pvea; 

To  whose  all-pondoring  mind  a  notilB  ahn, 

Futhfiilly  kept,  ia  as  a  noble  deed  ; 

In  whoae  pure  aigbt  all  virtue  doth  mimil 


Cau  not  the  royal  Swede  m 

Who  never  did  to  Fortune  bend  the  knee; 

Who  slighted  fear ;  rejected  stead&atlj 

Temptation ;  and  whose  kinf^y  name  and  sMt 

Have  '  perished  by  his  chince,  and  not  Ua  bl>  I 

Hence  lives  He,  to  bis  inner  self  endeared ; 

And  hence,  wherever  virtue  ia  revered. 

He  sits  a  more  exahed  Potentate, 

Throned  in  the  hearts  of  nun.    ShooU  Bwi 

That  this  great  Servant  of  a  rigfateooa  ea^ 
Most  still  have  sad  or  vexing  thougfala  to  eaAii 
Yet  may  a  aympathiaing  spirit  panae^ 
Admonished  by  these  truths,  and  queoeli  bD  |a 
In  thankful  joy  and  giatnlation  pnra*. 
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w  on  tfiat  AdrtaiUircr  wiio  luUfa 
s  to  FcBtone ;  who,  in  cnid  sliglit 
na  hope,  at  Vhaij,  and  zight, 
lowed  wlieresoe'er  a  way  was  made 
tlind  Goddeasy— ratfakflB^  undisnuyed ; 
ia&  gained  at  length  a  proeperous  height, 
rhidi  the  elements  of  woridlj  might 
his  hanghty  feet,  like  doad^  are  bid. 
I  power  tiiat  stands  by  lawleas  force ! 
re  hit  dire  portion,  scorn,  and  hate^ 
darimeas  and  miquiet  b^jeath ; 
)ld  jndgmentB  keep  their  sacred  coarse, 
n  tiiat  height  shall  Hearen  precipitate 
Dt  and  ignominious  death. 


xxn. 

a  power  that  can  sostain  and  cheer 
tire  chieftain,  by  a  tyrant's  doom, 
to  deseend  into  his  destined  tomb- 
on  dark !  where  he  must  waste  the  year, 
cot  off  firom  an  his  heart  holds  dear ; 
ne  his  injured  country  is  a  stage 
Q  deliherate  Valour  and  the  rage 
eons  Vengeance  side  by  side  appear, 
ram  mom  to  night  the  heroic  scene 
eds  of  hope  and  everlasting  praise : — 
be  think  of  this  with  mind  serene 
nt  fetters  !    Yes,  if  visions  bright 
I  his  soul,  reflected  from  the  days 
e  himadf  was  tried  in  open  light 


xxni. 
I8ia 

lere  is  Pahdbx  t    Nor  tongue  nor  pen 

of  him,  his  dwelling  or  his  grave  I 

t  the  unheard-of  vessel  ride  the  wave  t 

e  swallowed  up,  remote  from  ken 

Dg  human-nature  t    Once  again 

a  tiiat  we  shall  hail  thee,  Champion  brave^ 

ed  to  bafiSe  that  imperial  Slave^ 

<ough  all  Europe  cheer  desponding  men 

!w-bom  hope.    Unbounded  is  the  might 

yrdom,  and  fortitude,  and  right 

tow  thy  Country  triumphs  1 — Smilingly 

anal  looks  upon  her  sword  that  gleams, 

I  own  lightning,  over  mountains  high, 

pari,  and  the  banks  of  all  her  streams. 


XXIT. 

In  dne  observinee  of  an  ancient  rite^ 

Hie  rode  Biacayani^  when  their  cfaildron  fie 

Dead  in  the  ainkas  time  of  in&n^. 

Attire  the  peaceful  corse  in  vestments  white ; 

And,  in  like  sign  of  doodkes  triun^h  bright. 

They  bind  the  unoffending  creature's  brows 

\^th  happy  gvlands  of  tiie  pore  white  rose: 

Then  do  a  festal  coo^iany  unite 

In  dioral  song ;  and,  while  the  uplifted  cross 

Of  Jesus  goes  before,  tiie  diild  is  bone 

Uncovered  to  his  grave :  tis  dosed, — her  loss 

The  Mother  tAm  mourns,  as  she  needs  must  mourn ; 

But  8000,  through  Christian  fiuth,  is  grief  subdued ; 

And  joy  retoma^  to  brighten  fortitude. 

XXV. 

FKBUKOS  OF  A  HOBLB  BISCATAR  AT  ONS  OF 
TBOSB  FUNKRALS. 

1810. 

Yet,  yet,  Biscayans  1  we  must  meet  our  Foes 

With  firmer  socd,  yet  labour  to  regain 

Our  ancient  freedom ;  else  'twere  worse  than  vain 

To  gather  round  the  bier  these  festal  shows. 

A  gariand  fiEMhioned  of  the  pure  white  rose 

Becomes  not  one  whose  £Either  ii  a  slave : 

Oh,  bear  the  infant  covered  to  his  grave  I 

These  venerable  mountains  now  enclose 

A  people  sunk  in  apathy  and  fear. 

If  this  endure,  farewell,  for  us,  all  good  I 

The  awful  light  of  heavenly  innocence 

Will  fail  to  illuminate  the  infant's  bier ; 

And  guilt  and  shame,  from  which  is  no  defence, 

Descend  on  all  that  issues  from  our  blood. 

XXVI. 

THB  OAK  OF  OUE&IIIGA. 

Tlie  udcnt  oak  oi  Onenrica,  Hja  Labordc  In  kia  aeeoaat  of  BImmv* 
b  a  mo«t  ▼marabla  natoral  moBomant.  Ferdinaiid  and  lubella,  m 
tbc  jrrar  1478^  after  heariii|c  maaa  in  the  ehnrcli  of  SanU  Maria  da 
la  Antiicua,  repaired  to  tUa  u«e,  under  wbiek  Uiay  ewore  to  tha 
Biscajrana  to  maintain  diatar/WrM  (prlvUa«a).  What  other  latcreat 
bekmjn  to  It  in  th«  ninda  of  thU  9wpU  will  appear  tfou,  tke 

SUPPOSSD  ADDRXtS  TO  TBS  SAMS.     1810. 

Oak  of  Guernica  I    Tree  of  holier  power 
Than  that  which  in  Dodona  did  enshrine 
(So  fiuth  too  fondly  deemed)  a  voice  divine 
Heard  from  the  depths  of  its  atrial  bower — 
How  canst  thou  flourish  at  this  blighting  hour! 
What  hope,  what  joy  can  sunshine  bring  to  thee, 
Or  the  soft  breezes  from  the  Atiantie  sea^ 
The  dews  of  mom,  or  April's  tender  shower  t 
Stroke  merdfnl  and  welcome  would  that  be 
Which  should  extend  thy  fanuodies  on  the  ground. 


If  nerer  more  within  their  shady  round 
Those  lofty-minded  Lawgiyers  shall  meet, 
Peasant  and  lord,  in  their  appointed 
Guardians  of  Biscay's  ancient  liberty. 


XZTll. 

IHDIONATION  OP  A  HIOH-MHIDKD  SPAMIAED. 

i8ia 
We  can  endure  that  He  should  waste  our  lands, 
Despoil  our  temples,  and  by  sword  and  flame 
Return  us  to  the  dust  firom  which  we  came ; 
Such  food  a  Tyrant's  appetite  demands : 
And  we  can  brook  the  thought  that  by  his  hands 
Spain  may  be  overpowered,  and  he  poeseae^ 
For  his  delight,  a  soleom  wilderness 
Where  all  the  brave  lie  dead.    But,  when  of  bands 
Which  he  will  break  for  us  he  dares  to  speak. 
Of  benefits,  and  of  a  future  day 
When  our  enlightened  minds  shall  bless  his  sway ; 
27ien,  the  strained  heart  of  fortitude  proves  weak  ; 
Our  groans,  our  blushes,  our  pale  cheeks  declare 
That  he  has  power  to  inflict  what  we  lack  strength 
to  bear. 

ZXVIII. 

AvAUNT  all  specious  pliancy  of  mind 

In  men  of  low  degree,  all  smooth  pretence ! 

I  better  like  a  blunt  indifference, 

And  self-respecting  slowness,  disinclined 

To  win  me  at  first  sight :  and  be  there  joined 

Patience  and  temperance  with  this  high  reserve, 

Honour  that  knows  the  path  and  will  not  swerve ; 

Affections,  which,  if  put  to  proof,  are  kind ; 

And  piety  towards  God.     Such  men  of  old 

Were  England's  native  growth ;  and,  throughout 

Spain, 
(Tlianks  to  high  God)  forests  of  such  remain : 
Then  for  that  Country  let  our  hopes  be  bold  ; 
For  matched  wiUi  these  sliall  policy  prove  vain, 
Her  arts,  her  strength,  her  iron,  and  her  gold. 

1810. 

O'ebwkenino  Statesmen  have  full  long  relied 
On  fleets  and  armies,  and  external  wealUi : 
But  from  tnUiin  proceeds  a  Nation's  health ; 
Which  shall  not  fail,  though  poor  men  cleave  with 

pride 
To  the  paternal  floor ;  or  turn  aside. 
In  the  thronged  city,  from  the  walks  of  gain, 
As  being  all  unworthy  to  detain 
A  Soul  by  contemplation  sanctified. 


There  are  who  cannot  languish  in  this  strife^ 
Spaniards  of  every  rank,  by  whom  the  good 
Of  such  high  course  was  fdt  and  understood; 
Who  to  their  Conntry*8  cause  have  bound  alile 
Erewhile,  by  solemn  consecration,  given 
To  ]aboiiryandtoprayer,tonatnre,aiidtDlMaviri*. 

^xxx. 

THB  FRENCH  AND  THE  SPANISH  OUEBIIJJ& 

HuNOEBy  and  sultry  hea.^  and  nipping  Usit 
From  bleak  hill-top,  and  length  of  mardi  by  ni|^ 
Through  heavy  swamp,  or  over  snow-dad  height— 
These  hardships  ill-sustained,  these  dangers  pts^ 
The  roving  Spanish  Bands  are  reached  at  Iss^ 
Charged,  and  dispersed  like  foam  :  but  as  a  flijglil 
Of  scattered  quails  by  signs  do  reonite, 
So  these, — and,  heard  of  once  again,  are 
With  combinations  of  long-practised  art 
And  newly-kindled  hope ;  but  they  are 
Gone  are  they,  viewless  as  the  buried  dead: 
Wherenowt — ^Theirswordisat  the  Foeman'shmtl 
And  thus  from  year  to  year  his  walk  they  flnnu^ 
And  hang  like  dreams  around  his  goQty  bed. 

XXXI. 

SPANISH  OUXULLAS. 
1811. 

Thet  seek,  are  sought ;  to  daily  battle  led, 
Shrink  not,  though  far  outnumbered  by  their  Foes, 
For  they  have  leamt  to  open  and  to  close 
The  ridges  of  grim  war ;  and  at  their  head 
Are  captains  such  as  erst  their  country  bred 
Or  fostered,  self-snpported  chiefs, — like  tho^e 
Whom  hardy  Rome  was  fearful  to  oppose ; 
Whose  desperate  shock  tlie  Carthacinian  fled. 
In  One  who  lived  unknoi^Ti  a  shepherd's  life 
Redoubted  Viriatus  breathes  again  ; 
And  Mina,  nourished  in  tlie  studious  shade, 
With  that  great  Leader  f  vies,  who,  sick  of  strife 
And  bloodshed,  longed  in  quiet  to  be  laid 
In  some  green  island  of  the  western  main. 


XXXII. 

1811. 

The  power  of  Armies  is  a  visible  thing, 
Formal,  and  circumscribed  in  time  and  space ; 
But  who  the  limits  of  that  power  sliall  trace 
Which  a  brave  People  into  light  can  bring 


*  See  Laborde's  character  of  tlie  Spanish  people ; 
him  the  sentiment  of  these  last  two  lines  is  taken. 
t  ScrtoriuB. 
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eDgeinfiamedl    NoiDotmaj 
follow,  to  a  frtBl  plMS 
,  Aat  gpifit,  ■iM.tJM.i  oe  Ab 
^oog  windy  or  ifec{nig  fike  d 
kwfiol  caTeB.>-Fram  fev  Id 
( indigenovt  prodnee  €v  iBi 
is  aobde  doDoit  a 
water  froB  the  MO,  iD 
okafipAfttiiaMj 


the 


Sd 


the 


H< 


italD 


ed  with 
lire 


nmikf  ihB  Ihrcat  at  tynanj  I 


uu-ix 

defightiDg  to  behold 

«tioD  of  her  own  deesr, 

d  Winter  like  a  tnrdkr  old, 

a  staff,  sod,  tfaroogfa  ibe  snlleB  daj, 

untie,  Iim{Mng  o'er  the  pisza, 

lis  weakneas  were  fisturtod  bj  pan 

or  fimcj  dwold  sDow 

ted  symbol  of  eommsod, 

sceptre  is  a  withered  boo^ 

taped  within  a  pakaed  bsad. 

■ms  nit  the  helpkss  sad  fodora ; 

Winter  the  deriee  daO 


Winter!  wbo  beset, 
md  Tan  sad  rear  his  ghasdr  net, 
rfaen  from  the  regions  of  the  POI0 
k,  inasne  smfaitMn's  barroi 
s  hnge  sad  itrong  as  e'er  de6ed 
snd  placed  dieir 


boldl 
Fleet  dw 


frrdw 


of  the  Wind, 


Yb 

Aadye 


dievnbesor 
iD^Uiywlde 


Andknd 


Is^s  of  WiBfeer's  triamph  sin^l 


Of  Winter's  tseadisuidoiged  with 
Ani  die  £re  fisfpin;  of  his  hoarjr 
Kict  dkeUhhe  dsnoe  vpon  the  soft  2;re«n 
Wah  feec,  faaads,  e^es,  looks,  Cpe 
Wlnsper  it  to  die  bcDows  of  the  main, 
Axkd  to  die  aSrisl  zepfarn  as  they  pass, 
That  M  decrepit  Wmuer^Ht  fasdi  sbia 
Ihat  Ho■^  winch  rendered  afl  joor  bomitif 


ZXXTL 

Bt  Moaoov  self^drroted  to  a  blase 
Of  dreadful  sscrifiee ;  bj  RHsiaa  Uood 
Lariihedin  ficht  with  despcsaie  hardihood  ; 
The  aifacfiag  Ekmests  no  cisos  duJl 

For  what  dke  £d  and  aaffen 

Of  a  defcreiaatjc  sbsohrtr  and  pare 

Sbe  9KT«,  if  Faith  wnf^  tread  the  beaten  waja 

OfPxvvidenesL    Bat  now  did  die  M««t  Hi^ 

Exalt  his  stiD  anaA  Toiee  ^— to  ^ncfl  thas  Host 

Gaaered  has  power,  a  mamfft  afly  ; 


le  blosaoma  of  their 


Of 
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POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION, 


XXXTII. 

THB  OBRMANS  ON  THE  HBI0BT8   OP  HOCK  HEllI 

Abbuftlt  paused  the  strife ; — the  field  thron^oat 
Reetmg  upon  his  anns  each  warrior  stood, 
Checked  in  the  rery  act  and  deed  of  blood, 
With  breath  suspended,  like  a  listening  scout 
O  Silence  1  thou  wert  mother  of  a  shout 
That  through  the  texture  of  yon  azure  dome 
Cleaves  its  g^  way,  a  cry  of  harvest  home 
Uttered  to  Heaven  in  ecstasy  devout  1        [smoke, 
The  barrier  Rhine  hath  flashed,  through  battle- 
On  men  who  gaze  heart-smitten  by  the  view. 
As  if  an  Germany  had  felt  the  shock  1 
— Fly,  wretched  Gkuils !  ere  they  the  charge  renew 
Who  have  seen — themselves  now  casting  off  the 

yoke — 
The  unconquerable  Stream  his  course  pursue. 


XXXVIII. 
NOVKMBEB,  1813. 

Now  that  all  hearts  are  glad,  all  faces  bright. 
Our  aged  Sovereign  nts,  to  the  ebb  and  flow 
Of  states  and  kingdoms,  to  their  joy  or  woe, 
Insensible.    He  sits  deprived  of  sight. 
And  lamentably  wrapt  in  twofold  night, 
Whom  no  weak  hopes  deceived ;  whose  mind  ensued, 
Through  perilous  war,  with  regal  fortitude, 
Peace  that  should  claim  respect  from  lawless  Might. 
Dread  King  of  Kings,  vouchsafe  a  ray  divine 
To  his  forlorn  condition !  let  thy  grace 
Upon  his  inner  soul  in  mercy  shine ; 
Permit  his  heart  to  kindle,  and  to  embrace 
(Though  it  were  only  for  a  moment's  space) 
The  triumphs  of  this  hour ;  for  they  are  Thine  ! 


XXXIX. 


ODE. 

1814. 


Carmina  possuxnus 


Donare,  et  pretium  dicere  xnunerl. 
Non  indsa  notis  marmora  publicis. 
Per  que  spiritus  et  vita  redit  bonis 
Post  mortem  dncibuB 

.^ —  clarius  Indicant 

Laudes,  quam Pierides;  neqae, 

8i  chartc  dleant  quod  bene  feceris, 
Mercedem  taleria. Hoa.  Car.  8.  Lib.  4. 

When  the  soft  hand  of  sleep  had  closed  the  hitch 
On  the  tired  household  of  corporeal  sense, 


And  Fancy,  keeping  u 
Was  free  her  choicest 
I  saw,  in  wondrous  p^ 
A  landscape  more  ang 
Of  pencil  ever  clothed 
An  intermingled  pomj 
City,  and  naval  strean 
And  stately  forest  wh< 
Nor  wanted  lurking  hi 
And  scattered  rural  h 
And,  here  and  there,  1 
The  azure  sea  upsweU 
Fair  prospect,  such  as 
But  not  a  Uving  creati 
Through  its  wide  drci 
And,  even  to  sadness, 
Lay  hushed ;  tiU — thr 
Brighter  than  brightei 
Opening  before  the  su: 
Issued,  to  sudden  vieiH 
Earthward  it  glided  w 
Saint  George  himself  i 
And,  ere  a  thought  co' 
He  sought  Uie  regions 
A  thrilling  voice  was  I 
City  and  field  and  floo 


"  Though  from  m 

**  Like  a  Champio 

**  On  my  helm  thi 

"  And  the  red  en 

"  I,  the  Guardian 

"  Speak  not  now  i 

«  Well  obeyed  wi 

"  Whence  bright 

**  Haste,  Virgins,  liasti 

mer  gave 

"  Have  perished ; 

«  But  the  green  thicki 

"  Fit  garlands  foi 

"  That  ^rill  be  welcom 

"  Haste,  Virgins,  has 

grave, 

<*  Go  forth  with  rival  3 

^  And  gather  win 

<<  Of  hardy  laurel  and 

"  To  deck  your  stem 

"  Such  simple  gif 

"  Though  they  have  f 

"  And  in  due  tim 

*'  Those  palms  and  an 

"  Unto  their  martyred 

« In  realms  where  evu 


DEDICATED  TO  NATIONAL  INDEPENDENCE  AND  LIBERTY. 


249 


Audio!  withciiiuKm banneCT proudly gti^eiiiiiifo 
And  ii|ii|ght  wvapoDS  innoeently  ^eAmkig, 
Alopg  tfie  •orfiiee  of  a  qfiacxNis  i^ain 
Adnoiee  in  order  tlie  xvdoubted  BandSy 
And  ihtre  receive  green  diapletB  from  tiie  hands 

Ofafiurfemaletnin— 

Uaida  and  Matrons,  di^t 

In  robes  of  daraKng  white; 
WUe  from  tfie  crowd  boTBti  forth  arsptnroiis  noise 

B|j  tfie  dond-e^  hilis  retorted ; 

And  a  throng  of  rosj  bojrs 

In  loose  frskian  tdl  their  jqjs ; 
Aid  grej-haired  aires^  on  staffi  sapported. 
Look  TCondy  sod  hj  their  smiling  seem  to  aty, 
Itaa  striYW  a  gratefnl  Comitij  to  dii^tlay 
TkbwS^dj  debt  whidi  nodiing  can  repay ! 


m. 


bsfare  mj  ai^  a  paUee  rose 
BdltofsDpreeionssDbstanoes^ — sopors 
Aid  sxqaUls^  that  deep  alone  bestows 
AUitj  Eke  qilflndoar  to  endnre : 
EslssdyWifli  streaming  AoDsands,  throng  the  gate, 
I  aw  fts  bsnqaet  qiread  beneath  a  Dome  of  state, 
A  lefty  Doms^  tiiat  dared  to  enmlate 
Tbebanen  of  sable  ni^t 
Wiik  ilBTy  lostre ;  yet  had  power  to  throw 
Una  cflUgence,  dear  as  solar  light, 
^poa  s  prinody  oompany  bdow, 
^Utlbe  ndt  rang  with  diord  harmony, 
I^  Hmo  Nymph-haonted  grot  beneath  the  roar- 

^^^^^^^^^ 

hnng  a  dirge 


Of 


''"^■■■ed  frooi  a  soft  snd  londy  instrument, 

1^  kindled  feooUections 
Ofi 


tears  tiie  strain  attended, 

^  Amamfbl  paoBion  ended 
^  tfbni,  and  soUime  content ! 


fisi  '^' 

^  J^^^vnds  wither ;  festd  shows  depart, 

tiMmsdTos ;  and  sweetest  sound — 

of  efiect  profoond) 

it  is  gone  1 

Eo^andl  bid  the  silent  Art 

r^^5^  glowing  hoes  diat  dull  not  fiide, 

^^^  ^^^^  aefaierements ;  eren  as  she  arrayed 

fifs  the  deed  of  Marathon 


( 
It 


rtth 


^^^  Athenian  walls; 


So  may  she  laboor  for  thy  dric  haDs : 

And  be  the  guardian  qiaoes 

Of  consecrated  places. 
As  nobly  graced  by  Sculpture's  patient  toO  $ 
And  let  imperidiable  Colmnns  rise 
Fixed  in  the  depths  of  this  coarsgeous  soO ; 
Expressire  signals  of  a  glorious  strife. 
And  competent  to  shed  a  epturk  dirine 
Into  the  torjnd  breast  of  dafly  life ; — 
Records  on  which,  for  pleasure  of  all  eyes^ 

The  morning  son  may  shine 
With  gratolation  thoroo^y  benign  I 


And  ye,  Pierian  Sisters,  i^mng  from  Jove 
And  sage  Mnemosyne^ — fall  long  ddiarred 
From  yoor  first  mansioins,  exiled  all  too  long 
From  many  a  hallowed  stream  and  grore. 
Dear  native  r^ons  where  ye  wont  to  rore^ 
Chanting  for  patriot  heroes  the  reward 

Of  nerer-dying  song  1 
Now  (for,  though  Truth  descending  from  above 
The  Olympian  sunmiit  hath  destroyed  for  aye 
Your  kindred  Deities^  Te  live  and  more^ 
Spared  for  obeisance  from  perpetod  love 
For  privfl^ge  redeemed  of  godlike  sway) 
Now,  on  the  margin  of  some  qpotlees  fountain. 
Or  top  serene  of  unmolested  mountain. 
Strike  audibly  the  noblest  of  your  lyres. 
And  for  a  moment  meet  the  soul's  desires ! 
That  I,  or  some  more  fitroured  Bard,  may  hear 
What  ye,  cdestid  Mdds  1  hare  often  sung 
Of  Britain's  acts, — may  catch  it  with  rapt  ear. 
And  give  the  treasure  to  our  British  tongue ! 
So  diall  the  characters  of  that  proud  page 
Support  their  mighty  theme  from  age  to  age ; 
And,  in  the  desert  places  of  the  earth. 
When  they  to  future  empires  have  given  birth. 
So  diall  the  people  gather  and  believe 
The  bold  report,  transferred  to  every  clime ; 
And  the  whde  worid,  not  envious  but  admiring, 

And  to  the  like  aspiring. 
Own — that  the  progeny  of  this  lair  Ide 
Had  power  as  lofty  actions  to  achieve 
As  were  performed  in  man's  heroic  prime ; 
Nor  wanted,  when  their  fortitude  had  held 
Its  even  tenor,  and  the  foe  was  quelled, 
A  corresponding  virtue  to  beguile 
The  hostile  purpose  of  wide-wasting  Time — 
That  not  in  vain  they  laboured  to  secure. 
For  their  great  deeds,  perpetud  memory. 
And  fiune  as  largdy  spread  as  land  and  sea^ 
By  Works  of  q»irit  high  and  pasnon  pure  I 


1 

^^^^^ 

wo                                             POEMS  OP  THE  IMAGINATION, 

'  — Chan(  the  Delirerer's  priise  in  every  toogi 

XL. 

'  The  cross  shall  spread,  (tie  cr»ceD(  haih  w« 

fEELiMos  or  k  taanea  aorxuwt, 

dim; 

'  HscoKKUKHiNaTiiiuHieB  Goi>,ain>  Gob  bt  ml 

DEtB  Reliqnei  I  from  &  pit  o!  TilcBt  moDtd 

MJII. 

And  to  inflict  dmme'a  taiataij  stings 

OeCiSlOKKD  Br  THE  BlITtB  Of   VATULOa 

rnicinl.  Igla. 

In  &  blind  wor«liip ;  mm  perverwly  bold 

The  Bard— whose  souj  is  meek  as  dawning  ^ 

Eym  fa.  this  hour^yet,  some  ibiJl  DOw  fotwke 

Ta  iram  the  liritig  ;  it  truth  were  ever  told 
By  aught  radeaned  out  of  the  hullow  gmvo  : 

He — whose  expei^nced  eye  can  pierce  tbe  m 

0  inurdeml  Priaco  1  meet,  loynl,  pious,  bi»Ye  I 

Of  past  events ;  to  whom,  in  viaioD  clear. 

The  power  ot  roliibulion  once  wu  giTcu ; 

The  aspiring  heads  of  future  things  appar, 

But  'tis  a  rueful  thought  OM  willow  buida 

So  often  tie  the  Uiunder-wi  elding  huids 

Assmled  ft^nn  all  cncumbmnce  of  Durtime  t. 

Of  Juslioe  KQt  to  earth  from  highest  lleuTen  I 

He  ouly,  if  such  breathe,  in  stnini  devout 
Slrnll  worthily  reheorao  the  hideous  root. 

OCCUIOMD  BI   TBB   BATTI^  Ot   HltSftl-OO. 

Angels  nugbt  welooma  with  a  choral  ^u»t  1 

Intbefid  sons  of  Albioa  1  not  by  you 

la  life  deepined ;  ah  do,  the  spacions  esrlta 

Ehfibohs  ud  Kings,  how  oft  hare  loqila  ni| 
With  imiHOUB  thanksgiving,  the  Almi^^M 
How  oft  above  their  altars  have  been  ban;      1 

Mo'er  mw  a  nee  who  held,  by  right  of  tHrtb, 

So  many  objects  to  which  love  is  ituc : 

Tn.plil™  thai  led  (lie  good  and  wise  (0  moan 

Ye  slight  not  lifG— to  God  nnd  N.ilure  (me ; 

Triumphant  wrong,  balile  of  battle  bom. 

But  death,  becoming  death,  is  dearer  far. 

And  Borrow  that  to  fruitless  soriMw  dung! 

When  duty  bids  you  bleed  in  op«n  mu- : 

Now,  from  Heaven-sanctioned  victory,  Pcmi 

sprung; 

Heroes!— for  instant  sacrifica  prepared; 

In  this  firm  hour  Salva^on  lifts  her  ban. 

Yet  fiUed  ^i-ith  ardour  and  on  tinumith  bent 

Gloiy  (o  arms !  But,  consdous  diat  tbe  am 

'Mid  direst  shucks  of  mortal  accident— 

Of  popular  reason,  long  miatrnsled,  freed 

To  you  who  fell,  and  you  whom  slaughler  spared 

Yonr  thionoo,  ye  Powers,  from  duty  lew  tc  wmm 

Your  Country  rears  this  Bacrad  Monoroent ! 

BtEdS  or  riEDNi  riised  Br  job;!  sobleshi. 

TboD  ever  foroed  unpitied  hearla  to  bleed. 

xvr. 

0,  FOB  a  kindling  (audi  b-om  that  pure  flomB 

ODE. 

Which  ministered,  erewhUe,  to  a  sacrifice 

i«i. 

Of  gratitude,  beneath  Ilnlian  akies, 

t 

Inwordsliketliese:  '  Up,  Voice  of  song  1  procl.^ 

ImGiHATiOB— ne'er  before  eonlellt. 

■  Thy  saintly  rapture  with  celestial  aim  : 

But  aye  aaccndmg,  resUess  in  her  pfi& 

■  For  lo  1  the  Imperial  City  stands  released 

From  all  that  martial  feaU  could  yield 

To  her  dcBires,  or  (o  her  hopes  pnoa*— 

'  By  one  .la/s  feat,  one  mighty  rictor^ 

t  •  ft^m  aU  thli  worWi  mcBubruo.  did  UoMltH 
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le  Yictory^  on  thai  Belgie  field, 

is  doeiDg  deed  miignificfint, 

h  theembr»ce  wm  watiified. 

ly,  ministen  of  Fame^ 

tie^  that  je  from  eftrth  and  hesfcn 

:UimI 

1  ^  world  these  tidings  of  delicti 

\jBf9nd.  Monthly  Aopg  borne  them  in 

lORTing  like  a  sadden  shower 

id-wmrd  stretdies  from  itub  am, 

ming's  splendours  to  deroor ; 

't  travel  sooms  the  eompenj 

dbsng%  sr  threats  from  saddmring 

r. 

iodb  w  ffMfm — the  Advertariei  bUtd — 

its  irmmphi/  Earlh  Ufrudi 

idation ! — it  went  forth — 

«  careras  of  the  slnggish  Netth — 

I  no  bsRier  on  ^  ridge 

rozeo  golphs  became  its  bridge— 

dfie  gladdens  with  the  freight — 

kkes  of  Asia  'tis  bestowed — 

I  desart  shapes  a  willii^  road 

IS  her  burning  breas^ 

eahing  incense  frtm  the  Westl — 

tiere  snakes  snd  lions  hree^ 

s  and  cities  thick  as  stars  sppear, 

■aits  are  gathered,  and  where'er 

d  soil  recdTes  the  hopeful  seed — 

n  rales,  snd  cross  the  shades  of  ni^^it — 

led  arrow  hath  pursued  its  flight  I 

good  men  thankfuUy  give  heed, 

in  its  sparkling  progress  read 

owned  with  gioiy's  deathless  meed  : 

h  to  hear  of  Idngdoms  won, 

ire  pleased  to  learn  that  mighty  feats 

lone; 

orood  Realm,  from  whose  distracted 


iger  of  good  was  humched  in  air, 
ibled  France,  amid  her  wild  disorders, 
lereafter  shall  the  truth  declare, 
0  lacks  not  resson  to  rejoice^ 
Dgiand's  name  with  aadly-plaosive  voice. 


;^ory,  pore  renown ! 
igfat  it  beseem  that  mi^ity  Town 
boeom  earth's  best  treasures  flow, 
11  persecuted  men  retreat ; 
emple  lift  her  Totiye  brow 
e  shore  of  sihrer  Thames — to  greet 


The  peaceful  guest  advancing  frtxn  afiur. 

Bri^  be  the  Fabric^  as  a  star 

Freeh  risen,  snd  beaotifiil  within  1 — there  meet 

Dependenoe  infinite^  proportion  just ; 

A  Pile  thai  Graoe  approves^  snd  'Hme  can  trost 

With  his  most  ascred  wealth,  heroie  dost. 


Bot  if  tiM  valiaat  of  this  isiid 
In  roveteuliil  modes^  demand. 
That  all  ofaservanoe,  doe  to  them,  be  paid 
Where  their  serene  progenitors  are  laid ; 
Kings,  warriors,  hi^i-soaled  poeti^  saini-^e  sagei^ 
England's  illustrious  sons  of  long,  long  sges ; 
Be  it  not  nnordained  thai  solemn  rites, 
Within  the  drcuit  of  those  Gothic  walb^ 
Shan  be  performed  at  pregnant  intervab ; 
Commemoration  holy  that  unites 
The  Uring  generations  with  ^  dead ; 
By  the  deep  soal-moving  sense 
Of  rdigioQS  ebquenoe^ — 
By  visual  pomp,  and  by  ^  tie 
Of  sweet  snd  threatemng  harmony ; 
Soft  notes^  awfiil  as  the  omen 
Of  destructive  tempests  eoming^ 
And  eso^ing  from  thai  sadness 
Into  devated  gladness ; 
While  the  whit»-rob'd  dioir  attendant, 
Under  mouldering  banners  pendant, 
PSovoke  all  potent  symphonies  to  raise 

Songs  of  victory  and  pnuse. 
For  them  who  bravely  stood  unhurt,  or  bled 
With  medicable  wounds,  or  found  their  graves 
Upon  the  battle  Add,  or  under  ocean's  waves ; 
Or  were  conducted  home  in  single  state, 
And  long  procession — there  to  He, 
Where  their  sons'  sons,  and  all  posterity. 
Unheard  by  them,  their  deeds  shall  celebrate  I 

nr. 
Nor  win  tiie  God  of  peace  and  love 
Sadi  martial  service  disapprove. 
He  gnides  ^  Pestilence — the  doad 
Of  locusts  travels  on  his  breath ; 
The  region  that  in  hope  was  ploog^ied 
Hisdrougfatoonsamesyhis  mildew  taints  with  death ; 

He  springs  the  hushed  Volcano's  mine^ 
He  puts  the  Eardiquake  on  her  still  design. 
Darkens  the  sun,  hath  bade  the  forest  sink. 
And,  drinking  towns  and  cities,  still  can  diink 
Cities  and  towns— 'tis  Thoo— ihe  work  is  Thine  1— 
The  fierce  Tornado  sleeps  within  thy 
He  hears  the  word — he  flies — 
And  navies  perish  in  their  ports; 
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For  Thoa  art  angry  with  thine  enemies  I 

For  these,  and  mourning  for  oar  enrara, 
And  sins,  that  point  their  tenrorSy 
We  bow  our  heads  before  Thee,  and  we  huid 
And  magnify  thy  name,  AJmigfaty  God  I 

But  Man  is  thy  most  awful  instrament^ 
In  working  out  a  pure  intent ; 
Thou  cloth'st  the  wicked  in  their  dazzling  mail. 
And  for  thy  righteous  purpose  they  prevail ; 
Thine  arm  from  peril  guards  the  coasts 
Of  them  who  in  thy  laws  delight : 
Thy  presence  turns  the  scale  of  doubtful  fight, 
Tremendous  God  of  battles,  Lord  of  Hosts  1 


T. 


Forbear : — to  Thee— 
Father  and  Judge  of  all,  with  fervent  tongue 

But  in  a  gentler  strain 
Of  contemplation,  by  no  sense  of  wrong, 
(Too  quick  and  keen)  incited  to  disdain 
Of  pity  pleading  from  the  heart  in  vain — 

To  Ther— To  Thbb 
Just  God  of  christianised  Humanity 
Shall  praises  be  poured  forth,  and  thanks  ascend. 
That  thou  hast  brought  our  warfare  to  an  end. 
And  that  we  need  no  second  victory  1 
Blest,  above  measure  blest, 
If  on  thy  love  our  Land  her  hopes  shall  rest. 
And  all  the  Nations  labour  to  fulfil 
Thy  law,  and  live  henceforth  in  peace,  in  pure 

good  wilL 


XLVI. 

ODE. 

TBS   MOBNIVO   OT  THE    DAT    APPOIIiTTD   TOIL   A    OEWERAL 
TBANKflOIVIMO.      JANDABT   18,   1816. 

I. 

Hail,  orient  Conqueror  of  gloomy  Night  1 
Thou  that  canst  shed  the  bliss  of  gratitude 
On  hearts  howe'er  insensible  or  rude ; 
Whether  thy  punctual  visitations  smite 
The  haughty  towers  where  monarchs  dwell ; 
Or  thou,  impartial  Sun,  \iiili  presence  bright 
Cheer'st  the  low  ilireshold  of  tfie  peasant's  cell ! 
Not  unrejoiced  I  see  thee  climb  the  sky 
In  naked  splendour,  clear  from  mist  or  haze, 
Or  cloud  approaching  to  divert  the  rays, 
Which  even  in  deepest  winter  testify 

Thy  power  and  majesty, 
Dazzling  the  vision  that  presumes  to  gaze. 
— Well  does  thine  aspect  usher  in  this  Day ; 


As  i^tly  suits  therewit 

Submitted  to  th 

That  bmd  thee  to  the  ] 

That  thou  shalt 

Till,  with  the  heavens  i 

Nor  less,  the  stillness  c 

Their  utter  stillness,  ai 

Of  yon  ethereal  summi 

(Whose  tranquil  pomp 

Report  of  atom 

To  us  who  treai 

Do  with  the  service  of 

— Divinest  Object  whi( 

Of  mortal  man  is  BuSe 

Thou,  who  upon  the 

Meek  lustre,  nor  foige 

Thou  who  dost  warm  1 

And  for  thy  bounty  vrc 

By  pious  men  o 

Once  more,  heart-chee 

Bright  be  thy  course  to- 


'Mid  the  deep  quiet 
All  nature  seems  to  he 
By  feelings  urged  that 
Apt  language,  ready  ac 
That  stream  in  blithe  f 

Of  birds,  in  leaf 
Warbling  a  farewell  to 
— There  is  a  radiant  tl 
Tliat  bums  for  Poets  1 
And  oft  my  soul  hath  I 
When  the  captinty  of 
But  Ho  who  fixed  imn 
Of  tlie  round  world,  aa 

A  solid  refuge  f 

The  towers  of  r 
He  knows  that  from  a 
The  quickening  spark  < 
Knows  that  the  source 

The  current  of 
Tliat  deeper  j 
Than  aught  dependent 


Have  we  not  conquer 
Ah  no,  by  dint  of  Mag 
That  curbed  tlic  baser 
A  loyal  band  to  follow 
Gear-sighted  Honour, 
Along  a  track  of  most 
In  execution  of  heroic 
Whose  memory,  spotfl 


k%. 


THANKSGIVING  ODS. 


S5S 


lew  vpcn  the  untrodden  meads, 
roQed  above  the  staiTj  qihereiL 
ODoeii  wilh  an  earthly  rtring 
an*8  acts  woold  amg, 
eniaptored  Toiee  wiD  tell 
e  spirit  do  reverae  coold  qatSk ; 
mid  ^  fiuling  nerer  fiuled — 
low  Britain  stnigg^  and  prevailed 
nt  her  labooring  witii  an  eje 
Dou^peet  hmnani^  J 
er  clothed  with  sinaugdi  and  akiU, 
ial  dntiee  to  fulfil; 
ck  inetatiooaiy  fi^; 
pid  aa  the  lightning's  ^eam ; 
ood-gate  bursting  at  mid  ni^t 
wicked  firom  their  giddy 
an  that  fiioe  her  in  the  field ! 
may  not  be,  and  cannot  yield. 


IT. 

s  ia  flMMsd  the  sole  true  glory 
I  belong  to  human  story  I 
ti  they  only  shall  arriye 
oug^  the  abyss  of  weakness  diy& 
ablest  are  too  proud  of  heart ; 
r  day  is  rightly  set  apart 
>  lifteth  up  and  layeth  low ; 
afjbJty  God  to  whom  we  owe, 
we  haye  vanquished — but  that  we 


T. 


Iful  the  dominion  of  the  impure  I 

the  Song  be  tardy  to  proclaim 

n  power  unbounded  could  not  tame 

Evil — ^which,  from  hell  let  loose, 

e  astonished  world  with  such  abuse 

I  patienoe  only  could  endure  1 

ed  regions— cities  wrapt  in  flame — 

ay  lift  a  streaming  eye 

—who  never  saw,  may  heave  a  sigh  ; 

dation  of  our  nature  shakes, 

infinite  pain  the  spirit  aches, 
kted  countries,  towns  on  fire, 

the  avowed  attire 
raged  with  desperate  mind 
life  of  virtue  in  mankind ; 
ing  without  ruth 
kdels  of  truth; 
or  gardens  of  civility, 
■ranee  defaced, 
ence  laid  waste, 
mt  reprieve  for  flower  or  tree  I 


VL 


A  GToadnng 
Opposed  to  hopes  that  faattned  upon  sconiy 
And  to  desires  whose  ever- waxing  horn 
Not  all  the  fi^t  of  earthly  power  could  fill ; 
Opposed  to  darky  de^  {Jots  of  parent  skill. 
And  to  celerities  of  lawleas  force ; 
Whidi,  qioming  God,  had  flung  away 
What  could  they  gain  but  shadows  of  redress! 
— So  bad  proceeded  propagf*dng  worse ; 
And  discipline  was  pasaon's  dire  excess. 
Widens  itte  fiUal  web,  its  lines  extend. 
And  deadlier  p(»sons  in  the  dialice  blend. 
When  wiD  your  trials  teach  you  to  be  wise ! 
— O  prostrate  Landa^  consult  your  agonies ! 


m. 


No  more— the  guilt  is  banish'd. 
And,  wi&  the  guilt,  the  shame  is  fled ; 
And,  with  the  guilt  and  shame,  itte  Woe  hath 

vaniah'd. 
Shaking  the  dust  and  ashes  from  her  head  I 
— No  more— these  lingerings  of  distress 
Sully  the  limpid  stream  of  thankfulness. 
What  robe  can  Gratitude  employ 
So  seemly  as  the  radiant  vest  of  Joy ! 
What  steps  so  suitable  as  those  that  move 
In  prompt  obedience  to  spontaneous  measures 
Of  glory,  and  felicity,  and  love. 
Surrendering  the  whole  heart  to  sacred  pleasures! 


▼m. 
0  Britain  I  dearer  fS&r  than  life  is  dear, 
If  one  there  be 
Of  all  thy  progeny 
Who  can  forget  thy  prowess,  never  more 
Be  that  ungratefal  Son  allowed  to  hear 
Thy  green  leaves  rustle  or  thy  torrents  roar. 
As  springs  the  Hon  from  his  den, 
As  from  a  forest-brake 
Upstarts  a  glistering  snake. 
The  bold  Arch-despot  re^ippeared  ; — again 
Wide  Europe  heaves,  impatient  to  be  cast, 
With  all  her  armM  Powers, 
On  that  oflensive  soil,  like  waves  upon  a 
thousand  shores. 
The  trumpet  blew  a  universal  blast  I 
But  Thou  art  foremost  in  the  field : — there  stand : 
Receive  the  triumph  destined  to  thy  hand ! 
All  States  have  glorified  themselves ; — their  claims 
Are  weighed  by  Providence,  in  balance  even ; 


POEMS  OF  THE  WAQINATION. 


reneo  to  ths  mlghliest  lumei, 
Dxicmiinittiug  sword  ia  giTco. 
■TK  of  kpprobnlUiii,  jiwljr  guned  t 
I  dffloD,  voTlhil;  anit^ned  t 

em,  0  Lord  !  withb  aai  hearts 
memory  of  ihy  favour, 
i  Oki  eke  ioBenHbl)'  departs. 
And  loKs  its  gweel  nvour  t 
gc  It  wilhin  db  I — u  tlia  powor  ot  light 
s  iDBiliaaatibl}'  in  prcdoiu  gemi, 
rjied  on  the  front  oT  Eastern  diadcnn. 
So  shine  our  ihinkfulnea*  fur  — r  bright  I 
What  oflering,  what  traoacoi  lOiDUtMIit 

Shall  our  ■incej'il)'  lo  Thee  ] 
—Not  work  oT  lucds;  bu  -tiea  that  may 

'a  htghnt  HfSTi?D — thei  latKiuF  of  tho  Soul ; 
>iat  bnilds,  DB  thj  unerring  precepts  tcacli, 
aOD  the  inlcmal  ramquetila  mode  by  awh, 
•r  hope  of  lialiDg  glorj'  for  the  whole- 
will  not  heaven  diwwn  nnr  earth  gaiuaiy 
'  outward  wrrioe  of  thU  day  ; 
'ther  the  worBhippera  entreat 
^ven«a  frDtn  God*!  mcrcy-eeat ; 
t'*iiks  and  praises  Is  tlia  throne  ascand 
{e  has  brought  our  warfare  to  lui  end, 

.  uiat  «e  need  no  BCcoud  vit^torf  t 

1  what  a  ghastly  sight  for  man  to  soe ; 
And  to  ths  heavenly  Bsinta  in  peace  who  dwell, 
For  a  brief  moment,  terrible ; 
it,  to  llij  sovtreign  penetratiou,  fiur, 
Before  whom  all  things  are,  tlmt  were, 
All  judgments  thai  liave  been,  or  e'er  diall  be ; 
IMa  in  the  diain  of  thy  tranquillity  I 
Along  the  bosom  of  this  favoured  Nation, 
Breatlic  Tliou,  lliia  day,  a  vital  undulation  1 
Let  all  who  do  this  laud  inherit 
Be  coUBcioui  of  thy  moving  spirit  1 
I,  'lit  a  goodly  Ordinance, — the  eiglit, 
Though  sprung  &om  bleeding  war,  is  one  of  pure 

delight ; 

Blen  Tbou  the  hour,  or  ere  the  hour  arrive. 
When  a  whole  people  shall  kneel  down  in  prayer, 
And,  at  one  moment,  in  one  rapture,  atrivo 
With  lip  and  heart  to  tell  tlieir  gratitude 
For  thy  protectiiig  car^ 


Their  aolann  jegf— praiamg  tk 

For  tyranny  nbdued. 
And  for  tlie  sway  of  eqmly  m 
For  liberty  coaGnDed,  and  pM 


But  hark— Uie  aDmmana  1— 
Fkiata  (he  soft  cadBDce  of  the ' 
Bright  shines  the  Sna,  aa  if  hi 
Tlie  tender  insects  gieeping  in 
Bright  nliiDee  the  Sun— and  a 
The  drops  that  tip  the  meltinf 

0,  tntrr  now  KU  lanpU  g* 
Inviting  words — perchance  al 
(As  the  crowd  presa  devoutly 
Of  some  old  Minster's  veneral 
Prom  vcnees  into  Eeolout  past 
While  the  tubed  engine  feehi ' 
And  has  begun — its  clouds  of 

Forth  towards  empyreal 

As  if  Uie  fretted  roof  w« 
Vn,  humbler  ceremonite  now 
But  in  the  boeom,  wjtli  devol 
The  banner  of  our  joy  we  wil 
And  strenph  of  love  our  soi^ 
For  to  a  few  collected  in  his  i 
Their  heavenly  Father  mil  ii 
Gracious  to  service  hallowed 
Awake  I  the  inajeMy  of  God 

Go — and  with  forebeadi 

Present  your  pcayenl — go — ■ 

The  Holy  One  will 

And  wlinl,  'raid  silence  deep, 

Ye,  in  your  low  and  ondislui 

Shall  simply  feel  and  purely  i 

Of  warnings — from  the  unpn 

Which,  in  our  time,  the  impl 

And  of  more  arduous  dutin  ' 

Upon  the  future  advocates  ol 

Of  mysleries  reveal 

And  judgments  nni 

Of  earthly  rovolatii 

And  final  retributic 

To  his  omniscience  will . 
An  oSering  not  unworthy  to 
On  this  high  Dir  of  TuufK 
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DKDICATION. 

(mnr  with  nuss  poeio^  ih  m8.,io ). 

iVrilawwtmfdtanl  thtek  not  tlwt  the  If  Me^ 

w 

Her  ddU  the  tried  with  lev  smbKImM  vfewa. 

'«■  ftcHBtiof  thmm  nMmorUd  Jmjm, 

bopt  tlMfBiMral  aje  thereon  would  gaaeb 

The  Ufeb  the  truth,  the  beeoty:  riioeoiifiies 

1 »  adnor  that  gfirm  back  the  hoes 

In  that  oOoyiiMOt  which  with  Toa  afaideik 

riBf  Kfttare ;  nfr— though  free  to  ehooee 

Trusts  to  yoar  love  end  Thrld  meniory  1 

ITHDeil  bofven,  Oie  moet  liiTittaig  waji. 

Thus  far  contented,  that  for  Ton  her  vene 

litoMt  faBkdeMpeeaad  the  brighteet  dajt— 

BbsU  laok  act  poww  the  •  neefttaif  KNd  to  piicesf  * 

raua  IfoovTy  JTev.  lOL 

W.  W0BD6W0BTH. 

I. 

m. 

lid,  fcntMtir  oeoui  doth  enfold 

\rnam  of  wfaftte'er  on  land  is  seen  ; 

Ths  Spirit  of  Antiquity— enshxined 

r  dM  Nenid  Sisters  ind  their  Qneen, 

In  sumptuous  buildings,  vocal  in  sweet  toog, 

>  vfaoae  heads  the  tide  so  long  hath  rolled^ 

In  picture,  speakmg  with  heroic  tongue^ 

ham  rifinhk  whom  we  here  behold. 

And  with  devout  solemnities  entwined — 

iiBsrfiil  were  it  down  throng  opening  waves 

Mounts  to  the  seat  of  grace  within  the  mind : 

ik,  and  meet  them  m  their  fretted  cayes. 

Hence  Forms  that  glide  with  swan-like  ease  along. 

iredy  grotesqoe,  immeasorably  old. 

Hence  motions,  even  amid  the  vulgar  throng, 

far31  and  fieroe  in  accent ! — Fear  it  not: 

To  an  harmonious  decency  confined : 

ley  Earth's  fiuxest  daughters  do  excel ; 

As  if  the  streets  were  consecrated  ground. 

ondecajing  beauty  is  their  lo.t ; 

The  city  one  vast  temple,  dedicate 

wiees  into  liquid  music  swell, 

To  mutual  respect  in  thought  and  deed  ; 

iog  each  pearly  deft  and  sparry  grot. 

To  leisure,  to  forbearances  sedate ; 

nd»turi>ed  abodes  where  Sea-nymphs  dwell  I 

To  social  cares  from  jarring  passions  freed ; 

II. 

A  deeper  peace  than  that  in  deserts  found  1 

BEUGta. 

Is  I  saw  attired  with  golden  light 

med  from  the  west)  as  with  a  robe  of  power : 

jlendoor  fled  ;  and  now  the  sunless  hour. 

dowij  making  way  for  peaceful  night. 

IT. 

■iti  widi  £iDen  grandeur,  to  my  sight 
,  the  beamy,  the  magnificence. 

INCIDENT  AT  BRUGliS. 

ober  graoes,  left  her  for  defence 

In  Bruges  town  is  many  a  street 

St  the  mjories  of  time,  the  spite 

Whence  busy  life  hath  fled  ; 

tone,  and  the  desolating  storms 

Where,  without  hurry,  noiselesi  feet, 

ure  war.     Advance  not — spare  to  hide, 

The  grass-grown  pavement  tread. 

tie  Power  of  darkness  I  these  mild  hues  ; 

There  heard  we,  ?«^rng  in  the  shade 

re  not  yet  these  silent  avenues 

Flung  from  a  Con^'ent-tower, 

trtiieat  arefaitaetare,  where  the  Fonns 

A  harp  that  tuneful  prelude  made 

irSke  ffinalee,  with  soft  motioo,  glide  I 

To  a  voice  of  tlnnlling  power. 

866 
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The  measure,  simple  trath  to  iellf 

Was  fit  for  some  gay  throng  ; 
Though  from  the  same  grim  turret  fell 

The  shadow  and  the  song. 
When  silent  were  both  Toice  and  chords, 

The  strain  seemed  doubly  dear. 
Yet  sad  as  sweety — ^for  Englith  words 

Had  fallen  upon  the 


It  was  a  breezy  hour  of  ere  ; 

And  pinnacle  and  spire 
Quivered  and  seemed  almost  to  heare, 

Gothed  with  innocaons  fire  ; 
Bat,  where  we  stood,  the  setting  son 

Showed  little  of  his  state ; 
And,  if  the  glory  readied  the  Nan, 

'Twas  through  an  iron  grate. 

Not  always  is  the  heart  unwise, 

Nor  pity  idly  bom, 
If  even  a  passing  Stranger  sighs 

For  ihem  who  do  not  mourn. 
Sad  is  thy  doom,  self-solaced  dove. 

Captive,  whoe'er  thou  be ! 
Oh  I  what  is  beauty,  what  is  love. 

And  opening  life  to  thee ! 

Such  feeling  pressed  upon  my  soul, 

A  feeling  sanctified 
By  one  soft  trickling  tear  that  stole 

From  the  Maiden  at  my  side  ; 
Less  tribute  could  she  pay  than  this. 

Borne  gaily  o'er  the  sea. 
Fresh  from  the  beauty  and  the  bliss 

Of  English  liberty  I 


V. 
AFTER   VISITING   THE   FIELD   OF   WATERLOO. 

A  WINGED  Goddess — clothed  in  vesture  wrought 
Of  rainbow  colours ;  One  whose  port  was  bold. 
Whose  overburthened  hand  could  scarcely  hold 
The    glittering    crowns   and    garlands  which 

brought — 
Hovered  in  air  above  the  far-famed  Spot 
She  vanished  ;  leaving  prospect  blank  and  cold 
Of  wind-swept  com  that  wide  around  us  rolled 
In  dreary  billows,  wood,  and  meagre  cot, 
And  monuments  that  soon  must  disappear  : 
Yet  a  dread  local  recompence  we  found  ; 
While  glory  seemed  betrayed,  while  patriot-zeal 
Sank  in  our  hearts,  we  felt  as  men  should  feel 
With  such  vast  hoards  of  hidden  carnage  near. 
And  horror  breathing  from  the  silent  ground  ! 


it 


What  lovelier  home 
Is  this  the  stream,  w 
War's  favourite  playj 
Familiar,  as  the  Moi 
The  Mom,  that  now 
Spreading  her  peace 
To  tend  their  silent 
Or  strip  the  bough  v 
The  ripening  com  b< 
Turn  from  the  fortif 
How  sweet  the  pros] 
With  its  grey  rocks  • 
That,  shaped  like  olc 
From  the  smooth  me 


AIX- 

Was  it  to  disenchani 
That  we  approached 
To  sweep  from  man^ 
That  faith  which  no 
Why  does  this  puny 
Her  feeble  columns  1 
This  sword  that  one  < 
Objects  of  false  preti 
If  from  a  traveller's 
A  palpable  memorial 
Then  would  I  seek  t 
That  Roland  clove ' 
And  to  the  enormou 
Where  unremitting  f 


IN   THE   CAT 

0  FOR  the  help  of  A 
This  Temple— Ange 
Thus  far  pursued  (h 
Studious  that  He  mij 
Who  dwells  in  heavi 
Hath  failed ;  and  noi 

wings 
And  splendid  aspect 
But  faintly  picture, ' 
For  you,  on  tliese  m 
The  midnight  virtue 
This  vast  design  m|g 
Strains  that  call  fort 
Immortal  Fabrics,  Z! 
Of  penetrating  haxp 
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IX. 
UUAGB,  UFOX  THX  BASKS  OP  TKB  BHnrc 

m  dance  of  objects  Mihwiw  steak 

de£miided  heart — ^wliile  sweeping  br, 

fit  of  Thespiiui  jolfitr, 

her  Tiiie-leaf  crown  the  green  Earth  reds : 

rd,m  n|>id  eraneseenoey  w^beels 

enUe  pageantnr  of  Tune, 

cding  xampart,  and  each  tower  snUnne, 

at  the  Ddl  anwiDinglv  rereals 

1^  doistral  arch,  throogfa  trees  espved 

le  bright  Rirer's  edge.    Yet  whj  repine ! 

e,  to  creep,  to  hah  at  will,  to  gaze — 

veet  waj-faring — of  life's  ^ring  the  pride, 

miller's  fiuthfol  jor — tkcU  still  is  mine, 

I  fit  meaanre  dieers  aatnmnal  dava. 


HYMN, 


rax   xAtOM 


»  MATStV,  AS  TVKT  ArPSOACB 

tms  rax  CAirut  or  ■xiimelbbb«. 

"■v!  Uns  our  slender  Boat, 
^ the cazroit  swept  along; 
^  Hi  tineateningst — let  them  not 
'^i^iWD  die  mnac  of  a  song 
*^^*ed  thy  mercy  to  implore, 
^*^  these  troabled  waters  roar ! 

■^^^r,  for  our  warning,  seen 
^'ciding  on  that  precious  Rood  ; 
^Mle  tfarongfa  the  meadows  green 
ll^tly  wound  the  peaceful  flood, 
'CwTgot  Thee,  do  not  Thou 
^!^izd  thy  Sopphants  now ! 

^'^,  like  yon  ancient  Tower 
^4cfaing  o'er  the  River's  bed, 
r    the  shadow  of  thy  power, 
'^"c  we  sleep  among  the  dead ; 
*-   who  trod'st  the  billowy  sea, 
"^  « in  our  jeopardy ! 

^^  oar  Bark  among  the  waves ; 
^^tiQfrfa  the  rocks  our  passaf^  smooth ; 
^^«  the  whirlpool  frets  and  raves 
^  thy  love  its  anger  soothe : 
^'w  hope  is  placed  in  Thee ; 

*8eelfoCe. 


XI. 

or  THK  DA?rc 


Not,  like  his 
Dodb  DAinrsc 


Compeers,  indignantly 
sfving  to  life  •  !    The 


(Who  loves  the  Cross,  yet  to  the  Crescent's  ^leam 
Unfolds  a  willing  Iweast)  with  iEiaut  glee 
Slips  frran  his  prison  walk :  and  Fancy,  fr«e 
To  foDow  in  hk  track  of  silver  light. 
Mounts  on  rapt  wing,  and  with  a  moment's  flight 
Hath  readied  the  encincture  of  that  gloomy  sea 
^lioee  wAves  the  Orphean  lyre  fori*d  to  meet 
In  conflict ;  whose  ron^  winds  forgot  their  jara 
To  waft  the  heroic  progeny  ci  Greece ; 
\llien  the  first  Ship  sailed  for  the  G<Jden 
AsGO — exalted  for  that  daring  feat 
To  fix  in  heaven  her  shape  dittinrt  with 


XII. 
ox  APraOACHIlSG  THE  STACB-BACH,  LAUIEBUICXXEX. 

Uttexed  by  whom,  en*  how  inspired — designed 

For  what  strange  service,  does  thk  concert  reach 

Our  ears,  and  near  the  dwelling  of  mankind ! 

Mid  fields  funiliarized  to  human  speech ! — 

No  Mermaids  warble — to  aUay  the  wind 

Driving  some  vessel  toward  a  dangovnis  beach — 

More  thrilling  melodies ;  Witch  answering  Witdi, 

To  chant  a  love-spell,  never  intertwined 

Notes  shrill  and  mild  with  art  more  musical : 

.\las !  that  from  the  lips  of  abject  Want 

Or  Idleness  in  tatters  mendicant 

The  strain  should  flow — free  Fancy  to  enthral. 

And  with  regret  and  useless  pity  haunt 

Thk  bold,  thk  bright,  thk  sky-bom,  WATERPAixf! 


xui. 

THE  FALL  OF  THE   AAB — HAXDEC. 

Fbom  tile  fierce  aspect  of  thk  River,  throwing 
Hk  giant  body  o'er  the  steep  rock's  brink. 
Back  in  astonkhment  and  fear  we  shrink : 
But,  gradually  a  calmer  look  bestoiKing, 
Flowers  we  espy  beside  the  torrent  growing ; 
Flowers  that  peep  forth  from  many  a  cleft  and 

chink. 
And,  from  the  whiriwind  of  hk  anger,  drink 
Hues  ever  fr-esh,  in  rock}*  fortress  blotting : 
They   suck — from    breath    that,    threatening    to 

destroy, 


♦  See  Note. 


t  8m  Kola. 


w 

^^^^^ 
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Beauty,  mi  life,  &nil  motjons  na  of  joy  : 

Upon  some  Unee-wom  cell  to  gaie: 

Nor  doubt  but  He  to  whom  yon  Piii(vtr«e  nod 

Tbdr  heuda  in  aga  of  worahip.  Nature's  God, 

Aloft,  where  pinea  th«r  bnnchea  UmI 

TlM«  humbler  adoretiona  «m  recei™. 

That  lurks  by  lonely  ways! 

1 

Where'er  we  room— along  Oie  brink 
Of  Rhine— or  by  the  aweeping  Po, 
Through  Alpme  vale,  or  champwn  wiA| 

r 

Whale'er  we  look  on,  at  our  uda 

MEMORIAL, 

Be  Charity  !-to  bid  u  think, 

mu  ira  ocTtn  o»  thi  lui  st  Tm», 

And  feel,  it  we  wonld  know. 

■DKir 

"ijElfSr 

IPTEH-TUOOaaT, 

OsDcnl  gf  tlie  Sain  forcao.  which,  wKh  a  mungo 

mud  pmcroMn™  wonhy  o(  llio  «iiH,  tppatei  the 

Oh  Life!  without  thy  chequerod  aM» 

Of  right  and  wrong,  of  weal  aod  W04 

Success  and  failui«,  could  a  groiuid 

Arodnd  a  wild  and  woody  hitl 

A  gravelled  pathway  tnading, 

For  faiU,,  -mid  rained  hop™,  mmmI 

Wb  n9U!lied  a  votive  Stone  that  boara 

Or  whence  could  vinue  Bowt 

ThB  uame  of  Aloys  Redinfi. 

Pain  cnUtfed  through  a  gharily  bnadk- 

WeU  judged  tbo  Friend  who  placed  it  tbeni 
Far  ailencc  and  protection  ; 

Nor  while  Bin  lait.  n.un  effort  eMM] 
Heaven  upon  earth  ■»  an  empty  boMtj 

And  iioply  with  a  finer  care 

But,  for  the  bowers  of  Eden  lost. 

Of  dutiful  affection. 

Mercy  has  placed  within  our  nadi 
A  portion  of  God's  pe&ce. 

The  Sno  regard*  it  from  the  Wart; 
And,  while  in  aununar  glory 

Ho  Beta,  hia  ainking  yielda  a  type 

OfthalpatbetieHtary: 

aCBMt  01    THB    UKK    Of    BtUMXO. 

Aud  aft  he  tempts  the  pBlriot  Swiu 

•  Wu.i  know  we  of  the  Bleat  mbove 

Amid  the  grovo  to  linger  5 

TIU  all  ia  dim,  save  this  bright  Stone 

But  that  they  siag  and  that  they  loref 
Yet,  if  they  ever  did  inspire 

Touched  by  his  golden  flnger. 

A  morlal  hjian,  or  abaped  the  choir. 
Now,  where  those  harve.1  Damael.  floa 

(WhUe  all  the  ruffiing  winds  an  Oed— 

IT. 

Now,  surely,  hath  that  graiaoua  aid 

eOBPOaiD    III    OHB   OP    THB    CITBOLIC    CmTOUt 

Pupils  of  Heaven,  in  order  Maud 

Doomed  as  we  ore  our  native  dual 

The  rustic  Mudem,  every  hand 

To  wet  with  many  a  bitter  shower. 

Upon  a  Sialer-8  ehoulder  Ud,— 

It  ill  beRta  UB  to  diadain 

To  chant,  as  glide*  the  boat  along. 

The  altar,  to  deride  the  fane, 

A  simple,  but  a  touching,  song ; 

Where  simple  SvfTraeni  bend,  in  trust 

To  chant,  as  Angels  do  above. 

To  iriD  a  happier  hour. 

MEMORIALS  OF  A  TOUR  ON  THE  CONTINENT. 


259 


xnn. 


■OBLBBBO^  THB  TOLL  OF  AUGBLB*. 


lest  vaei^  oft-times  Nstnre  takes 

L  of  Fanej  tram  her  wining  hands ; 

1  B  beaotifiil  nrcstioii  makw 

n  nfifdlw  apdk  and  mag^e  wands, 

iie  boldest  tale  belief  commands. 

St  mine  eyes  beheld  that  fiunoos  Hill 

9d  EjWBr.WKBfl^  cflwitial  Bands, 

armingHng  motions  soft  and  still, 

md  its  top,  on  wings  that  dianged  their 

MS  at  win. 

9  not  name  those  Visitants ;  ittey  were 

r  Angds  whose  anthentie  lays, 

m  that  hoBTenly  groond  in  middle  air, 

own  the  spot  where  piety  should  raise 

)tnicUire  to  Ae  Almighty's  praise. 

iait  Apparition !  if  in  Tain 

i  did  listen,  twas  enough  to  gaze ; 

tdi  tile  slow  departnre  of  the  train, 

skirts  tiie  ^wing  Mountain  thirsted  to 

Mb. 


XIX. 

OUB  lADT    OF  THB  SNOW. 

^  Virgin  Mother,  more  benign 
*B  direst  Star,  upon  the  height 
tfay  own  moontain  f,  set  to  keep 
^  vigils  throng^  the  hours  of  sleep, 
^  eye  can  look  upon  thy  shrine 
'^ovibled  at  the  si^t ! 

'^  crowded  offerings  as  they  hang 
Sb  of  misery  reliered, 
'  these,  without  intent  of  theirs, 
^t  of  comfortless  despairs, 
^oy  a  deep  and  cureless  pang 
Confidence  deceived. 

tiee^  in  this  aSrial  deft, 
k  a  common  centre,  tend 
^iHcren  that  no  more  rely 
E^ortal  succour — aU  who  sigh 
pine^  of  human  hope  bereft, 
^%iih  for  earthly  friend. 


Xflie. 


t  Moont  Right. 


And  henee,  O  >^igin  Mother  mild  ! 
Thoo^  plenteous  flowers  around  thee  blow, 
Not  only  from  the  dreary  strife 
Of  \^^ter,  but  the  storms  of  life, 
Thee  have  thy  Votaries  aptly  s^led, 

OuB  IdLDT  OF  THB  SXOW. 

Even  for  the  Man  who  stops  not  here^ 
But  down  thiD  irriguous  vmUey  hiei^ 
Thy  very  name,  0  Lady  !  flinga^ 
0*er  blooming  fields  and  gushing  springs 
A  tender  sense  of  shadowy  fear, 
And  chasteoing  sympathies  ! 

Nor  fidls  that  intermingling  shade 
To  summer^ladaomeness  unkind : 
It  chastens  only  to  requite 
With  gleams  of  fresher,  purer,  light ; 
Whfle,  o'er  the  flower-enameUed  glade^ 
More  sweetly  breathes  the  wind. 

But  on  ! — a  tempting  downward  way, 
A  verdant  path  before  us  lies  ; 
Clear  shines  the  glorious  son  above ; 
Then  give  fr^ee  course  to  joy  and  love. 
Deeming  the  evil  of  the  day 
Sufficient  for  the  wise. 


XX. 

EFFUSION, 

IK  PKSSXKCB  or  TBB  PAIIfTXD  TOWBS  OF  TXLL, 

AT  ALToar. 

This  Tower  ttands  apon  the  ipot  where  grew  the  Linden 
Tree  against  which  his  Son  is  said  to  hare  ht-en  placed, 
when  the  Father's  archery  was  put  to  proof  under  cir- 
cumstanoee  so  famous  in  Swiss  Story. 

What  though  the  Italian  pencil  wrought  not  here, 
Nor  such  fine  skill  as  did  the  meed  bestow 
On  Marathonian  valour,  yet  the  tear 
Springs  forth  in  presence  of  this  gaudy  show. 
While  narrow  cares  their  limits  overflow. 
Thrice  happy,  burghers,  peasants,  warriors  old. 
Infants  in  arms,  and  ye,  that  as  ye  go 
Home-ward  or  school-ward,  ape  what  ye  behold  ; 
Heroes  before  your  time,  in  frolic  fancy  bold  I 

And  when  that  calm  Spectatress  from  on  high 

Looks  down — the  bright  and  solitary  Moon, 

Who  never  gazes  but  to  beautify  ; 

And  snow-fed  torrents,  which  the  blaze  of  noon 

Roused  into  fury,  murmur  a  soft  tune 

That  fosters  peace,  and  gentleness  recals  ; 

s3 
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Then  might  the  pasinng  Monk  receive  a  boon 
Of  nintly  pleasure  from  these  pictured  walla. 
While,  on  the  warlike  groups,  the  mellowing  lustre 
falls. 

How  blest  the  souls  who  when  their  trials  come 
Yield  not  to  terror  or  despondency, 
But  lace  like  that  sweet  Boy  their  mortal  doom, 
Whoae  head  the  ruddy  apple  tops,  while  he 
Expectant  stands  beneath  the  linden  tree  : 
He  quakes  not  like  the  timid  forest  game, 
But  snules — the  hesitating  shaft  to  free  ; 
Assured  that  Heaven  its  justice  will  proclaim, 
And  to  his  Father  give  its  own  unerring  aim. 


XXI. 

THB  TOWN  OP  SCHWTTZ. 

By  antique  Fancy  trimmed — though  lowly,  bred 

To  dignity — in  thee,  O  Schwytz  !  are  seen 

The  genuine  features  of  the  golden  mean  ; 

Equality  by  Prudence  governed. 

Or  jealous  Mature  ruling  in  her  stead  ; 

And,  therefore,  art  thou  blest  with  peace,  serene 

As  that  of  the  sweet  fields  and  meadows  green 

In  unambitious  compass  round  thee  spread. 

Majestic  Bernb,  high  on  her  guardian  steep, 

Holding  a  central  station  of  command, 

Might  well  be  styled  this  noble  body's  Head  ; 

Thou,  lodged  'mid  mountainous  entrenchments  deep, 

Its  Heart  ;  and  ever  may  the  heroic  Land 

Thy  name,  0  Schwytz,  in  happy  freedom  keep  *  ! 


XXII. 

ON  HEARING  THE  "  RANZ  DES  VACIIES  "    ON   THE  TOP 
OF  THE  PASS  OP  ST.  GOTIIARD. 

I  LISTEN — ^but  no  facultv  of  mine 

Avails  those  modulations  to  detect, 

Which,  heard  in  foreign  lands,  the  Swiss  affect 

With  tonderest  passion  ;  leaving  him  to  pine 

(So  fame  reports)  and  die, — his  sweet-brcath'd 

kine 
Remembering,  and  green  Alpine  pastures  decked 
With  vernal  flowers.     Yet  may  we  not  reject 
The  tale  as  fabulous. — Here  while  I  recline. 
Mindful  how  others  by  this  simple  Strain 


*  Nearly  500  years  (says  Ebel,  speaking  of  the  French 
Invasion,)  had  elapsed,  when,  for  the  first  time,  foreign 
soldiers  were  seen  upon  the  frontiers  of  this  small  Canton, 
to  impose  upon  it  the  laws  of  their  governors. 


Are  moved,  for  me- 
Of  God  himself  fron 
Aspiring  thoughts,  b 
Yield  to  the  Music's 
And  joys  of  distant  1 


FOR 

The  Ruins  of  Fort  T 
eminence  that  rises  froi 
of  Como,  commanding  i 
the  town  of  Chiavenna. 
is  characterised  by  me 
at  being  favoured  witl 
heights :  not,  as  we  had 
the  storm,  steeped  in  « 
with  clouds  floatlngor  si 
The  Huin  is  interesting 
Inscription,  upon  elaboi 
tlie  ground,  records  tl 
Count  Fuentes  in  the  y« 
the  Third;  and  tlie  CI 
one  of  his  Descendant! 
yet  standing,  and  a  corn 
a  smooth  green  turf  hai 
we  could  see  no  trace  ol 
fiomething  to  remind  > 
devastation  and  tumul 
abun(hince  of  wild  vine 
the  ruins  were  bome  I 
and  n>ck,  turf,  and  frag 
or  adorned  with  a  vai 
ro»e-colourcd  i)ink  wa 
dc»(.onding,  wc  discovei 
path,un'l  at  a  conKidera' 
a  st.itiio  of  a  Child  in  pi 
explosion  that  had  drlr 
little,"  we  txclaimed. 
Could  we  but  transpo 
Karden  !  " — Yet  it  scome 
^iKUiId  remove  it  from 
may  bo  itsj  own  for  1 
JournaL 

Dread  hour !  when, 
blast. 

This  sweet -visagec 
So  far  from  tlie  holj 

To  couch  in  this  t 


To  rest  where  the  fii 
Of  hiH  half-open  hi 

And  the  green,  gilde 
calm 
Of  the  beautiful  con 
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hajAj  (kind  aorrioe  to  PSetj  doe !) 

n  winter  the  grofre  of  its  mantle  bereaTes^ 

fird  (fike  oar  own  honoured  redbreast)  jdmj 


leaolateShnnbererwithmoaB  and  with  kaTcs. 

ES  onoe  hariwnred  the  good  and  the  farare, 
oher  wastbedanee  of  aoftpieaaoreimknown ; 
nnera  for  festal  enjoyment  did  ware 
le  the  thriU  of  her  fifes  thro*  the  moontains 
blown: 


ids  the  wild  line  o*er  Ae  pathless  ascent ; — 
enee  of  Nature,  how  deep  is  thy  sway, 
the  whirlwind  of  hnman  destruction  is  spent^ 
hnmihaappeased^andoorstrifiesptwnpdaway! 


XXIT. 

09   SAlf   SALTADOBy 
LAJUI  OF  LUOAICO. 


8KE!f    FBOM    THS 


i  alBMMt  dntrojed  by  Ugfatning  a  few  yean 
tat  tko  altar  aad  the  image  of  the  Patron  Saint 
I  vtoaehad.  The  If  otmt,  apon  the  mmmlt  of 
Atte  Chaseh  ia  built,  itaiida amid  the  intricaciea 
»Uka  of  Lugano ;  and  it,  from  a  hmidred  pointa 
inr,  Hi  priocipal  ornament,  rising  to  tbe  height  of 
*lNt,ad,0QOne  aide,  nearly  perpendicular.  The 
■t  ii  tnihoma ;  bat  the  trareUer  who  petforma  it 
I  te  0917  rewarded.  Splendid  fertility*  rich  woods 
1 4udiBf  waters,  aeclnsion  and  confinement  of  riew 
toKcd  with  aearlike  extent  of  plain  fading  into  the 
':  lad  ttiis  again,  in  an  opposite  quarter,  with  an 
te  of  theloftieat  and  boldest  Alps— unite  in  oom- 
N  •  prospect  more  direnified  by  magnificence, 
i^.  aad  inbUmity,  than  perhaps  any  other  point 
Imipibflf  so  inoonaiderable  an  elevation,  commands. 

■00  aoed  Pile  I  whose  torretB  rise 
■vi  yoa  iteep  moontain's  loftiest  stage, 
■tt^by  koe  San  Salvador  ; 
'^  (if  tfaoQ  most)  as  heretofore, 
>  Hlplnroiis  bolts  a  sacrifice. 
It  ne'er  to  human  rage  ! 

^  HfKeb's  top,  on  Sinai,  deigned 
^  i^  the  muTersal  Lord  : 
^  leap  the  fountains  from  their  cells 
"^  ereriasting  Bounty  dweOs  I — 
^  while  the  Creature  is  sustained, 
■  6t)d  may  be  adored. 

BO}  fomtains,  rirers,  seasons,  times — 
*  *0  mnind  the  soul  of  heairen  ; 
''  ihek  derotion  needs  them  all ; 
^  Piitb--so  oft  of  sense  the  thxaU, 


Wlule  she,  by  ud  of  Nature,  climbs — 
May  hope  to  be  foigiTen. 

Glory,  and  patriotic  Love, 
And  all  the  Pomps  of  this  frafl  '  spoi 
Which  men  call  Earth,*  hare  yearned  to 
i      AsBodato  with  the  simply  meek. 
Religion  in  the  sainted  groTe, 
And  in  the  hallowed  grot. 

Thither,  in  time  of  adrerBC  shocks. 
Of  (ainting  hopes  and  backward  wills, 
Did  mi^ty  Tdl  repair  of  old — 
A  Hero  cast  in  Nature's  mould. 
Deliverer  of  the  stedfast  rocks 
And  of  the  ancient  hills  I 

J7e,  too,  of  battle-martyrs  chief! 
Who,  to  recal  his  daunted  peers. 
For  Tietory  shaped  an  open  spaoe^ 
By  gathering  with  a  wide  embrace. 
Into  his  single  breast,  a  sheaf 
Of  fatal  Austrian  qpears  *. 


seek. 


THE  IXaUAH   rnirOLAHT,  AKD  THS  SWISB  OOATHBBB. 

PARTL 

f. 
Now  that  the  &reweU  tear  is  dried, 
HeaYOD  prosper  thee,  be  hope  thy  guide ! 
Hope  be  thy  guide,  adTenturons  Boy ; 
The  wages  of  thy  travel,  joy  1 
Whether  for  London  bound — to  trill 
Thy  mountain  notes  with  simple  skUl ; 
Or  on  thy  head  to  poise  a  show 
Of  Images  in  seemly  row ; 
The  graceful  form  of  milk-white  Steed, 
Or  Bird  that  soared  with  Ganymede ; 
Or  through  our  hamlets  thou  wilt  bear 
The  sightless  Milton,  with  his  hair 
Around  his  placid  temples  curied ; 
And  Shakspeare  at  his  side — a  freight, 
If  clay  could  think  and  mind  were  weight, 
For  him  who  bore  the  world ! 
Hope  be  thy  guide,  adventurous  Boy ; 
The  wages  of  thy  travel,  joy ! 


*  Arnold  Winkdried,  at  the  battle  of  Sempacb.  broke 
an  Austrian  phalanx  in  this  manner.  The  event  is  one  of 
the  most  famona  in  the  annals  of  Swiss  benrfam ;  and 
pictures  and  printa  of  it  are  fireqiiflnt  thnmghoat  tiia 
ooantry. 
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n. 

Bot,  flying  through  the  heights  aromid. 

But  thou,  perh.[»i,  (dcrt  u  free 

WQt  ramble  over  hUl  wid  iWe, 

Ths  treasurce  they  enjoy  (o  guard  F  ^H 

A  Vender  of  the  woU-wranght  Siak, 

And,iftherebe>&nniredhour      ^H 

■Whoee  «i!Qliiait  Wbe  iniilruclB  to  tone 

When  Henea  are  allowed  to  quit     ^H 

A  porpoaeloB  fickle  cllmo: 

The  tomb,  and  on  the  clouds  to  «t     ^^ 

WhetlicT  Uiou  choose  this  usefn]  part. 

With  tulelsry  power. 

Or  miiUBla-  to  finer  ut, 

Though  robbed  of  mimj  a  cheriahed  drraun. 

This  wsa  (lio  hour,  and  that  the  place. 

And  oroSBcd  by  mmy  a  ehBtttred  Bcbeme, 

What  stirring  wondera  wilt  thou  see 

Id  (he  proud   Isle  of  liberty  1 

But  Truth  inspired  the  Bards  of  dd 

When  of  an  Iron  sge  they  told. 

With  tliOBghta  which  no  delights  can  chue. 

Which  to  unequal  laws  gave  turlli. 

lUcaJ  ft  Siater'a  hist  tmbrace, 

And  drovD  Astrsea  from  the  ewtfa. 

HUi  Mother'*  nee!;  ent«ine  J 

—A  gentle  Boy  (perdumoe  with  blood 

Nor  Bhnll  forgflt  the  Maiden  coy 

As  noble  as  the  brat  endued. 

But  seemingly  a  TlUng  despiwd ; 
For  not  a  tinge  or  flowery  Mnait 

That  beamB  from  hU  ingcnuouB  f»™. 

Apart,  bedde  his  sUent  goal., 

To  propheay  a  e"'''l«''  '"'  i 

Sato  watching  in  a  forest  shed, 

Due  recompence,  and  safe  retum 

Pale,  nigged,  with  hare  feel  and  hmi  I 

To  Coho'b  BtCBpB— his  happy  bourno  1 

Mute  as  the  snow  upon  the  lull,         jfl 

Where  he,  aloft  id  gonlen  glade. 

And,aslhesunthepr8ysto,sti&    ^^B 

Slmll  tend,  with  hla  own  dart-eyed  Mud, 

Ah,  wlist  aviuls  heroic  deed  t              ^Hi 

Tbo  lowering  nukize,  and  prop  ihu  twig 

Wliiit  liW-rty  !  if  no  defence 

Or  feed  his  aye  in  paths  luo-proof 

With  purple  of  the  trcUis-roof, 

"nuit  through  the  jeolona  leaves  cscapea 

Gtant  to  the  mom  of  life  it.  uturml  blened 

—Oh  might  he  tempt  that  Goatherd-child 

Even  yet  my  heart  can  scarcely  brook, 

So  tonchingly  ho  smiled— 

IKTI. 

As  with  a  rapture  cimghl  from  heaven — 

TBK  um  BDrCEB,  BY  tCONlRDO  Di  Tl!>a, 

For  luuulied  abns  in  pity  gireo. 

■EFBCTOBT      OP     TOR     COSVBST      or      MXKii 

Tho'  searching  damps  and  many  an  enviam 
Have  marred  this  Work  ;  theohn  ethenal 

PASTIL 

The  love  deep-seated  in  the  Savionr'a  &ee. 

The  mercy,  goodnesB,  have  not  laQed  to  awt 

WlTB  nodding  ptnmes,  and  lighUy  dmt 

The  Elements  ;  u  they  do  melt  and  thaw 

Like  foresters  in  leaf-green  rest. 

The  heart  of  the  Beholder— and  er«Ba 

(At  loaet  for  one  ropt  moment)  every  tiaee 

For  TcU'b  dread  archery  renowned. 

Before  (he  target  stood— to  claim 

The  annunciation  of  the  dreadful  tmth 

The  guerdon  of  the  steadiest  aim. 

Made  to  the  Twelve,  survive*:  Up,  forehead. 

Land  naa  (b«  rifis-guu'i  report— 

•  ■seKHt. 
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Bing  <m  the  board  in  rath 
re,  while  the  ungmlty  seek 
I  meaningB — still  bespeak 
y  of  eternal  youth  I 


XXTII. 
CLIPSE  OP  THE  SUN,  1820. 

speculative  tower 
e  wuting  for  the  honr 
IS  destined  to  endure 
ng  of  his  radiant  face 
ndtion  strove  to  chase, 
th  rites  impure. 

th  Italian  skies, 
Ions  fair  as  Paradise 
Bed^ — till  Nature  wrought 
unlooked-for  change, 
1  the  desultory  range 
>rightly  thought. 


IS  dipped  the  toiling  vm, 
fenced  round  us  as  before, 
tough  of  altered  hue, 
oolness,  such  as  falls 
(rom  umbrageous  waUs 
the  morning  dew. 

Tetched  its  wings ;  no  doud 

ear  a  murky  shroud ; 

jmre  field  displayed ; 

It  sheathed  and  gently  channed, 

rkling  rays  disarmed, 

imber  laid, — 

;  night  and  day  between, 
ine— but  the  hue  was  green ; 
ne,  without  shadow,  spread 
ick,  and  curved  shore, 
.  the  peasant  from  his  door 
oountain's  head. 

Julian  steeps — it  lay, 
thy  ample  bay ; 
ang  veil  was  drawn 
sraces,  and  towers ; 
*8  olive  bowers, 
rdant  lawn. 


But  Fancy  with  the  speed  of  fire 
Hath  past  to  Milan's  loftiest  spire. 
And  there  alights  hnid  that  aerial  host 
Of  Figures  human  and  divine*, 
White  as  the  snows  of  Apennine 
Indurated  by  frost 

Awe-stricken  she  beholds  tiie  array 
That  guards  the  Temple  night  and  day ; 
Angels  she  aocs    thai  might  from  heav«n  haT« 

flown. 
And  Tiigin-saintB,  who  not  in  vain 
Have  striven  by  purity  to  gain 
The  beatific  crown — 

Sees  long-drawn  files^  conoentric  rings 
Each  narrowing  above  each ; — ^the  wings, 
The  uplifted  palms,  the  silent  marble  lips 
The  starry  zone  of  sovereign  height  f — 
All  steeped  in  this  portentous  li^t  I 
All  suffering  dim  eclipse  I 

Thus  after  Man  had  fidlen  (d  ang^t 
These  perishable  spheres  have  wrought 
May  with  that  issue  be  compared) 
Throngs  of  celestial  visages. 
Darkening  like  water  in  the  breeie, 
A  holy  sadness  shared. 

Lol  while  I  speak,  the  Ubouring  Sun 
His  ghul  deliverance  has  begun : 
The  cypress  waves  her  sombre  plume 
More  cheerily ;  and  town  and  tower. 
The  vineyard  and  the  olive-bower. 
Their  lustre  re-assume  I 

0  Ye,  who  guard  and  grace  my  home 

While  in  far-distant  buids  we  roam. 

What  countenance  hath  this  Day  put  on  for  you  f 

While  we  looked  round  with  favoured  eyes, 

Did  sullen  mists  hide  lake  and  skies 

And  mountains  from  your  view  I 


Or  was  it  given  you  to  bdiold 

lake  vision,  penrive  though  not  cold. 

From  the  smooth  breast  of  gay  Winandermere  I 

Saw  ye  the  soft  yet  awful  veil 

Spread  over  Grasmere's  lovely  dale^ 

HdveUyn's  brow  severe! 


*  Bee  Note. 

t  Above  the  highest  drele  of  flfortiie  a 
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I  ask  in  vain — and  know  fS&r  less 
If  sickness,  sorrow,  or  distress 
Have  spared  my  Dwelling  to  this  hour; 
Sad  blindness !  but  ordained  to  proTO 
Our  faith  in  Heaven's  unfiuling  love 
And  all-controlling  power. 


XXVIII. 

THE  THREE  COTTAGE  OIBLS. 

I. 

How  blest  the  Maid  whose  heart — ^yet  free 

From  Love's  uneasy  sovereignty — 

Beats  with  a  fancy  running  high, 

Her  simple  cares  to  magnify ; 

Whom  Labour,  never  urged  to  toil. 

Hath  cherished  on  a  healthful  soil ; 

Who  knows  not  pomp,  who  heeds  not  pelf; 

Whose  heaviest  sin  it  is  to  look 

Askance  upon  her  pretty  Self 

Reflected  in  some  crystal  brook; 

Whom  grief  hath  spared — who  sheds  no  tear 

But  in  sweet  pity;  and  con  hear 

Another's  praise  from  envy  dear. 

II. 
Such  (but  0  lavish  Nature !  why 
That  dark  tmfUthomable  eye, 
Where  lurks  a  Spirit  thiit  replies 
To  stillest  mood  of  softest  skies, 
Yet  hints  at  peace  to  Ije  o'erthrown, 
Another's  first,  and  then  her  own !) 
Such,  haply,  yon  Italian  Maid, 
Our  Lady's  lai;f;:ard  Vot<aress, 
Halting  beneath  the  chestnut  shade 
To  accomplish  there  her  loveliness : 
Nice  aid  maternal  fingers  lend; 
A  Sister  serves  witli  slacker  hand  ; 
Then,  glittering  like  a  stiir,  she  joins  the  festal  band. 

III. 
How  blest  (if  truth  may  entertain 
Coy  fancy  with  a  holder  strain) 
The  IIelvktian  Girl — who  daily  braves, 
In  her  light  skiff,  the  tossing  waves. 
And  quits  the  bosom  of  the  deep 
Only  to  climb  the  rugi;ed  steep  ! 
— Say  whence  that  modulate<l  shout ! 
From  Wood-nym]>h  of  Diana's  throng? 
Or  does  the  greeting  to  a  rout 
Of  giddy  Bacchanals  belong  I 
Jubilant  outcry  !  rock  and  glade 
Resounded — but  the  voice  ohevcd 
The  breath  of  an  Helvetian  Maid. 


IT. 


Her  beanty  dazzles  the  thick  wood ; 
Her  eoumge  animatHi  the  flood ; 
Her  steps  the  nlMfir  greeo-awaxd 
Returning  unreluetant  sweets ; 
The  mountains  (as  ye  heard)  rejoice 
Aloud,  saluted  by  her  voice  I 
Blithe  Paragon  of  Alpine  grace, 
Be  as  thon  art — for  through  thy  veins 
The  blood  of  Heroes  runs  its  race  I 
And  nobly  wilt  thou  brook  the  chains 
That,  for  the  virtuous,  Life  prepares ; 
The  fetters  which  the  Matron  wean ; 
The  patriot  Mother's  weight  of  anxious 


V. 


•  <  Sweet  HIOHLA^'D  Gfrl !  a  very  shower 
Of  beauty  was  thy  earthly  dower,* 
When  thou  didst  flit  before  mine  eycs^ 
Gay  Vision  under  sullen  skies, 
While  Hope  and  Love  around  thee  ^jed. 
Near  the  rough  falls  of  Inversneyd  I 
Have  they,  who  nursed  the  blossom,  seen 
No  breach  of  promise  in  the  frnitl 
Was  joy,  in  following  joy,  as  keen 
As  grief  can  be  in  griefs  pursuit ! 
When  youth  had  flown  did  hope  still  bless 
Thy  goings — or  the  cheerfulness 
Of  innocence  survive  to  mitigate 


vr. 


But  from  our  course  wbv  turn — to  tread 

A  way  with  shadows  overspread  ; 

Where  what  we  gladliest  wouM  believe 

Is  feared   as  what  niav  most  deceive ! 

Bright  Spirit,  not  with  anLorantli  crowned 

But  heath-bells  fi*om  thy  native  ground. 

Time  cannot  thin  thy  flowing  hair. 

Nor  take  one  ray  of  light  from  Thee  j 

For  in  my  Fancy  thou  dost  sharo 

The  gift  of  innnortaUty  ; 

And  there  shall  bloom,  with  Thee  allied. 

The  Votaress  by  Lugano's  side ; 

And  tliat  intrepid  N^-mph,  on  Uri's  steep,  descri 


XXIX. 


THE   COLUMN    INTKNOED  BY  DUONAPARTB  FOE   A  " 
I'MrilAL    EDIFUE    IN    MILAN,  NOW    LYING    BT 
WAY-SIDE  IN  THE  SIMI'LON  PASS. 

Ambition— following  down  this  far-famed  stepc 
Her  Pioneer,  the  snow-disstdving  Sun, 
While  clarions  prate  of  kingdoms  to  be  won — 
Perchance,  in  future  ages,  here  may  stop  ; 


♦  See  addrcM  to  a  Highland  Girl,  p.  221. 
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o  mistniBt  her  flattering  horoocope 
>iiition  from  this  proetrate  Stone ! 

0  uninscribed  of  Pride  o'erthrown ; 
hien^yphic ;  a  dioice  trope 

ine's  rhetoric.    Daughter  of  the  Rock, 
ere  thy  course  was  stayed  by  Power  divine ! 

1  transported  sees,  from  hint  of  thine, 
vhich  ihe  great  Avenger's  hand  provoke, 
mbats  whistling  o'er  the  ensanguined  heath : 
roans!  what  dirieksl  what  quietness  in 
eathi 


STANZAS, 

COMFOSSO  IM  TBB  IIMPLOIT  PAU. 

BHOiSA. !  I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wood 
iber,  reclined  on  the  moss-covered  floor, 
a  to  Anio's  precipitous  flood, 
»  stillness  of  evening  hath  deepened  its  roar ; 
e  tiirough  the  Temples  of  PiESTUM,  to  muse 
>Eii  preserved  by  her  burial  in  earth ; 
ires  to  gaze  where  they  drank  in  their  hues ; 
jnmr  sweet  songs  on  the  ground  of  their 
lirdi! 

atjr  of  Florence,  the  grandeur  of  Rome, 
leave  them  unseen,  and  not  yield  to  regret  1 
hope  (and  no  more)  for  a  season  to  come, 
De*er  may  discharge  the  magnificent  debt  ? 
rtonate  ll^ion  !  whose  Greatness  inumed 
to  new  life  from  its  ashes  and  dust ; 
lorified  fields !  if  in  sadness  I  turned 
(mr  infinite  marvels,  the  sadness  was  just. 

Ben  ere  the  light-footed  Chamois  retires 

ew-«prinkled  grass  to  heights  guarded  with 

now, 

the  mists  Uiat  hang  over  the  land  of  my  Sires, 

le  climate  of  myrtles  contented  I  go. 

gfats  become  bnght  like  yon  edging  of  Pines 

beep's  lofty  verge :  how  it  blacken'd  the 

ir! 

ched  from  behind  by  the  Sun,  it  now  shines 

reads  that  seem  part  of  his  own  silver  hair. 

the  toil  of  the  way  with  dear  Friends  we 

livide, 

by  the  same  zephyr  our  temples  be  fanned 

est  in  the  cool  orange-bower  side  by  side, 

ling  survives  which  few  hearts  shall  with- 

tand: 


Each  step  hath  its  value  while  homeward  we  move  ;- 
O  joy  when  the  girdle  6f  England  appears ! 
What  moment  in  fife  is  so  conscious  of  love. 
Of  love  in  the  heart  made  more  happy  by  tearsf 
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ECHO.  UPON  THE  OBMMI. 


What  beast  of  chase  hath  broken  from  the  cover! 

Stem  Gemmi  listens  to  as  full  a  cry, 

As  multitudinous  a  harmony 

Of  sounds  as  rang  the  heights  of  Latmos  over, 

When,  from  the  soft  couch  of  her  sleeping  Lover, 

Up-starting,  Cynthia  skimmed  the  mountain-dew 

In  keen  pursuit — and  gave,  where'er  she  flew, 

Impetuous  motion  to  the  Stars  above  her. 

A  solitary  Wolf-dog,  ranging  on 

Through  the  bleak  concave,  wakes  this  wondrous 

chime 
Of  a^ry  voices  locked  in  unison, — 
Faint— far-off— near—deep -solemn  and  sublime  I — 
So,  from  the  body  of  one  guilty  deed, 
A  thousand  ghostly  fears,  and  haunting  thoughts, 

proceed! 


XXXII. 

PROCESSIONS. 

8UGOE8TSD  0!f  A   SABBATH   MOKNIMO  IN  THK   VALB  OV 

CHAMODNT. 

To  appease  the  Gods ;  or  public  thanks  to  yield  ; 
Or  to  solicit  knowledge  of  events. 
Which  in  her  breast  Futurity  concealed ; 
And  that  tlie  past  might  have  its  true  intents 
Feelingly  told  by  Uving  monuments — 
Mankind  of  yore  were  prompted  to  devise 
Rites  such  as  yet  Perscpolis  presents 
Graven  on  her  cankered  waUs,  solemnities 
That  moved  in  long  array  before  admiring  eyes. 

The  Hebrews  thus,  carrying  in  joyful  state 

Thick  boughs  of  i>alm,  and  willows  from  the  brook. 

Marched  round  the  altar — to  commemorate 

How,  when  their  course  they  through  the  desert 

took. 

Guided  by  signs  which  ne'er  the  sky  forsook. 

They  lodged  in  leafy  tents  and  cabins  low ; 

Green  boughs  were  borne,  whil^  for  the  blast  that 

shook 
Down  to  ihe  earth  the  walls  of  Jericho, 

Shouts  rise,  and  storms  of  sound  from  lifted  trum- 
pets blow  1 


POSMS  OF  THE  IMAOINATION. 


Aad  lirn^  in  ofldWy  Ud  tiM  norad  grave 
FM  in  tiM  lAjMi  wMto  lij  goihii^  irall% 
Hm  prifltti  and  diimrii  of  AmwMinUii  Jore 
Brofotod  rMpoMM  with  riufin  cMrtSdM ; 
Whflo^  in  A  ddp  be^  witii  rihrcr  bdl^ 
Ibej  raand  hit  alter  bora  tiM  homM  God, 
Old  Omiy  die  aolar  Dflitgr,  wbo  dwoDo 
Aloft»  yet  in  A  tatiDg  vranl  radfl^ 
WImd  miTOTnl  aea  die  momiteiiMi  owflumed, 

Wlqr  ifMek  of  Roman  Pompet  tiie  hin^ilj  daimi 
Of  Ghicfr  triompliant  aAor  lutfilflM  wan ; 
The  ftaal  of  Neptane-end  tiie  Coeol  Gamei^ 
With  iinage%  and  orawn%  and  emplj  ean ; 
The  dancing  Salii— on  die  diiolda  of  Ifan 
Smiting  with  forj ;  and  a  deepw  draad 
Scatteaced  on  all  ndea  by  die  hideooa  Jan 
Of  GoiTbantian  eymba]%  while  the  head 
Of  Pybott  waa  aeeny  lablinMly  turreted  I 

At  kqgdi  e  Spirit  mora  mbdned  and  soft 
Appearad— 4o  goTem  CSiristian  pageantrioa : 
The  G^raoiy  in  cafan  praeemion,  borne  aloft 
IfoTod  to  die  ehant  of  lober  Utaniea. 
Eran  Bodi,  thia  day,  eame  wafted  on  die  braeze 
¥nm  A  long  trainr-in  hooded  Teatmente  fair 
Enwnpt    and  winding,  between  Alpine  traes 
Spiiy  and  dariL,  araond  their  Hooae  of  pnyer. 
Below  die  ioy  bed  of  bright  Abobmtikrb. 

Still  in  the  ririd  fredmeaB  of  a  dream. 

The  pageant  haunts  me  as  it  met  our  eyes ! 

Still,  with   those   white-robed  Shapes — a  living 

Stream, 
The  glacier  Pillars  join  in  solenm  guise  * 
For  the  same  service,  by  mysterious  ties ; 
Numbers  exceeding  credible  account 
Of  number,  pure  and  silent  Votaries 
Issmng  or  issued  from  a  wintry  fount ; 
The  impenetrable  heart  of  that  exalted  Mount ! 

They,  too,  who  send  so  far  a  holy  gleam 
While  they  the  Church  engird  with  motion  slow, 
A  product  of  that  awful  Mountain  seem. 
Poured  from  his  vaults  of  everlasting  snow ; 
Not  virgin  lilies  marshalled  in  bright  row. 
Not  swans  descending  with  the  stealthy  tide, 
A  livelier  nsteriy  resemblance  ahow 
Than  the  fiur  Forms,  that  in  long  order  glide. 
Bear  to  the  ghMsier  band— those  Shi^>e8  aloft 
descried. 


l^rembGqg^  I  look  ifon  di 
Of  diai  Uoentiona  cnvhy : 
To  aet  die  God  amcM^  est 
To  bnid,  on  apt  anggaation 
And  marvel  not  diai  andq 
To  erawd  die  world  widi  1 
YondMaM  in  pitj  or  ini 

Avoid  dieae  a|g^;  nor  1 
afajMl 


♦  SmNoIs. 


ELEGIAC  ( 

The  F— *^***  Tooth  wboM 
to  ttMM  «taglao  venii,  1 
U  from  Boilfln  tai  North 
twvnttoth  year,  and  had  iw 
dofjinaa  in  tht  ndghhoiuhi 
ptotkn  of  his  odnoaftlan*  Aoo 
a  native  of  Bootland,  ho  haA 
when  it  wu  hlo  miifortiUMto 
who  wu  hastaninf  to  Join  our 
opwtdtng  a  daj  together  on  t 
Soleaie^  took  leave  of  eabh  otl 
having  intended  to  prooeed  il 
in  the  morning  my  friend  to 
who  were  informed  of  tha  ol 
frlendi  he  was  to  pomit  Ot,  t 
We  met  at  Luoeme  the  me 
and  hie  fellow-etiident  beean 
ling  oompenione  for  a  oonpi 
RIghi  together ;  end,  after  OM 
that  noble  moontato,  we  eepa 
spot  well  suited  to  the  partial 
no  more.  Our  party  desoendi 
"UtAy  of  the  Snow,  and  our  In 
had  hoped  to  meet  in  a  few  w 
third  suooeeding  day  (on  the  i 
peridied,  being  overset  in  a  be 
Zurich.  His  companion  save 
was  hospitably  received  in  ttl 
man  (M.  Keller)  situated  oat 
The  corpse  of  poor  Goddard  1 
of  the  same  gentlonan,  who  | 
ritM  of  hospitality  which  oodi 
well  as  to  the  living.  He  oaoi 
ment  to  be  erected  in  the  i 
records  the  premature  fate  of 
the  shores  too  of  the  lake  the  ti 
tion  pointing  out  the  spot  wl 
by  the  waves. 

Lulled  by  the  sound  el 
Rude  Nature's  Pilgriim 
From  the  dread  smmal 
Of  mountains,  through  i 
Where,  in  her  holy  etas 
*  Our  Lady  of  the  Snow 

*  Mount  Rlghl-I 
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M  bhiey  the  air  was  mild ; 

Thou^  lodged  within  no  TigoroiiB  frames 

the  straiDS  and  green  the  bowera; 

His  soul  her  dafly  tasks  renewed. 

ogfa  aaaanlte  nnknowDy 

Blithe  as  the  lark  on  son-gilt  inngs 

spot  had  effer  shown 

Hifgti  poised — or  as  the  wren  tiiat  sings 

nee  tiiat  as  sweetly  smiled — 

In  shady  places,  to  proclaim 

summer-hoars. 

Uer  modest  gratitude. 

re  gay,  our  hearts  at  ease ; 

Not  Tain  is  sadly-nttered  praise ; 

ire  dancing  through  the  frame 

The  words  of  truth's  memorial  tow 

^ed ;  all  we  knew  of  care — 

Are  sweet  as  morning  fragrance  shed 

lat  straggled  here  and  there ; 

From  flowers  mid  Gtoldau's  rains  bred ; 

-but  the  flattering  breeze ; 

As  erening's  fondly-lingering  rays^ 

-but  a  name. 

On  RiGHi's  silent  brow. 

could  have  rent  the  Teil 

• 

Lamented  Youth  t  to  thy  cold  day 

ort  days — ^but  hush — no  more  ! 

Fit  obsequies  the  Stranger  paid ; 

And  piety  shall  guard  the  Stone 

o  which  thy  cares  are  gone. 

Which  hath  not  left  the  qpot  unknown 

n  of  the  stormy  gale ; 

Where  the  wild  waTcs  resigned  their  prey — 

Subich's  shore ! 

And  that  which  marics  thy  bed. 

id!  what  art  thou  t— a  name- 

And,  when  thy  Mother  weeps  for  Thes^ 

followed  by  a  shade ! 

Lost  Youth !  a  solitary  Mother ; 

for  anght  that  time  supplieai^ 

This  tribute  from  a  casual  Friend 

the  exDerifTfimL  and  the  wise : 

A  not  unwelcome  aid  may  lend. 

xom  this  frul  earth  we  claim. 

9                 # 

To  feed  the  tender  luxury, 

)re  are  betrayed. 

The  rising  pang  to  smother  *. 

lule  festiye  mirth  ran  wild. 

in  a  deep  lake's  mighty  am. 

,  like  an  enfranchised  sUve, 

1  rirery  proud  to  lave, 

XXZIT. 

nt  swift  and  undefiled. 

SKT-PBOSPECT — ^FBOM  THB  PLAIN  OP  FRANCE 

of  old  LUCBRNB. 

Lo !  in  the  burning  west,  the  craggy  ni^ 

upon  solemn  ground 

Of  a  proud  Ararat !  and,  thereupon, 

Dwards  the  unfading-  sky ; 

The  Ark,  her  melancholy  Toyage  done  1 

thoughts  were  then  of  Earth, 

Yon  rampant  doud  mimics  a  lion's  shi^ ; 

to  common  pleasures  buth ; 

There,  combats  a  huge  crocodile— agape 

g  in  our  hearts  we  found 

>ted  even  a  sigh. 

And  massy  grove,  so  near  yon  blazing  town. 

Stirs  and  recedes — destruction  to  escape ! 

pathising  Powers  of  air, 

Yet  all  is  harmless — as  the  Elysian  shades 

bat  poet  o'er  seas  and  lands. 

Where  Spirits  dwell  in  undisturbed  repose — 

itened  by  Virginian  dew, 

Silently  disi^pears,  or  quickly  fades : 

imely  grave  to  strew. 

Meek  Nature's  evening  comment  on  the  shows 

-  may  neyer  know  the  care 

That  for  oblivion  take  their  daily  burth 

From  all  the  fuming  vanities  of  Earth ! 

every  gentle  Muse 

*  The  persuasion  here  expressed  was  not  groundtaM. 

Transatlantic  home : 

The  Ant  human  consolation  that  the  affltoted  Mother  fellb 

realised  romance, 

1                  «    •                                          V 

iras  derived  from  this  tribute  to  her  son's  nnemoiy,  a  liMSt 

which  the  author  learned,  at  his  own  residcDoe,  flrom  her 

d  on  his  eager  glance ; 

Daughter,  who  visited  Europe  some  yean  afterwards.^ 

ent  buss  I — what  golden  Tiews  t 

Ooldau  is  one  of  the  villages  desolated  by  the  iUl  of  pail 

%  for  years  to  come ! 

of  the  Mountain  Rosiberg. 

POEMS  OF  TBE  IMAGINATION, 


Wbt  cast  ye  bark  apon  the  Gallic  shore 
Ye  fiirious  waves  I  a  patriotic  Son 
Of  Englanil — who  in  hope  her  const  hod  iron, 
~H  project  crowned,  his  pleaeiuit  tnTcl  o'er 
Well — let  him  pace  this  noted  beub  once  mt 
That  gare  the  RomoD  his  trinmphal  shcUs  ; 
That  saw  the  Corsicsji  lu9  cap  and  bells 
Haoghtilj  shake,  a  dreaming  Conqueror  I — 
Enough  :  mj'  Coantrj''s  dOta  I  caa  behold. 
And  proudly  think,  hmide  the  chafing  sea. 
Of  checked  ambiUon,  tynumf  uintrolied. 
And  fully  cursed  with  endleca  memory : 
These  local  recollectiona  ne'er  caa  cluy  ; 
Sudi  groond  I  Trom  mj  very  heart  enjoy  I 


Whehb  he  the  noisy  followers  of  the  game  [passed 
Which   (noliou  breeds;  the  turuioil  wlitrel  that 
Through  Eorope,  echoing  from  the  newsman's  blast, 
And  tilled  our  hearts  with  griefforBogland's  shame. 
Peace  greets  us ; — nunbling  on  without  an  um 
We  mark  majeetic  herds  of  vattlr,  free 
~    nuninatD,  coached  on  the  grassy  lea ; 
And  hear  far-olT  the  mellow  bom  proclaim 
The  SeasOD's  bannless  pastime.     Ituder  aonnd 
Stirs  not ;  enropt  I  gaze  with  strange  debgbc, 
While  conecioufneswe,  »ol  to  be  dlsowin'ii. 
Hero  only  eorve  a  feeling  to  invile 
That  lifts  the  spirit  (o  n  calmer  height. 
And  makes  this  rural  stillness  more  profound. 


Pbou  the  Pier's  head,  musing,  and  with  increase 
Of  wonder,  I  have  watched  this  eea-side  Town, 
Ifndor  the  white  cliff's  battlemented  crown, 
Hunhed  lo  a  depth  of  more  than  Sabbath  peace: 
The  streets  and  quays  are  llironged,  but  why  disown 
Their   natural   uttenmce:    whence    tills    strange 

From  social  noise— tsilfnce  elsewhere  unknown  1 — 
A  Spirit  whispered,  "  Let  all  wonder  ceaae  ; 
Ocean's  o'erpowering  murraiirs  liaie  set  free 

sense  from  pressure  of  life's  common  din  ; 
As  the  dread  Voice  that  speaks  from  out  the  Ben 
Of  God's  eternal  Word,  the  Voice  of  Time 
Doth  deaden,  shocliit  of  tumult,  sliriuks  of  crime. 
The  shouts  of  fully,  and  the  graaaa  of  sin," 


DESULTORY  STAKZA8, 


1 


Is  then  the  final  page  before  me  spmd, 
Nor  fiirther  outlet  left  to  mind  or  heart  I 
Preeomptuona  Book  1  too  forward  tn  l-e  n«d, 
How  can  I  give  thee  liixnce  to  depart  I 
One  tribute  more :  unhidden  feelings  start 
Forth  &am  tlieir  coTerts ;  slighted  ohje«ta  rise ; 
My  spirit  is  the  scene  of  anch  wild  art 
As  on  Pamaaans  rulefi,  when  lightning  fiie^ 
Visibly  leading  on  the  thunder's  barmooiei 

All  that  I  heard  comes  back  upon  my  ear, 
All  that  I  felt  this  momeat  doth  renew  ; 
And  where  the  loot  with  no  unmanly  (ear 
Ii«cailed — and  wings  alone  could  tranl — tbm 
1  move  at  ease  ;  and  meet  coDteading  thtonii 
Tliat  press  upon  me,  croasing  the  career 
Of  recollectiona  vivid  as  the  dreams         [ttnMl 
Uf  midnight, — cities,  plains,  forests,  and  nj^ 

Wliere  Mortal  never  br«atlied  I  dare  Vt  At 

Among  the  interior  Alps,  pgantic  ctkw. 

Who  triumphed  o'er  dilnviiui  power  !— and  jtt 

What  are  they  hut  a  wreck  and  residue. 

Whose  only  burinesa  is  lo  periih  I — true 

To  which  Bad  course,  llieae  wrinkled  Sons  of  Has 

Labour  their  proper  greatiiesa  to  aulHloe  ; 

S|)eal.ing  of  death  alone,  beneutli  a  clime 

Where  life  and  rapture  flow  in  plenitude  sublime 

Fancy  hath  flung  for  me  an  airy  bridge 
Across  Ihy  long  deep  Valley,  furious  Rhone  ! 
Arch  that  Acre  rests  upon  the  granite  ridge 
Of  Monte  lli»a — Uurt  on  frailer  BtoQ« 
Of  Bccoodary  birth,  the  Jung^&au's  oone  ; 
And,  from  that  arch,  down-looking  on  the  Vak 
The  aspect  I  behold  of  every  zone ; 
A  sea  of  folingie,  tosung  with  the  gale, 
Blithe  Autumn's  purple  crown,  and  Winter's  iq 


For  as  St.  Hadbice,  from  yon  e>Bt«m  Foku  *, 

Down  the  mun  avenue  my  mght  am  range : 
And  a]l  its  branchy  valea,  and  all  that  lurti 
Within  them,  church,  and  tuwn,aiid  hut,  and  gras^ 
For  my  eujojinent  meet  in  vision  slraiige ; 
Snows,  torrents ; — to  liie  region's  utmost  boa 
Life,  Death,  in  amicable  interchange  j — 

*  AltbabeadotllHYaUati.    SmNoIk 
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:  list !  die  aTafamcfae — the  hush  profoand 

^t.  follows — jet  more  awful  than  that  awful  aound ! 

DoC  Ae  chamois  suited  to  his  place! 

le  eagle  worthy  of  her  ancestry  f 

•L«i  Empires  fiOl;  but  ne'er  shaU  Ye  disgrace 

[aar  noble  birthright,  ye  that  occupy 

ionr  coimcil-seats  beneath  the  open  sky. 

On  Ssnien*s  Mount  *,  there  judge  of  fit  and  right. 

In  smple  democratie  majesty ; 

Soft  breezes  fuming  your  rough  brows — the  might 

And  pnity  of  nature  qiread  before  your  si|^t ! 

Fran  tins  sppropriate  Court,  renowned  Lucerne 
Wmeto  psee  her  honoured  Bridge* — thatcbeen 
TIk  hrtrioi*8  heart  with  pictures  rude  and  stem. 
An  imeoQth  Chronicle  of  glorious  years. 
^  portniture,  from  loftier  source,  endears 
^  «wk  of  kindred  frame,  whidi  spans  the  lake 
'vt  at  the  point  of  issue,  where  it  fears 
"M  ibnn  and  motitm  of  a  stream  to  take ; 
"^  it  begins  to  stir,  yet  Toiceless  as  a  snake. 

"ofanes  of  sound,  from  the  Cathedral  rolled, 
^^•loofed  Vista  penetrate— but  see, 

♦  SeeNotaa 


One  after  one,  its  tablets,  that  unfold 
The  whole  design  of  Scripture  history ; 
From  the  first  tasting  of  the  fatal  Tree, 
Tin  the  bright  Star  appeared  in  eastern  skies, 
Announcing,  One  was  bom  mankind  to  free ; 
His  acts,  his  wrongs,  his  final  sacrifice ; 
Lessons  for  OTery  heart,  a  Bible  for  all  eyes. 

Our  pride  misleads,  our  timid  lildngs  kiU. 

— Long  may  these  homely  Works  deyised  of  old. 

These  simple  efforts  of  Hehretian  skill. 

Aid,  with  congenial  influence,  to  uphold 

The  State, — the  Country's  destiny  to  mould ; 

Turning,  for  them  who  pass,  the  eommon  dust 

Of  servile  o|^Kxrtnnity  to  gold ; 

Filling  the  soul  with  sentiments  august — 

The  beantifii],  the  brsTe,  the  holy,  and  the  just ! 

No  more ;  Time  halts  not  in  his  noiseless  march — 
Nor  turns,  nor  winds,  as  doth  the  liquid  flood ; 
Life  slips  from  underneath  us,  like  that  arch 
Of  airy  workmanship  whereon  we  stood. 
Earth  stretdied  below,  heaven  in  our  neighbouriiood. 
Go  forth,  my  little  Book  !  pursue  thy  way ; 
Go  forth,  and  please  the  gentle  and  the  good; 
Nor  be  a  whisper  stifled,  if  it  say 
That  treasures,  yet  untouched,  may  grace  some 
future  Lay. 
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k  •  •  ^^ .- 


TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON. 

♦ 
OoMFAWRMr !  by  whoM  boojmt  Spirit  dieercd. 
In  whoM  ezporiMuw  tnwkinf ,  daj  by  day 
Ttmmum  I  galiMd  with  smI  that  nelthw  feMred 
The  toils  nor  fait  the  oioiaei  of  the  way. 


Theae  reoorda  take,  and  h 
Were  but  the  Gift  a  meet 
For  kindnenea  that  nerei 
And  prompt  aelf-eaorifioe 
Far  more  than  any  heart 


RTDA&  IfomiT,  Fib,  UM.  184S 


Tan  Tour  of  whieh  the  following  Poema  are  rery  inadequate  remembranoea  was  ah 
founded,  of  the  preralenoe  of  Choloa  at  Naples.  To  make  some  amends  for  what  was  rel 
South  of  Italy,  we  risited  the  Tuscan  Sanctuaries  among  the  Apennines,  and  the  prindpa 
Alpa.  Neither  of  thoae  lakea,  nor  of  Venice,  is  there  any  notice  in  these  Poems,  chiefly  be 
them  elsewhere.  See,  in  particular,  *•  Desoriptiye  Sketches,"  **  Memorials  of  a  Tour  on  thi 
Sonnet  npon  the  extinction  of  the  Tenetian  Republic 


I. 

MUSINGS  NEAR  AQUAPENDENTE 

April,  1837. 

Yb  Apennines !  with  all  your  fertile  vales 
Deeply  embosomed,  and  your  winding  shores 
Of  either  sea,  an  Islander  by  birth, 
A  Mountaineer  by  habit,  would  resound 
Your  praise,  in  meet  accordance  with  your  claims 
Bestowed  by  Nature,  or  from  man*s  great  deeds 
Inherited : — presumptuous  thought ! — it  fled 
Like  vapour,  like  a  towering  cloud,  dissolved. 
Not,  therefore,  shall  my  mind  give  way  to  sadness ; — 
Yon  snow-white  torrent-fall,  plumb  down  it  drops 
Yet  ever  hangs  or  seems  to  hang  in  air. 
Lolling  the  leisure  of  that  high  perched  town, 
AquAPENDENTB,  in  her  lofty  site 
Its  neighbour  and  its  namesake — town,  and  flood 
Forth  flashing  out  of  its  own  gloomy  chasm 
Bright  sunbeams — the  fresh  verdure  of  this  lawn 
Strewn  with  grey  rocks,  and  on  the  horizon^s  verge, 
0*er  intervenient  waste,  through  giinunering  haze. 
Unquestionably  kenned,  that  cone-shaped  hill 
With  fractored  sonmiit,  no  indiflerent  sight 
To  travellers,  firom  sach  comforts  as  are  thine, 
Bleak  Radicofani !  escaped  with  joy— 
These  are  before  me ;  and  the  varied  scene 
May  well  suffice,  till  noon-tide's  sultry  heat 


Relax,  to  fix  and  satisfy  tl 
Passive  yet  pleased.    Whi 

flower 
Close  at  my  side!  She  bid 
Her  sisters,  soon  like  her  1 
With  golden  blossoms  opei 
Of  my  own  Fairfield.  Tb 
Given  with  a  voice  and  by 
Of  old  companionship.  Tin 
Ere,  from  accustomed  patl 
The  local  Genius  hurries  I 
Transported  over  that  clot 
Scat  Sandal,  a  fond  suitor 
With  dream-like  smoothne 
There  to  alight  upon  cri^ 
Obtaining  ampler  boon,  at 
Of  visual  sovereignty — hiO 
(Not  Apennino  can  boast  i 
Pride  of  two  nations,  wooc 
And  prospect  right  below  > 
By  skeleton  arms,  that,  fina 
Extended,  clasp  the  wind^ 
Struggling  for  liberty,  wM 
The  shepherd  struggles  wM 
And  downward  by  the  skil 
And  by  Glenridding-screM 
Places  forsaken  now,  thooq 
The  muses,  as  they  loved  i 
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Of  die  oMminrtrdBaod  the  border  bards. — 
BatlMn  am  I  fitft  bound ;  and  let  it  pMB, 
Hm  ample  nurture ; — ^who  tiiat  travelB  fiear 
TtibedliiB  nund  with  watehful  eyes  conld  share 
Or  wnh  to  share  it! — One  there  sorely  was, 
"Hm  Wmid  of  the  Nor^"  with  anxious  hope 
Bkooglitto  tins  genial  dimate,  when  disease 
PRgfed  vpon.  body  and  mind — ^yet  not  the  less 
HidUinnk  eye  Idndled  at  thoee  dear  words 
Ihtipike  of  bards  and  minstrels ;  and  his  spirit 
Hid  flown  with  mine  to  old  Helvellyn's  brow. 
When  ooee  together,  in  his  day  of  strengthy 
We  itood  rejoicinc^  as  if  earth  were  free 
ftmwaaoWf  like  the  sky  above  our  heads. 

Tent  followed  yean,  and  when,  upon  the  eve 
Of  bii  hst  going  from  Tweed-side,  thou^t  turned. 
Or  hf  tao^htB^B  sympathy  was  led, 
Tliftii  te%ht  lanul,  Hope  was  for  him  no  friend, 
Kiovii^e  no  help ;  Imagination  shaped 
Kifrauisu    StiU,  in  more  than  ear-deep  seats, 
flwimfbr  me,  and  cannot  but  suiriye 
Ai  taae  of  voiee  which  wedded  borrowed  words 
IbadiMS  not  their  own,  when,  with  faint  smile 
Farad  ly  intent  to  take  from  speech  its  edge, 
Bewd,«Whcn  I  am  there,  although  *tis  fair, 
^viD  be  soother  Yarrow."    Prophecy 
Mm  ftm  fblfiDed,  as  gay  Campania's  shores 
Snb  wilmjBBuJ,  and  the  city  of  seven  hills, 
Heripikling  fbantains,and  her  mouldering  tombs ; 
Aad  more  than  aD,  tiiat  Eminence  which  showed 
Hvepkodoars,  seen,  not  felt,  the  while  he  stood 
A  fcw  dnrt  steps  (painful  they  were)  apart 
I^  Umbo's  Convent-haven,  and  retired  grave. 

^(Me  to  flieir  Spirits !  vdiy  should  Poesy 
^^  le  die  hire  of  vain  regret,  and  hover 
'B  l^ooai  on  wings  with  confidence  outspread 
Ttftore  in  sunshine f— Utter  thanks,  my  Soul ! 
"■pued  with  awe,  and  sweetened  by  compassion 
'*tei  vlio  in  the  shades  of  sorrow  dwell, 
^I*-eo  near  the  term  to  human  life 
Appoinled  by  man's  common  heritage, 
^n  the  fraflest,  one  withal  (if  that 
*'**'e  a  (hou^t)  but  little  known  to  fame — 
*^^  to  rove  where  Nature's  loveliest  looks, 
^BeUflst  rdics,  history's  rich  bequests, 
'"^  to  reanimate  and  but  feebly  cheered 
^*|iQle  world's  Darling— free  to  rove  at  will 
y^^lb  sod  low,  and  if  req[uiring  rest, 
••*  from  enjoyment  only. 
^  Thanks  poured  forth 

^W  tea  fiur  hath  bleased  my  wanderings. 


Fervent  but  humble  as  the  lips  can  breathe 
Where  gladness  seems  a  duty — let  me  guard 
Those  seeds  of  expectation  which  the  fruit 
Already  gathered  in  this  favoured  Land 
Enfolds  within  its  core.     The  faith  be  mine. 
That  He  who  guides  and  governs  all,  approves 
When  gratitude,  though  disciplined  to  look 
Beyond  these  transient  spheres,  doth  wear  a  crown 
Of  earthly  hope  put  on  with  trembling  hand ; 
Nor  is  least  pleased,  we  trust,  when  golden  beams. 
Reflected  through  the  mists  of  age,  from  hours 
Of  innocent  delight,  remote  or  recent, 
Shoot  but  a  little  way — 'tis  all  they  can — 
Into  the  doubtful  future.    Who  would  keep 
Power  must  resolve  to  cleave  to  it  through  life. 
Else  it  deserts  him,  surely  as  he  lives. 
Saints  would  not  grieve  nor  guardian  angdsfrt>wn 
If  one — ^while  tossed,  as  was  my  lot  to  be. 
In  a  frail  bark  urged  by  two  slender  oars 
Over  waves  rough  and  deep,  that,  when  they  broke, 
Dashed  their  white  foam  against  the  palace  walls 
Of  Grenoa  the  superb — should  there  be  led 
To  meditate  upon  his  own  appointed  tasks, 
However  humble  in  themselves,  with  thoughts 
Raised  and  sustained  by  memory  of  Him 
Who  oflentimes  within  thoee  naxrow  bounds 
Rocked  on  the  surge,  there  tried  his  spirit's  strength 
And  grasp  of  purpose,  long  ere  sailed  his  ship 
To  lay  a  new  world  open. 

Nor  less  prized 
Be  those  impressioDs  which  incline  the  heart 
To  mild,  to  lowly,  and  to  seeming  weak. 
Bend  that  way  her  desires.    The  dew,  the  storm — 
The  dew  whose  moisture  fell  in  gentle  drops 
On  the  small  hyssop  destined  to  become. 
By  Hebrew  ordinance  devoutly  kept, 
A  purifying  instrument — the  storm 
That  shook  on  Lebanon  the  cedar's  top. 
And  as  it  shook,  enabling  the  blind  roots 
Further  to  force  their  way,  endowed  its  trunk 
With  magnitude  and  strength  fit  to  uphold 
The  glorious  temple — did  alike  proceed 
From  the  same  gracious  will,  were  both  an  offspring 
Of  bounty  infinite. 

Between  Powers  that  aim 
Higher  to  lift  their  lofty  heads,  impelled 
By  no  profane  ambition,  Powers  that  thrive 
By  conflict,  and  their  opposites,  that  trust 
In  lowliness — a  mid- way  tract  there  lies 
Of  thoughtful  sentiment  for  every  mind 
Pregnant  with  good.  Young,  Middle-aged,  and  Old, 
From  century  on  to  century,  must  have  known 
The  emotion — nay,  more  fitly  were  it 
The  blest  tranquillity  that  sunk  so  deep 


272 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


Into  my  spirit,  when  I  paced,  enclosed 

In  Pisa's  Campo  Santo,  the  smooth  floor 

Of  its  Arcades  payed  with  sepulchral  slabs. 

And  through  each  window's  open  fret-work  looked 

O'er  the  blank  Area  of  sacred  earth 

Fetched  from  Mount  Calvary,  or  haply  delTed 

In  precincts  nearer  to  the  Saviour's  tomb, 

By  hands  of  men,  humble  as  brave,  who  fought 

For  its  deliverance — a  capacious  field 

That  to  descendants  of  the  dead  it  holds 

And  to  all  living  mute  memento  breathes, 

More  touching  far  than  aught  which  on  the  walls 

Is  pictured,  or  their  epitaphs  can  speak. 

Of  the  changed  City's  long-departed  power. 

Glory,  and  wealth,  which,  perilous  as  they  are, 

Here  did  not  kill,  but  nourished.  Piety. 

And,  high  above  that  length  of  cloistral  roof. 

Peering  in  air  and  backed  by  azure  sky. 

To  kindred  contemplations  ministers 

The  Baptistery's  dome,  and  tliat  which  swells 

From  the  Cathedral  pile ;  and  with  the  twain 

Conjoined  in  prospect  mutable  or  fixed 

(As  hurry  on  in  eagerness  the  feet. 

Or  pause)  the  summit  of  the  Leaning-tower. 

Nor  less  remuneration  waits  on  him 

Who  having  left  the  Cemetery  stands 

In  the  Tower*s  shadow,  of  decline  and  fall 

Admonished  not  without  some  sense  of  fear. 

Fear  that  soon  vanishes  before  the  si^ht 

Of  splendor  unextiiigiiisliccl,  pomp  unscailied, 

And  beauty  unimpaired.     Grand  in  \ti>*At\ 

And  for  itself,  the  assomblaq;e,  j^nmd  and  fair 

To  view,  and  for  th«  mind's  consenting  eye 

A  type  of  age  in  man,  npon  its  front 

Bcanng  the  worl(l-ackno\vle<l!:;rd  evidence 

Of  past  exploits,  nor  fondly  after  more 

Stni;if:lin^  against  the  stn  am  of  destiny, 

But  with  Its  peaceful  majesty  content. 

Oh  what  a  spectacle  at  every  tiu'n 
The   Place  unfolds,  from  pavement  skinned  with 

moss, 
Or  gniss-grown  spaces,  where  the  heaviest  foot 
Provokes  no  echoes,  hut  must  softly  tread  ; 
Where  Solitude  with  Sihnce  paired  stops  short 
Of  Desolation,  and  to  Ruin's  scythe 
Decay  submits  not. 

But  where'er  my  st*?ps 
Shall  wander,  chiefly  let  mo  cull  with  care 
Those  images  of  genial  beauty,  oft 
Too  lovely  to  be  pensive  in  themselves 
But  hy  reflexion  made  so,  which  do  I  test 
And  fiiliest  serve  to  crown  with  fragrant  wreaths 
Life's  oup  when  almost  tilled  withyeai^s,  lik(?  mine. 
— How  lovely  robed  in  forenoon  light  and  siiade. 


Each  ministering  to  eadi,  didst  thoa  appear 
Savona,  Queen  of  territory  £ur 
As  aught  that  marvelloas  coast  thro*  all  its  kngth 
Yields  to  the  Stranger's  eye.    Bemembranee  hoidi 
As  a  selected  treasure  thy  one  diiT, 
That,  while  it  wore  for  melancholy  crest 
A  shattered  Convent,  yet  rose  proud  to  have 
Clinging  to  its  steep  sides  a  thousand  herbs 
And  slirubs,  whose  pleasant  looks  gave  proof  bov 

kind 
The  breath  of  air  can  be  where  earth  had  else 
Seemed  churlish.     And  behold,  both  far  and  near, 
Garden  and  field  all  decked  with  orange  bloom. 
And  peach  and  citron,  in  Spring's  mildest  hreea 
Expanding ;  and,  along  the  smooth  shore  cnrred 
Into  a  natural  port,  a  tideless  sea, 
To  that  mild  breeze  with  motion  and  with  voiee 
Softly  responsive  ;  and,  attuned  to  all 
Those  vemaJ  charms  of  sight  and  sound,  ^ypeaicd 
Smooth  space  of  turf  which  from  the  guardian  fori 
Sloped  seaward,  turf  whose  tender  AprQ  green, 
In  coolest  climes  too  fugitive,  might  even  hflrs 
Plead  with  the  sovereign  Sun  for  longer  stay 
Than  his  unmitigated  beams  allow. 
Nor  plead  in  vain,  if  beauty  could  preserre, 
From  mortal  change,  aught  that  is  bom  on  esrth 
Or  dotli  on  time  depend. 

While  on  the  brink 
Of  that  high  Convent-crested  cliff  I  stood. 
Modest  Savona  !  over  all  did  brood 
A  pure  poetic  Spirit — as  the  bree/.e, 
M  ild —  as  the  verdure,  fresh — the  sunshine, bright— 
Thy  gentle  Chiabrera  ! — ni»t  a  st^me, 
Mvu'al  or  level  with  the  trodden  floor, 
In  Church  or  Ch.apel,  if  my  curious  <jufst 
Missed  not  the  truth,  retains  a  single  name 
Of  young  or  old,  warrior,  or  saint,  or  sago, 
To  w  hose  dear  memories  his  sepulchral  verse 
Paid  simple  tribute^  such  as  might  have  flowed 
Prom  the  dear  spring  of  a  plain  English  heart. 
Say  leather,  one  in  native  fellowship 
With  all  who  want  not  skill  to  couple  grief 
With  I'raise,  as  genuine  admir:iti»m  ]»rompts. 
The  grief,  the  pnnse,  are  severed  {V«>m  their  Jusi, 
Yet  in  his  page  the  reconls  of  that  worth 
Survive,  uninjured  ; — glorj'  then  to  wordi*, 
Honour  to  word-pres«^rving  Arts,  and  hail 
Ye  kindred  local  influences  that  still, 
If  lIo[>e's  familiar  whis]>ers  merit  faith. 
Await  my  steps  when  ihey  the  bnfzy  height 
Shall  range  of  philosophic  Tus^-ulum  ; 
Or  Sahine  vales  explored  inspire  a  wish 
To  meet  the  shade  of  llorzice  hv  the  side 
Of  his  Bandusian  fount ;  or  I  iuv(»ke 
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«aeaoe  to  point  oat  the  spot  where  once 
ate,  and  eulogized  with  earnest  pen 
e,  kinre,  freedom^  moderate  desires ; 
iH  the  immunities  of  rand  life 
iQed,  behind  Vacnna^s  crumbling  £me. 
)t  me  loiter^  soothed  with  what  is  given 
uking  more,  on  that  delicious  Bay, 
hcDope's  Domain — Virgilian  haunt, 
tnied  with  nerer-dying  yerse, 
,  by  the  Poef  s  laurel-shaded  tomb, 
after  age  to  Pilgrims  from  all  lands 
iared. 

And  who — if  not  a  man  as  cold 
eart  as  dull  in  brain — while  pacing  ground 
a  by  Rome*s  legendary  Bards,  high  minds 
of  ber  early  struggles  well  inspired 
xalize  heroic  acta— could  look 
B  the  spots  with  undelighted  eye, 
igh  eren  to  their  Ust  syllable  the  Lays 
Toy  names  of  those  who  gave  them  birth 
e  peridied  t — ^Verily,  to  her  utmost  depth, 
Smatioo  feels  what  Reason  fears  not 
wtpaxey  the  lasting  yirtue  lodged 
MM  bold  fictions  that,  by  deeds  assigned 
be  Valerian,  Fabian,  Curian  Race, 
othen  like  in  fame,  created  Powers 
i  attributes  from  History  derived, 
'oesy  irradiate,  and  yet  graced, 
«gh  marvellous  felicity  of  skill, 
t  something  more  propitious  to  high  aims 
I  either,  pent  within  her  separate  sphere, 
9ft  with  justice  claim* 

And  not  disdaining 
B  with  those  primeval  energies 
rtne  consecrate,  stoop  ye  from  your  height 
tian  Traditions  !  at  my  Spirit's  call 
Ad,  and,  on  the  brow  of  ancient  Rome 
le  nrvives  in  ruin,  manifest 
glories  mingled  with  the  brightest  hues 
r  memorial  halo,  fading,  fading, 
terer  to  be  extinct  while  Eartli  endures. 
M,  if  undishonoured  by  the  prayer, 
I  all  her  Sanctuaries  I — Open  for  my  feet 
atacombe,  give  to  mine  eyes  a  glimpse 
e  Devout,  as,  mid  your  glooms  convened 
^ety,  they  of  yore  enclasped  Uio  Cross 
'^'^  that  ceased  from  trembling,  or  intoned 
f  oriaoDs  ^ith  voices  half-suppressed, 
'**iM^es  heard,  or  fancied  to  be  heard, 
'»t  this  hour. 

And  thou  Mamertine  prison, 
"*t  vault  receive  me  from  whose  depth 
*i  rerealed  in  no  presumptuous  vision, 
*t  Htmg  human  to  divine, 


A  Saint,  the  Church's  Rock,  the  mystic  Keys 
Grasped  in  his  hand ;  and  lo  1  with  upright  sword 
Prefiguring  his  own  impendent  doom. 
The  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles ;  both  prepared 
To  suffer  pains  with  heathen  scorn  and  hate 
Inflicted ;— blessed  Men,  for  so  to  Heaven 
They  follow  their  dear  Lord  I 

Time  flows — nor  winds. 
Nor  stagnates,  nor  precipitates  his  course. 
But  many  a  benefit  borne  upon  his  breast 
For  human-kind  sinks  out  of  sight,  is  gone^ 
No  one  knows  how ;  nor  seldom  is  put  forth 
An  angry  arm  that  snatches  good  away. 
Never  perhaps  to  reappear.    The  Stream 
Has  to  our  generation  brought  and  brings 
Innumerable  gains ;  yet  we,  who  now 
Walk  in  the  light  of  day,  pertain  full  surely 
To  a  chilled  age,  most  pitiably  shut  out 
From  that  which  U  and  actuates,  by  forms. 
Abstractions,  and  by  lifeless  fact  to  fact 
Minutely  linked  with  diligence  uninspired, 
Unrectified,  unguided,  unsustained. 
By  godlike  insight    To  this  fate  is  doomed 
Science,  wide-spread  and  spreading  still  as  be 
Her  conquests,  in  the  world  of  sense  made  known. 
So  with  the  internal  mind  it  fares ;  and  so 
With  morals,  trusting,  in  contempt  or  fear 
Of  vital  principle's  controlling  law, 
To  her  purblind  guide  Expediency ;  and  so 
Suffers  religious  faith.     Elate  with  view 
Of  what  is  won,  we  overlook  or  scorn 
The  best  that  should  keep  pace  with  it,  and  must. 
Else  more  and  more  the  general  mind  will  droop, 
Even  as  if  bent  on  perishing.     There  lives 
No  faculty  within  us  which  the  Soul 
Can  spare,  and  humblest  earthly  Weal  demands, 
For  dignity  not  placed  beyond  her  reach. 
Zealous  co-operation  of  all  means 
Given  or  acquired,  to  raise  us  from  the  mire. 
And  liberate  our  hearts  from  low  pursuits. 
By  gross  UtiUties  enslaved  we  need 
More  of  ennobling  impulse  from  the  past, 
If  to  the  future  aught  of  good  must  come 
Sounder  and  therefore  holier  than  the  ends 
Which,  in  the  giddiness  of  self-applause, 
We  covet  as  supreme.     O  grant  the  crov^n 
That  Wisdom  wears,  or  take  his  treacherous  staff 
From  Knowledge  ! — If  the  Muse,  whom  I  have 

served 
Tliis  day,  be  mistress  of  a  single  pearl 
Fit  to  bo  phiced  in  that  pure  diadem ; 
Then,  not  In  vain,  under  these  chesnut  boughs 
Reclined,  slioll  I  have  yielded  up  my  soul 
To  transports  from  the  secondary  foimts 
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Flowing  of  time  uid  plnce,  ruid  psiil  lo  both 
Dae  honuge ;  nor  Bhall  fniitleiel;^  haYe  BtriveD, 
Sy  love  of  faeuttj  moved,  to  enahruiG  in  verae 
Aceordint  mEditationg,  which  in  timea 
Vexed  and  disordered,  aa  our  own,  niBy  abed 
loflueoee,  Bt  lenst  among  n  acikitcrcd  few. 
To  Mibeniesa  of  mind  uid  peaea  of  hurt 
Friendly  ;  as  here  to  my  repose  halli  been 
This  flowering  broom's  dear  jieiglibourhood,  llie 

light 

And  tnurmur  isaiung  from  yon  pendent  flood. 
And  all  the  varie/l  landscape.     Let  us  now 
IU£e,  and  tu-morrow  greet  Dj^niiicent  Rome.* 


I  WW  far  off  the  dark  top  of  a  Pine 
Look  like  a  cl(Rid~B  altnder  item  the  tie 
That  bound  it  to  ita  native  earth — poised  high 
'Mid  evening  linea,  along  the  horizon  line. 
Striving  ui  peace  each  other  to  outline. 
But  when  1  lenmed  the  Tree  was  liiing  there, 
Sared  from  the  sordid  axe  by  Beamnont's  care. 
Oh,  what  a  gush  of  tendemesg  waa  mine  I 
The  rescued  Pine-lree,  with  iu  sky  bo  bright 
And  cloud-like  beauty,  rich  io  tiioufilite  of  hnnie, 
Death-parled  friinids,  and  days  too  swift  in  flight. 
Supplanted  ttie  whole  majesty  of  Rome 
(Then  fint  apparent  from  the  PincLin  Height) 
Crowned  with  SL  Pcter'a  everlasting  Dome  t- 


Is  this,  ye  Gods,  the  Capitolian  HiUt 
Yon  petty  Steep  iji  trutli  tlio  fearful  Rock, 
Tarpeian  named  of  yore,  and  keeping  still 
That  name,  a  local  Pliimtom  proud  to  mock 
The  Trnvellcr'a  eipeclation  1— Could  our  WiU 
Destroy  (he  ideal  Power  within,  'twere  done 
Thro'  whatmenaeeand  touch, — alaves  wandering  on. 
Impelled  by  thirst  of  all  but  Heaven- taught  akilL 
FuQ  oft,  onr  wish  obbuaed,  deeply  wa  sigh  ; 
Yet  not  nnrecompeDBed  are  they  who  learn, 
From  that  dcpresuon  raised,  lo  mount  oo  high 
With  stronger  wing,  more  clearly  (o  discern 
Eternal  tilings ;  and,  if  need  be,  defy 
Change,  nilh  a  brow  not  insolent,  Uiough  stem. 


Those  old  credulities,  to  nature  dear,  J 

Shalt  they  DO  lougcr  bloom  upon  the  stock  I 

or  History,  alript  naked  as  a  rocli  I 

'Mid  a  dry  dewrt  I     Wliat  is  ii  we  litar  (  1 

The  gloiy  of  In&nt  Rome  must  disappear,  1 

Her  morning  splendors  Tonish,  and  tlieir  pile*  I 
Know  them  no  more.  It  Truth,  who  vdled  ber«^ 
With  those  bright  beams  yet  hid  it  nol,  mun  itse 
Henceforth  a  humbler  course  perplexed  and  tto' ', 
One  solace  yet  renuuus  for  ns  who  came 
Into  this  world  ui  days  when  story  lacked 
Severe  leaearch,  that  in  onr  hearts  wo  kn 
How,  for  exciting  youth's  heroic  Same, 
Assent  is  power,  belief  the  aool  of  bet 


Cdhtucent  Fictions  were  they,  yet  thu  cuna 
lorolved  a  histflry  of  no  doubtful  smise. 
History  that  proves  by  inward  evidenca 
From  what  a  predous  source  of  mih  it  eanfc 
Ne'er  could  the  boldest  Eulogist  hav*  dand 
Such  deeds  to  pmnt,  such  ehanelen  to  taa^. 
But  for  coeval  Bympathy  prepared 
To  greet  with  instant  faith  their  loftiest  etun. 
None  but  a  noble  people  could  Lave  loved 
Flattery  in  Auuient  Rome's  pure-minded  style; 
Not  in  like  sort  the  Runic  5c«ld  wa>  moved; 
He,  nursed  "mid  SBTUge  passions  IhU  defils 
llumani^,  sang  feats  that  well  might  call 
For  the  blood-thirsty  mead  of  Odin'a  tiotoas  Bsl 


FoHHKiR  to  deem  the  Chronicler  unwiw. 
Ungentle,  or  untouched  by  seemly  ruth. 
Who,  gathering  up  all  that  Timu's  ecvioai  iMtb 
Has  spared  of  sound  and  grave  lealiliea. 
Firmly  rejects  thoae  dazzling  flatteries. 
Dear  as  they  are  to  unsuspecting  Youlh, 
That  might  have  drawn  down  Cho  from  the  Stan 
To  vindicate  Iho  majesty  of  truth. 
Such  was  her  office  while  she  walked  wiili  men, 
A  MuBe,  who,  not  unmindfiil  of  her  Site 
All-ruling  Jove,  whate'er  the  theme  might  bs 
Revered  her  Mother,  sage  Mnemosyne, 
And  taught  her  faithful  servants  how  th«  lym 
Sfaonld  animate,  but  not  mislead,  the  pea  *. 
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▼II. 

AT  HOME. 

r— who  have  seen  the  noble  Roman's  scorn 

k  forth  at  thought  of  lading  down  his  hcad^ 

D  the  blank  day  is  over,  garretcd 

s  iDcestml  palace,  where,  from  mom 

ig^t,  the  desecrated  floors  are  worn 

set  of  purse-proud  strangers ;  they — who  have 

read 
le  meek  smile,  b^ieath  a  peasant's  shed, 
patiently  the  weight  of  wrong  is  borne ; 
r—iriio  have  heard  some  learned  Patriot  treat 
tedom,  with  mind  grasping  the  whole  theme 
Q  aodent  Rome,  downwards  through  that 

bright  dream 
ommonwealths,  each  city  a  starlike  seat 
inJ  giory ;  ihey — fallen  Italy — 
nuttt,  nor  will,  nor  can,  despair  of  Thee ! 

VIII. 
XZUL  HOME,  X^f  SIGHT  OF  ST.   PETEH'S. 

}  hu  the  dew  been  dried  on  tree  and  lawn  j 

man  and  beast  a  not  unwelcome  boon 

ed,  Uie  languor  of  approaching  noon ; 

ttdy  rest  withdrawing  or  withdrawn 

'  are  all  creatures,  as  this  couchant  fawn, 

insect-swarms  that  hum  in  air  afloat, 

that  the  Cock  is  crowing,  a  shrill  note, 

ling  and  shrill  as  that  which  roused  the  dawn. 

Btd  in  that  hour,  or  when,  as  now,  the  ner\'e 

b  from  the  note  as  from  a  mis-timed  thing, 

r  a  holy  warning  may  it  serve, 

ed  with  remembrance  of  hia  sudden  sting, 

itter  tears,  whose  name  the  Papal  Chair 

on  resplendooit  Church  are  proud  to  bear. 

IX. 

▲T  ALBAMO. 

passed — and  Monte  Calvo  would  not  clear 
icad  from  mist ;  and,  as  the  wind  sobbed 
through 

o's  dripping  Ilex  avenue, 
Jl  forebodings  in  a  Peasant's  ear 
1  casual  vent     She  said,  **  Be  of  good  cheer ; 
'^«terday's  procession  did  not  sue 
^;  file  sky  will  change  to  sunny  blue, 
b  to  our  Lady*s  grace."     I  smiled  to  hear, 
^  in  acorn : — the  Biatron's  Faith  may  lack 
^Tenly  sanction  needed  to  ensure 
^'^'Wit;  but,  we  trust,  her  upward  track 
*  ^  at  this  low  point,  nor  wants  the  lure 
*'*«'»  tlie  Virgin  without  fear  may  own, 
^y  ber  Son's  blest  liand  the  seed  was  sown. 


X. 

Near  Anio's  stream,  I  spied  a  gentle  Dove 

Perched  on  an  olive  branch,  and  heard  her  cooing 

'Mid  new-bom  blossoms  that  soft  airs  were  wooing, 

While  all  things  present  told  of  joy  and  love. 

But  restless  Fancy  left  that  oUve  grove 

To  hail  the  exploratory  Bird  renewing 

Hope  for  the  few,  who,  at  the  world's  undoing. 

On  the  great  flood  were  spared  to  live  and  move. 

O  bounteous  Heaven !  signs  true  as  dove  and  bough 

Brought  to  the  ark  are  coming  evermore. 

Given  though  we  seek  them  not,  but,  while  we  plough 

This  sea  of  life  without  a  visible  shore. 

Do  neither  promise  ask  nor  grace  implore 

In  what  alone  is  ours,  the  living  Now. 

XI. 
FSOM  THE  ALBAN  HILLS,  LOOKING  TOWABDS  EOME. 

Forgive,  illustrious  Country !  these  deep  sighs. 

Heaved  less  for  thy  bright  plains  and  hills  bestrovm 

With  monuments  decayed  or  overthroi^vn. 

For  all  that  tottering  stands  or  prostrate  lies. 

Than  for  like  scenes  in  moral  vision  shown. 

Ruin  perceived  for  keener  sympathies ; 

Faith  crushed,  yet  proud  of  weeds,  her  gaudy  crown ; 

Virtues  laid  low,  and  mouldering  energies. 

Yet  why  prolong  this  mournful  strain !— Fallen 

Power, 
Thy  fortunes,  twice  exalted,  might  provoke 
Verse  to  glad  notes  prophetic  of  the  hour 
When  thou,  uprisen,  shalt  break  thy  double  yoke. 
And  enter,  with  prompt  aid  from  the  Most  High, 
On  the  third  stage  of  thy  great  destiny. 


XII. 
NEAR  THE  LAKE  OF  THEA8TMENE. 

When  here  with  Carthage  Rome  to  conflict  came, 

An  eartliquake,  mingling  with  the  battle's  shock, 

Checked  not  its  rage ;  unfelt  the  ground  did  rock. 

Sword  dropped  not,  javelin  kept  its  deadly  aim. — 

Now  all  is  sun-bright  peace.    Of  that  day's  shame. 

Or  glory,  not  a  vestige  seems  to  endure. 

Save  in  this  Rill  that  took  from  blood  the  name* 

Which  yet  it  bears,  sweet  Stream!  as  crystal  pure. 

So  may  all  trace  and  sign  of  deeds  aloof 

From  the  true  guidance  of  humanity. 

Thro'  Time  and  Nature's  influence,  purify 

Their  spirit ;  or,  unless  they  for  reproof 

Or  warning  serve,  thus  let  them  all,  on  groond 

That  gave  them  being,  vanish  to  a  sound. 


*  Sangufnetto. 

T'i 
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XIII. 


NEAR  THE  SAUE  LAKE. 


Fob  action  bom,  existmg  to  be  tried. 

Powers  manifold  we  haye  that  intervene 

To  stir  the  heart  that  would  too  closely  screen 

Her  peace  from  images  to  pain  allied. 

What  wonder  if  at  midnight,  by  the  side 

Of  Sanguinetto  or  broad  Thrasymene, 

The  clang  of  arms  is  heard,  and  phantoms  glide, 

Unhappy  ghosts  in  troops  by  moonlight  seen  ; 

And  singly  thine,  0  vanquished  Cliief !  whose  corse, 

Unburied,  lay  hid  under  heaps  of  slain : 

But  who  is  He  1 — the  Conqueror.   Would  he  force 

His  way  to  Home  ?    Ah,  no, — round  hill  and  plain 

Wandering,  he  haunts,  at  fancy's  strong  command, 

This  spot — ^his  shadowy  death-cup  in  his  hand. 


XI  y. 

THE  CUCKOO  AT  LAVERNA. 
May  25rB,  1837. 

List— 'twas  the  Cuckoo.— 0  with  what  delight 
Heard  I  that  voice  I  and  catch  it  now,  though  faint. 
Far  off  and  faint,  and  melting  into  air, 
Yet  not  to  be  mistaken.     Hark  again ! 
Those  louder  cries  give  notice  that  the  Bird, 
Although  invisible  as  Echo's  self, 
Is  wheeling  hitlierward.    Thanks,  happy  Creature, 
For  this  unthouglit-of  greeting  ! 

While  allured 
From  vale  to  hill,  from  hill  to  vale  led  on, 
Wo  have  pursued,  through  various  lauds,  a  long 
And  pleasant  course ;  flower  after  flower  has  blown, 
Embellishing  the  ground  that  gave  them  birth 
With  aspects  novel  to  my  sight ;  but  still 
Most  fair,  most  welcome,  when  they  drank  the  dew 
In  a  sweet  fellowship  with  kinds  beloved,    " 
For  old  remembrance  sake.  And  oft — where  Spring 
Display *d  her  richest  blossoms  among  files 
Of  orange-trees  bedecked  with  glowing  fniit 
Ripe  for  tlic  hand,  or  mider  a  thick  shade 
Of  Ilex,  or,  if  better  suited  to  the  hour. 
The  lightsome  Olive's  twinkling  canopy — 
Oft  have  I  heard  the  Nightingale  and  Thrush 
Blending  as  in  a  common  English  grove 
Their  love-songs ;  but,  where'er  my  feet  might  roam. 
Whatever  assemblages  of  new  and  old, 
Strange  and  familiar,  might  beguile  the  way, 
A  gratulation  from  that  vagrant  Voice 
Was  wanting; — and  most  happily  till  now. 


For  see,  Layema !  mark  the  fiusfkined  Pik^ 
High  on  the  brink  of  that  precipitous  roeky 
Implanted  like  a  FortresB,  as  in  truth 
It  is,  a  Christiaa  Fartrefls,  garriacMied 
In  fiuth  and  hope^  and  datiful  obedience^ 
By  a  few  Monks,  a  stem  society^ 
Dead  to  the  world  and  scorning  eartb-bom  joyt. 
Nay — ^though  the  hopes  tiisl  drew,  the  fesn  dat 

droye. 
Si  Francis,  (ar  from  Man's  resorty  to  alnds 
Among  these  sterile  heights  fA  Apennines 
Bound  him,  nor,  since  he  raised  yon  Hoom^  lam 


To  bind  his  spiritual  Progeny,  with  mles 
Stringent  as  flesh  can  tolerate  and  liye ; 
His  milder  Genius  (thanks  to  the  good  God 
That  made  us)  oyer  those  seyere  restrmints 
Of  mindy  that  dread  heart-freezing  discipRne, 
Doth  sometimes  here  predominate,  and  works 
By  unsought  means  for  gradoos  puipoees ; 
For  earth  through  heayen,  for  heAyeOy  by 

earth, 
Elostrated,  and  mutually  endeared. 

Rapt  though  He  were  aboye  the  poworof  sawj 
Familiarly,  yet  out  of  the  cleansed  heart 
Of  that  once  sinful  Being  oyerflowed 
On  sun,  moon,  stars,  the  nether  elements^ 

And  every  shape  of  creature  they  sustain, 
Divine  aflcctions ;  and  with  beast  and  bird 
(Stilled  from  afar — such  marvel  story  tells — 
By  casual  outbreak  of  his  passionate  words. 
And  from  their  own  pursuits  in  field  or  grove 
Drawn  to  his  side  by  look  or  act  of  love 
Humane,  and  virtue  of  his  innocent  life) 
He  wont  to  hold  companionship  so  free, 
So  pure,  so  fraught  with  knowledge  and  deUght, 
As  to  be  likened  in  his  Followers'  minds 
To  that  which  our  first  Parents,  ere  the  fall 
From  their  high  state  darkened  the  Earth  vk-iihfcaj 
Held  with  all  Kinds  in  Eden's  blissful  bowers. 

Then  question  not  that,  'mid  tlic  austere  Band, 
Who  breathe  the  air  he  breathed,trcad  where  he  trw 
Some  true  Partakers  of  his  loving  spirit 
Do  stiU  survive,  and,  with  those  gentle  hearts 
Consorted,  Others,  in  the  power,  the  faith. 
Of  a  baptized  imagination,  prompt 
To  catch  from  Nature's  humblest  monitors 
Whatever  they  bring  of  impulses  sublime. 

Thus  sensitive  must  be  the  Monk,  though  pale 
With  fasts,  with  vigils  worn,  depressed  by  yeaiii 
Whom  in  a  sunny  glade  I  chanced  to  see. 
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i  pine-tree's  stonn-uprooted  tronky 
alooe^  with  forehead  sky-ward  raised, 
dsqted  aboTe  the  crucifix  he  wore 
led  to  his  bosom,  and  lips  closed 
joint  pressure  of  his  musiiig  mood 
ibit  of  fais  vow.    That  ancient  Man — 
ply  less  the  Brother  whom  I  marked, 
approached  the  Convent  gate,  aloft 

I  hr  forth  from  his  aerial  cell, 
^  Ascetic— Poet,  Hero,  Sage, 

[hi  have  been.  Lover  belike  he  was — 

reoeiTed  into  a  conscious  ear 

ta  whose  first  faint  greeting  startled  me, 

sedulous  iteration  thrilled  with  joy 

irt— may  have  been  moved  like  me  to  think, 

A  like  me  who  walk  in  the  world's  ways, 

great  Prophet,  styled  the  Voice  of  Om 

amid  the  wildemufy  and  given, 

at  their  snows  must  melt,  their  herbs  and 

flowers 

,  their  obstinate  winter  pass  away, 

rfid  name  to  Thee,  thee,  simple  Cuckoo, 

ring  in  sditnde,  and  evermore 

fing  and  proclaiming,  ere  thou  leave 

7  last  haunt  beneath  Italian  skies 

7  tiiy  fjOA  tidings  over  heights 

llier,  and  to  climes  more  near  the  Pole. 

)  of  the  Desert,  iare-thee-well ;  sweet  Bird ! 
mbstantial  titie  please  thee  more, 

II  \ — but  go  thy  way,  no  need  hast  thou 
od  wish  sent  after  thee ;  from  bower 

er  as  green,  £rom  sky  to  sky  as  clear, 
ntle  breezes  waft — or  airs  that  meet 
ne  and  sport  around  thee  softly  fan — 
bt,  descending  upon  hill  and  vale, 
to  thy  misaon  a  brief  term  of  sOence, 
is  thy  pinions  qp  in  blest  repose. 


XV. 

AT  THS  CONVENT  OF  CAIULDOLI. 

for  the  Man  who  hither  came  bereft, 

king  consolation  from  above ; 

eve  the  less  that  skill  to  him  was  left 

t  this  pcture  of  his  lady-love : 

^  a  blessed  saint,  the  work  approve! 

good  Brethren  of  the  cowl,  a  thing 

to  which  with  peril  he  must  ding, 

'  in  pity,  or  with  care  remove. 

oom — those  eyes— can  they  assist  to  bind 

ti  that  would  stray  from  Heaven !    The 

Ireim  must  cease 


To  be ;  by  Faith,  not  sight,  his  soul  must  live ; 
Else  will  the  enamoured  Monk  too  surely  find 
How  wide  a  space  can  part  from  inward  peace 
The  most  profound  repose  his  cell  can  give. 

XVI. 

CONTINUED. 

The  world  forsaken,  all  its  busy  cares 
A  nd  stirring  interests  shunned  with  desperate  flight. 
All  trust  abandoned  in  the  healing  might 
Of  virtuous  action ;  all  that  courage  dares. 
Labour  accomplishes,  or  patience  bears — 
Those  helps  rejected,  they,  whose  minds  perceive 
How  subfly  works  man's  weakness,  sighs  may  heave 
For  such  a  One  beset  with  cloistral  snares. 
Father  of  Mercy  1  rectify  his  view. 
If  with  his  vows  this  object  ill  agree ; 
Shed  over  it  thy  grace,  and  thus  subdue 
Imperious  passion  in  a  heart  set  free : — 
That  earthly  love  may  to  herself  be  true. 
Give  him  a  soul  that  deaveth  unto  thee  *. 

XVII. 
AT  THE  EEEMITB  OR  UPPER  CONVENT  OF  CAMALDOLI. 

What  aim  had  they,  the  Pair  of  Monks,  in  size 
Enormous,  dragged,  while  nde  by  side  they  sate. 
By  panting  steers  up  to  this  convent  gate  t 
How,  with  empurpled  cheeks  and  pampered  eyei^ 
Dare  they  confront  the  lean  austerities 
Of  Brethren  who,  here  fixed,  on  Jesu  wait 
In  sackcloth,  and  God's  anger  deprecate 
Through  all  that  humbles  fiesh  and  mortifies! 
Strange  contrast ! — ^verily  the  world  of  dreams. 
Where  mingle,  as  for  mockery  combined. 
Things  in  their  very  essences  at  strife. 
Shows  not  a  sight  incongruous  as  the  extremes 
That  everywhere,  before  the  thoughtful  mind. 
Meet  on  the  solid  ground  of  waking  life  f* 


XVIII. 

AT  VALLOMBROSA. 

Thidk  as  autanmal  leaves  that  strew  the  brooks 
In  VallombroBa,  where  Etrurian  shades 
High  over-aroh'd  embower  %, 

Paradisb  Lost. 

^  Vallombrosa — I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wood 
To  slumber,  reclined  on  tiie  moss-covered  floor  P 
Fond  wish  that  was  granted  at  last,  and  the  Flood, 
That  lulled  me  asleep  bids  me  listen  once  more. 

*  See  Note.  f  See  note. 

%  See  for  the  two  Jlrtt  Uneg,  *'  Stanns  composed  in  the 
SimploD  Passb" 
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lis  rnnrmitr  haw  toft  I  m  it  Ihlls  cIdwh  tlw  aiocp, 
ii*ta  tliM  CtH—yoa  »qu«tcitd  lUlreM  bigti  In 

Wbtrc  our  Milton  win  wont  Ion*!?  »lgU»  to  liMp 
For  convcrae  with  God,  wu^t  Uirougli  itudy  «nd 
pnyer. 

Th«  Muiilji  *mi  n<l>r4t  Ilia  tnulilion  villi  priilp. 
And  lu  truili  oha  liuU  doubt  t  for  hU  Splht  I* 

In  tlia  clmid-iiiarcing  nwkudolh  Ii't  gnui^trur  aliiilp, 
Id  tho  pind  puiuUng  b(«v(n«ftnl   her  iwuily 

In  the  flowfr-beaprenl  mp«Jo»»  his  fceniTU  wo  tracB 
Turned  to  humbler  dcUglili,  ta  wbich  youtb  migbl 

Th>(  umild  yirld  llini  Rl  hi-lgi  wtul«  prefr^nring  tliat 

Pkr* 
Wluffc,  If  Sin  luid  not  CDtcreil,  Lore  never  Iiad  ilied. 


I'kdem  iIii^  abadow  ot  k  Blatolj 
Tho  dome  ot  Fkiwoce,  peiuB« 
Nor  giring  html  to  ugbl  thu  ] 
t  Blind,  and  gated  upon  ■  nuH 
Tbo  luirclM  Dwile'a  faTonriU 
In  jiiBt  cstpmii  it  rinb ;  Ihouf 
Br  thi-rp  of  lii-coralion  to  hrga 
Tlio  mind,  diTpmwed  bjr  thougfa 


n,*hnl 


gb^a 


I  giuEcd  H'llb  Mtnmtaess,  and  ' 
Bat  in  hia  brrMt  the  might}'  T 
A  Patriot's  bf«rt,  "arm  with  ' 
Bold  mih  the  thoii^t,in  pbyc 
And,  for  a.  mampiit,  filled  Ibal 


When  *ilh  life  lonslhoncd  out  came  a  demL'tlc  lime, 
AndditrkniuiiiBiid<iniiKprhw1«ini|iaHedliiro  round, 
Wilb  a  Uimiglit  be  tfuuld  t1<w  to  these  haunts  of  bia 

And  hrre  ouco  agnla  a  kind  alieller  lie  Tounil. 
And  lei  me  bvliorc  that  vrhon  nigbtlj  the  Muse 
Did  waft  bim  to  Sion,  the  glonlied  bill, 
]I«realso,anM>mefamurodheighl,hc  would  chooie 
To  wuidor,  and  drink  inspiratioQ  at  iriU 

VallDmbrow  1  of  llie«  I  flnrthevd  in  the  page 
Of  that  holiest  of  Bards,  and  Ibe  name  for  nij  miud 

d  a  muaipol  cbarm,  wliich  Ibe  winlor  of  agr 
And  the  cb&nops  it  brinit*  liad  no  power  to  unbind. 
And  noH,  Tfi  Mittoniun  sksdeH  I  nnder  j'ou 
I  repose,  nor  am  forced  from  eweet  Ikitcj  lo  part, 
While  juur  leaves  1  behold  and  the  brookH  tliey 

«ill  strew. 
And  (lie  realised  vision  ifi  cUapcd  (o  my  heart 


Even  so,  ftnd  unblameJ,  we  rejoice  b«  we  ronj 

In  Forms  Qiat  man  perish,  fntil  objects  of  senBe ; 

Unhhuaed — if  llie  Soid  be  intent  on  tlie  inj 

Whoi  the  Being  of  Beinga  shall  snmmon  her  heooe. 

For  he  and  he  oalf  with  wisdom  is  bleat 

Who,  gntherin  J  true  plenmiros  wherever  they  grow. 

Looks  up  in  all  pliwea,  for  joy  or  for  rest. 

To  the  Fmuit^  wbcnoe  Time  and  Etcrnit;  (low. 


Tnz  Baptise  might  luive  been 
Forth  from  the  lowers  of  tint 
His  Father  served  Jvhavah  j 
Due  audience,  how  for  anghl  ^ 

Tlte  obstinate  pride  and  wand 
Of  the  Jenisatem  bcJow,  her  i 
And  toWy,  if  the;  witli  united 
Uron'n  not  at  onec  nmndalc  i 
Tiierefore  the  Voice  ^lake  tn, 
To  Her,  Its  to  her  oppoiAle  in 
Silence,  nnd  boliiicw,  and  inn 
To  Her  and  to  all  Uiids  iu  t 
Crj-ing  with  cBmcntnesB  that 
■'  Jliike  straight  a  highn-ay  foi 


PT  above  earth  by  power  ( 

ra  in  whose  Bway  alone  mj 

linglc  with  the  blest  on  Ihi 

Where  Man,  yet  mortal,  rare 

li  Him  who  made  the  Wa 

iEil,tliatby  iuhclpand 

M  my  thoughts,  inform  I 

Chuping  her  beauty  in  my  M 

Thns,  if  from  two  fajr  eyem  a 


T  presence  d 


Light  which  to  God  is  bolh  4 
And,  kindling  at  their  lustre. 
My  noble  fire  emitt  tlie  joyfg 
That  tliTDUgh  the  re^ma  of  g 
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XXII. 
IT  FLOBKNCB^ — ^FBOM  M.  ANOBLO. 

SnuriL  Lord !  ensed  of  a  cumbrous  load, 

Ud  looeened  from  the  world,  I  turn  to  Thee ; 

)hmi,  like  a  shattered  bark,  the  storm,  and  flee 

To  thy  protection  for  a  safe  abode. 

Che  crown  of  thorns,  hands  pierced  upon  the  tree, 

Hk  meek,  benign,  and  lacerated  face, 

^0  »  BDcere  repentance  promise  grace. 

To  the  nd  soul  give  hope  of  pardon  free. 

^ith  justice  mark  not  Thou,  O  Light  divine, 

^7  fiudt,  nor  hear  it  with  thy  sacred  ear ; 

Mother  pot  forth  that  way  thy  arm  seveio ; 

Bi^uh  with  thy  blood  my  sins;  thereto  incline 

ilofe  readily  the  more  my  years  require 

3cl|i,  aod  iiatypiiMjim  speedy  and  entire. 


xxin. 

WWO  THE  RUIIfS  OP  A  CONYENT  IN  THE  APENNINES. 

Pi  Trees!  whose  slender  roots  entwine 

Ahin  tliat  piety  neglects ; 
K^hon  mfimt  arms  enclasp  the  shrine 

^^^hich  DO  devotion  now  respects ; 
foot »  straggler  from  the  herd 
lere  nmuDate,  nor  shrouded  bird, 
^^uiting  ber  low-voiced  hymn,  take  pride 
B  ttght  that  ye  would  grace  or  hide — 
low  eadly  is  your  love  misplaced, 
^  Trees,  your  bounty  run  to  waste ! 

^  too,  wild  Flowers  I  that  no  one  heeds, 
^  ye— full  often  spumed  as  weeds — 
Jhetaty  clothed^  or  breathing  sweetness 
'^  fractured  arch  and  mouldering  wall — 
^  hot  more  touchingly  recal 
'^'s  headstrong  violence  and  Time's  fleetness, 
*^  the  precincts  ye  adorn 
PP^  to  sight  still  more  forlorn. 


XXIV. 

IN   LOHBARDT. 

^  where  his  difiBcult  way  that  Old  Man  wins 
"^^  by  a  load  of  Mulberry  leaves ! — ^most  hard 
P**n  kii  lot,  to  the  small  Worm's  compared, 
'  Whom  his  toil  with  early  day  begins, 
^owledging  no  task-master,  at  will 
if  her  labour  and  her  ease  were  twins) 
•eems  to  work,  at  pleasure  to  lie  still ; — 
'  aoftiy  sleeps  within  the  thread  she  spins. 


So  fare  they — the  Man  serving  as  her  Slave. 
Ere  long  their  fates  do  each  to  each  conform : 
Both  pass  into  new  being,— but  the  Worm, 
Transfigured,  sinks  into  a  hopeless  grave  ; 
ffis  volant  Spirit  will,  he  trusts,  ascend 
To  bliss  unbounded,  glory  without  end. 

XXV. 

AFTER  LEAVING  ITALY. 

Fair  Land  I  Thee  all  men  greet  with  joy ;  how  few, 
Whose  souls  take  pride  in  freedom,  virtue,  fame. 
Part  from  thee  without  pity  dyed  in  shame : 
I  could  not — while  frt)m  Venice  we  withdrew. 
Led  on  till  an  Alpine  strait  confined  our  view 
Within  its  depths,  and  to  the  shore  we  came 
Of  Lago  Morto,  dreary  sight  and  name. 
Which  o'er  sad  thoughts  a  sadder  colouring  threw. 
Italia  I  on  the  surface  of  thy  spirit, 
(Too  aptiy  emblemed  by  that  torpid  lake) 
Shall  a  few  partial  breezes  only  creep  t — 
Be  its  depths  quickened ;  what  thou  dost  inherit 
Of  the  world's  hopes,  dare  to  fulfil ;  awake. 
Mother  of  Heroes,  from  thy  death-like  sleep  I 

XXVI. 

CONTINUED. 

As  indignation  mastered  grief,  my  tongue 
Spake  bitter  words ;  words  that  did  ill  agree 
With  those  rich  stores  of  Nature's  imagery. 
And  divine  Art,  that  fast  to  memory  clung-^ 
Thy  gifts,  magnificent  Region,  ever  young 
In  the  sun's  eye,  and  in  his  sister's  sight 
How  beautiful !  how  worthy  to  be  sung 
In  strains  of  rapture,  or  subdued  delight ! 
I  feign  not ;  witness  that  unwelcome  shock 
That  followed  the  first  sound  of  German  speech. 
Caught  the  far-winding  barrier  Alps  among. 
In  that  announcement,  greeting  seemed  to  mock 
Parting ;  the  casual  word  had  power  to  reach 
My  heart,  and  filled  that  heart  with  conflict  strong. 

XXVII. 

COMPOSED   AT  RTDAL  ON  MAT   MORNING,    1838. 

If  with  old  love  of  you,  dear  Hills !  I  share 
New  love  of  many  a  rival  image  brought 
From  far,  forgive  the  wanderings  of  my  thought : 
Nor  art  thou  wronged,  sweet  May !  when  I  compare 
Thy  present  birth-mom  with  thy  last,  so  fair. 
So  rich  to  me  in  favours.     For  my  lot 
Then  was,  within  tiie  famed  Egerian  Grot 
To  sit  and  muse,  fanned  by  its  dewy  air 
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MingHng  witfi  tfiy  wft  breath  I  Thftl  monbg  too, 
WaiUm  I  hetrd  their  Joy  imboMiiiiiig 
Amid  tho  Mmiijry  dtadowy,  Colywam ; 
fiflwd  them,  imdiockod  by  ao^t  of  eaddening  hne, 
For  vietoriee  there  won  by  flowor-crowned  Springy 
ChiBt  hi  foil  ehoir  their  famoeent  To  Deimi. 


XXTIIL 

THE  PILLAR  OF  TRAJAN. 

WuiB  towen  are  eniahed,  and  nnforbidden  woods 

O'er  mutOatod  arebet  abed  their  aeeds ; 

And  templeB,  doomed  to  milder  cbango,  mif old 

A  now  magnifioenoo  that  Tiea  with  old ; 

Finn  in  its  priatino  majoaty  hath  atood 

A  YotiTO  Cohmm,  apared  by  firo  and  flood  :-^ 

And,  though  tho  paaaiona  of  man'a  fretful  race 

HaTO  nerer  oeaaod  to  eddy  round  its  baee, 

Not  injured  more  by  tondi  of  meddling  handa 

Than  a  Umo  obeUak,  "mid  Nubian  eandi^ 

Or  a^ght  in  Syrian  deaerta  left  to  aare 

Vrom  deadi  ^  memory  of  the  good  and  biaTo. 

Hialarie  flgurea  round  the  abaft  emboet 

Aaoend,  with  fineamenti  in  air  not  loot: 

Still  aa  ho  turnip  the  eharmed  f^eetator  aeea 

Oroiq»  winding  after  group  with  dream-like  ease ; 

Triumpfaa  in  aunbright  gratitude  displayed, 

Or  Bofdy  atealing  into  modest  abade. 

— So,  pleased  with  purple  dusters  to  entwine 

Some  lofty  elm-tree,  mounts  the  daring  vine ; 

The  woodbine  so,  with  spiral  grace,  and  breathes 

Wide>spreading  odours  from  her  flowery  ^Teaths. 

Borne  by  the  Muse  from  rills  in  shepherds*  ears 
Murmuring  but  one  smooth  story  for  all  years, 
1  gladly  commune  with  the  mind  and  heart 
Of  him  who  thus  survives  by  classic  art, 
His  actions  witness,  venerate  his  mien, 
And  study  Trajan  as  by  Pliny  seen ; 
Behold  how  fought  the  Chief  whose  conquering 

sword 
Stretched  far  as  earth  might  own  a  single  lord ; 


In  iht  delight  of  moral  p 
How  feelingly  at  home  tl 
Beet  of  the  good-^  pagi 
To  more  than  Man,  by  vi 

Memorial  Pillar  I  'mid 
Preserve  thy  charge  witl 
The  exultations,  pompe,  i 
Whence  half  the  breathiuj 
Things  that  recoil  from  h 
By  loiter  pencil,  from  the 
A  PontifTy  Trajan  here  th 
Hkere  greets  an  Fmbaesy 
Lo  1  he  harangues  his  06 
Of  battle  meeta  him  in  ax 
Unhamessed,  naked,  troG 
Sweep  to  thecharge ;  mo 
To  hoof  and  finger  maile< 
None  bleed,  and  none  lie 
In  every  Roman,  througl 
Is  Roman  dignity  inviohv 
Spirit  in  him  pre-eminen! 
Supports,  adorns,  and  ow 
Distinguished  only  by  inl 
From  honoured  Instrumi 
Rise  aa  he  may,  his  graa 
Of  outward  symbol,  nor  1 
On  aught  by  which  anoth 
—Alas!  that  One  thus  A 
To  enslave  whole  nationa 
So  emulous  of  Macedonii 
That,  when  his  age  was  i 
He  drooped,  'mid  else  UD 
And  turned  his  eagles  bai 
0  weakness  of  the  Great 

Where  now  the  haugfal 
With  such  fond  hope  1  hf 
Yet  glorious  Art  the  pow 
And  Trajan  still,  tlirougb 
Mounts,  in  tliis  fine  illudi 
Still  are  we  present  with 
Nor  cease  to  gaze  upon  t 
Till  Rome,  to  silent  mart 
Becomes  with  all  her  yei 
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THE  EGYPTIAN  MAID; 


OR, 


THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  WATER  ULY. 


[Fto  fh«  aunei  and  p«noiM  in  tl)e  following  poem,  see  the  "  History  of  the  renowned  Prince  Arthur  and  his 
bigbtiof  the  Round  Table ;"  for  the  rest  the  Author  is  answerable ;  only  it  may  be  proper  to  add,  that  the  Lotus, 
vlthtkilnnit  of  tb«  Ckkldeai  appearing  to  rise  out  of  the  full-blown  flower,  was  suggested  by  the  beautiful  work  of 
I  hwinded  among  the  Townley  Marbles,  and  now  in  the  British  Museum.] 


paced  the  Comifih  sandfly 
F«(li4odldng  toward  the  rocks  of  Scahy, 
llMpkMed  Endianter  was  aware 
Of  alr}^  Ship  that  seemed  to  hang  in  air^ 
Tit  lit  die  wo^  of  mortal  hands, 
^  took  from  men  her  name— The  Waxes  Lilt. 

^ns  Ae  windy  diat  Undward  blew ; 
^M  tbe  Moon,  o'er  some  dark  hill  ascendant, 
GiVRifrom  a  httle  edge  of  light 
ToiU  Qri>,  diia  Pinnace  bright 
^*VH^  ai  nearer  to  the  coast  she  drew, 
""*  8krio%  with  spread  sail  and  streaming 
poidiDt 


^  dds  wmgdd  Shape  so  fSur 
^  Heriin  gazed  with  admiration : 
^  KiwmentB,  thought  he,  surpass 
^^  dat  was  erer  shown  in  magic  glass ; 
^••ererbnilt  with  patient  care; 
>*t  ft  touchy  prodnoed  by  happiest  transformation. 

/^>  though  a  Mechanist,  whose  skill 
^^>ti<B  the  degenerate  grasp  of  modem  sdence, 
w*^*^  Heriin  (and  belike  the  more 
^J*^  practising  oocolt  and  perilons  lore) 
•    ^  sobject  to  A  firealdsh  will 

^^pped  good  thoughts,  or  scared  them  with 


r^^^oked  to  enirioas  spleen,  he  cast 
^  ^hered  look  upon  the  advancing  Stranger 
J  ^^Qa  he  had  hafled  with  joy,  and  cried, 
/*^^  Art  shall  help  to  tame  her  pride — *' 
r^^^  the  breeze  became  a  blast, 
^^  wares  rose,  and  sky  portended  danger. 


With  thrilling  word,  and  potent  sign 

Tntced  on  the  beach,  his  work  the  Sorcerer 

urges; 
The  clouds  in  blacker  clouds  are  lost, 
Like  spiteful  Fiends  that  vanish,  crossed 
By  Fiends  of  aspect  more  malign ; 
And  the  winds  roused   the   Deep  with  fiercer 

scourges. 

But  worthy  of  the  name  she  bore 
Was  this  Sea-flower,  this  buoyant  Galley ; 
Supreme  in  loveliness  and  grace 
Of  motion,  whether  in  the  embrace 
Of  trusty  anchorage,  or  scudding  o*er 
The  main  flood  roughened  into  hill  and  valley. 

Behold,  how  wantonly  she  laves 
Her  sides,  the  Wizard's  craft  confounding ; 
Like  something  out  of  Ocean  sprung 
To  be  for  ever  fresh  and  young, 
Breasts  the  sea-flashes,  and  huge  waves 
Top-gallant  high,  rebounding  and  rebounding ! 

But  Ocean  under  magic  heaves. 
And  cannot  spare  the  Thing  he  cherished : 
Ah  1  what  avails  that  she  was  fair, 
Luminous,  blithe,  and  debonair ! 
The  storm  has  stripped  her  of  her  leaves ; 
The  Lily  floats  no  longer  !->She  hath  perished. 

Grieve  for  her, — she  deserves  no  less ; 
So  Uke,  yet  so  unlike,  a  living  Creature  I 
No  heart  had  she,  no  busy  brain ; 
Though  loved,  she  could  not  love  again; 
Though  pitied, /«e{  her  own  distress ; 
Nor  au^t  that  troubles  us^  the  fools  of  Nature. 
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Yet  is  (liere  cause  for  giuluiig  teats ; 
So  rrclily  was  tiiis  Galley  tadeii, 
A  fairer  tlian  harseU'  alie  bore, 
And,  in  her  struggles,  cast  aabnrc } 
A  lovely  One,  who  nothing  hcani 
Of  wind  or  wave— A  meok  and  guUelEW  Irlaiden. 

Into  a  «VD  hud  Merlin  flcil 

From  miachief,  caused   by   speUs   bitnself  ha<l 

miitterod ; 
And  wbile,  ropenlant  aQ  too  lali.). 
In  moody  posture  there  lie  ante. 
He  heard  a  voii»:,and8aw,Rillihair-nieettbeBi], 
A  Vitstaot  by  nbom  tiicae  words  were  uttered ; 

"  On  Clitistian  Krvire  iJiiB  frail  Bark 

Salleil  "  (bear  ma,  Merlin  1)  "  under  high  pro- 

Thougb  on  bcr  prow  a  h  jn  of  h«itfaen  power 
Wa»  carvod— n  Goddees  nitb  a  Lily  flower. 
The  old  Egyptian's  emblematic  mart 
Df  joy  tmmalBl  sod  of  pure  affsetioii. 

Ber  coureo  waa  for  the  British  strand  ; 
Her  freight,  it  n'aa  a  Damael  peerlesa  ; 
God  reigns  above,  and  S)riritB  Btnmg 
May  gatlier  to  avenge  ibis  wrong 
Done  to  the  Princess,  and  her  Land 
Which  she  in  duty  left,  sad  but  not  cbeerlese. 

And  to  Caerleon'a  lofUcst  loWfiT 
Soon  will  tliu  KuighiB  of  Anliur'a  Table 
A  cry  of  iamentatjon  £end ; 
And  all  wili  veep  who  thcra  attend. 
To  grace  that  Stranger's  bridal  hour, 
For  whom  the  sea  was  made  uniiavigaUe. 

Shame  I  should  a  Child  of  royal  line 
Die  through  tlie  blindness  of  thy  nsaticc)" 
ThoB  to  the  Necromancer  spate 
Nina,  the  Lady  of  the  Lake, 
A  gentle  Sorceress,  and  benign, 
Wbo  ne'er  embittered  any  good  man's  cbnlico. 

"  Wliat  boots,"  condnnod  she,  "  to  mourn  I 
To  expiate  thy  sin  endeavour : 
From  the  hlcok  isle  where  she  is  laid. 
Fetched  by  our  art,  tlie  Egyptau  Miud 
May  yet  to  Arthur's  conrt  bo  homo 
Cold  M  sho  is,  ere  bfo  bo  fled  for  over. 

My  pearly  Boat,  a  (diiniDg  Light, 
That  brought  me  down  that  nmlces  rirer. 
Will  bear  me  on  from  wave  to  wave. 
And  back  with  her  to  this  sea-eavc  ;-^ 
Then  Klerlin  I  for  a  rnind  flight 
Through  air,  to  Ilieo  my  Charge  will  I  ddiver. 


Tlio  Tery  awiftrat  of  Ihy  eats 
Must,  when  my  part  ia  done,  bo  ready  ; 
Meanwhile,  fi>r  furttier  gui4uce,  look 
Into  thy  own  prophelic  book  ; 
And,  if  that  fail,  eonsull  the  Snra 
To  l(»ra  tby  course ;   tarcwetl !  be  pramp 

This  Bcoreely  spoken,  she  again 
Was  Bcatcl  in  her  gleaming  slialtop, 
That,  o'er  the  yet-dislrmpered  Ueop, 
Pursued  its  way  with  binl-like  *w«t^ 
Or  like  a  steed,  without  a  Ton, 
Urged  o'er  the  wildemew  in  sporfire  pBop 

Soon  did  the  gentle  Nina  Teacb 
That  Lde  witboot  a  house  or  Itaven : 
Landing,  she  found  not  what  she  songbt. 
Nor  saw  of  wrevk  or  ruin  anght 
But  a  carved  Lotus  tast  upon  the  btwh 
By  the  fierce  waves,  a  flower  in  maiUe  gimT 

Sad  relique,  but  how  fur  the  while ! 
For  gently  each  from  each  reli  i  atif^t 
With  backward  curve,  the  Icavn  rrwalsi 
The  bosom  half,  and  half  conmled, 
or  a  Divinity,  that  seemea  lo  WOoU 
On  Kina,  as  she  passed,  mth  hopcfid  gIMdl 

No  quest  was  hers  of  va^e  deni«. 
Of  tortured  hope  find  pui-pow  shaliMi ; 
Following  the  margin  of  a  bay. 
She  spied  the  lonely  Cast-away, 
Unnmrred,  nnetripped  of  her  attire. 
But  H-ith  closed  cy  ee, — ofbrcatb  and  iAooaifar 

Then  Kina,  stooping  down,  embraced. 
With  tenderness  and  mild  emotitin. 
The  Damsel,  in  that  trance  emboood; 
And,  while  she  raised  her  from  tbc  grou&i 
And  in  the  pearly  shallop  placed. 
Sleep  fell  upon  the  air,  and  stilled  lbs  oecmn 

The  turmoil  hushed,  celestial  ^n^ga 
Of  music  opened,  and  there  came  a  bkndi 
Of  fmgranec,  underived  from  earth. 
With  gleams  that  owed  not  to  the  ran  OtA 
And  that  soft  mslling  of  invisible  winga 
Whicli  Angels  make,  on  TrnrVn  iif  liiiii  dimi 

And  Tiioa  heard  a  sweeter  vnics 
Than  if  the  Goddess  of  the  flower  had  fip> 
"  Tliou  bast  achieved,  Gur  Dame  1  what  i 
Lefts  pure  in  spirit  oonld  have  doike  ; 
Go,  in  thy  enterprise  rejoin  1 
Air,  earth,  lea,  sky,  and  heaven,  saaeeB  bel 
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<:Iieeredy.8he  left  that  Island  bleak, 

twm  rock  of  tii6  Scilly  cluster ; 

d,  as  they  traTeraed  the  smooth  brine, 

s  fielf-illimiined  Brigantine 

>d,  on  the  Shimberer*8  cold  wan  cheek 

aalEd  brow,  a  mdancholy  lustre. 

et  was  Uieir  course,  and  when  they  came 

the  dim  cayem,  whence  the  river 

aed  into  the  salt-sea  flood, 

Tlin,  as  fixed  in  thought  he  stood, 

is  thus  accosted  by  the  Dame ; 

Lold  to  thee  my  Charge  I  now  deliver ! 

t  where  attends  thy  chariot — where?" — 
loth  Merlin,  **  Even  as  I  was  bidden, 
hsTel  done ;  as  trasty «athy  barge 
f  vehicle  shall  prove — 0  precious  Charge! 
tliis  he  sleep,  how  soft !  if  death,  how  fair  I 
1  have  my  books  disdosed,  but  the  end  is 
hiddaL" 

e  ^ake ;  and  gliding  into  view 

vth  from  the  grotto's  dimmest  chamber 

nie  two  mute  Swans,whose  plumes  of  dusky  white 

langed,  as  the  pair  approached  the  light, 

rawing  an  ebon  car,  their  hue 

:e  doads  of  sunset)  into  lucid  amber. 

*oniDan  did  gentle  Nina  lift 
"^  Princeas,  passive  to  all  changes : 
•"•  «r  received  her : — then  up- went 
oto  the  ethereal  element 
^  Birds  with  progress  smooth  and  swift 
^'I'^tf  when  through  bright  regions  memory 
Angeflb 

"8*  Merlin,  at  the  Slumberer's  side, 
"*^ctB  the  Swans  their  way  to  measure ; 
^  8oon  Caerleon's  towers  appeared, 
^  notes  of  minstrelsy  were  heard 
'**»  rich  pavilions  spreading  wide, 
'■oiae  high  day  of  long-expected  pleasure. 

^'^'fetricken  stood  both  Knights  and  Dames 
'^  On  firm  ground  the  car  alighted ; 
^^Hns  astonishment  was  past, 
^  m  that  face  they  saw  the  last 
**  Angering  look  of  clay,  that  tames 
''^ ;  by  which  all  happiness  is  bliglited. 

^  Merlin,  •'Mighty  King,  fair  Lords, 
^y  with  feast  and  tilt  and  tourney ! 

^w,  throughout  this  royal  House, 

*ieard,  a  rocking  mar\dlous 
^^irrets,  and  a  clash  of  swords 
^^en,  as  I  closed  my  airy  journey. 


Lo  1  by  a  destiny  well  known 
To  mortals,  joy  is  turned  to  sorrow; 
This  is  the  wished-for  Bride,  tho  Miud 
Of  Egypt,  from  a  rock  conveyed 
Where  she  by  shipwreck  had  been  thrown ; 
111  sight !  but  grief  may  vanish  ere  the  morrow." 

"Though  vast  thy  power,  thy  words  are  weak," 
Exclaimed  the  King,  '<a  mockery  hateful ; 
Dutiful  Child,  her  lot  how  hard ! 
Is  this  her  piety's  reward  I 
Those  watery  locks,  tliat  bloodless  cheek ! 
0  winds  without  remorse !    0  shore  ungrateful  t 

Rich  robes  are  fretted  by  the  moth  ; 
Towers,  temples,  fall  by  stroke  of  thunder ; 
Will  that,  or  deeper  thoughts,  abate 
A  Father's  sorrow  for  her  fate  ? 
He  willTepeiitliBnoflus  troth; 
His  brain  will  bum,  his  stout  heart  spfit  MOBia^ 

Alas  I  and  I  have  caused  this  woe; 
For,  when  my  prowess  from  invading  Neighbours 
Had  freed  his  Realm,  he  plighted  word 
That  he  would  turn  to  Christ  our  Lord, 
And  his  dear  Daughter  on  a  Knight  bestow 
Whom  I  should  choose  for  love  and  matchle-ss 
labours. 

Her  birth  was  heathen ;  but  a  fence 
Of  holy  Angels  round  her  hovered : 
A  Lady  added  to  my  court 
So  fair,  of  such  divine  report 
And  worship,  seemed  a  recompense 
For  fifty  kingdoms  by  my  sword  recovered. 

Ask  not  for  whom,  0  Champions  true ! 
She  was  reserved  by  mo  her  life's  betrayer ; 
She  who  was  meant  to  be  a  bride 
Is  now  a  corse :  then  put  aside 
Vain  thoughts,  and  speed  ye,  with  observance  due 
Of  Christian  rites,  in  Christian  ground  to  lay  her." 

"The  tomb,"  said  Merlin,  "may  not  close 
Upon  her  yet,  earth  hide  her  beauty ; 
Not  froward  to  thy  sovereign  will 
Esteem  me,  Liege  1  if  I,  whose  skill 
Wafted  her  hither,  interpose 
To  check  this  pious  haste  of  erring  duty. 

My  books  command  me  to  lay  bare 

The  secret  thou  art  bent  on  keeping : 

Here  must  a  high  attest  be  given, 

W7tat  Bridegroom  was  for  her  ordained    by 

Heaven : 
And  in  my  gloss  significants  tliere  are 
Of  things  that  may  to  gladness  turn  tliis  weeping. 


ir  tue  fBTonred  One,  the  Flowsr  ma;  bloom 
more ;  but,  if  unehftngeable  her  doom, 
lie  departed  be  for  ctbt  gone, 
blest  Bwurtuiee,  {ma  this  cloacl  emerging, 

aj  Inch  h[m  to  bewiul  bis  lose  ; 

Dt  with  a  ^ef  that,  hke  a  vnponr,  Hues 
And  mellB ;  but  grief  det-ont  Ibat  iihall  endure. 
And  a  pcrpetoii  growth  Becore 
Of  pnrpoHS  whidi  do  fake  tbooght  ehftU  cross, 
i  hurest  of  high  Lopea  and  noble  enlerpriwa." 

"So  be  it,"  Btid  the  King ;— "kdod, 

Hera,  nhers  the  Piioceea  lies,  begin  the  bmd ; 

Knighia  each  iu  order  aa  jrc  Etand 

Step  forUi."— To  touch  the  pallid  hand 

Sir  Agranuna  adranceJ ;  no  sign  he  won 

om  HeaTsn  or  earth  ; — Sir  Ka/e  had  Uku  denial 

baahed,  Sir  Dlnat  turned  awa; ; 

•on  tor  Sir  Pordral  waano  disclosure  i 
ingh  be,  deronttot  of  all  Champions,  ere 
reached  that  eboo  car,  the  bier 
lereoo  difliiini  like  snov  the  Damsel  lay, 
tuice  had  crossed  himself  in  meek  composure. 

N      e  (but  ye  Saints  I  who  eao  t) 
now  m  stilt  a!r  the  bnlsjicc  trembled — 
Th«  wishes,  peradvenlore  the  deepitea 
That  oreroune  some  not  ungeBerous  Knights ; 


What  patient  confidence  was  here ! 
And  there  how  many  boBoms  panted  I 
While  drawing  toward  the  car  Sir  G  awaine,niailed 
For  tournament,  his  benTor  Tiuled, 
And  softly  touched ;  but,  to  his  princely  cheer 
And  high  eKpeclancy,  no  mgn  was  granted. 

Next,  diaeDcumbered  of  hia  harp. 
Sir  TriBtram,  dear  to  thousands  m  a  brother, 
Came  to  the  proo^  nor  gricTed  thai  there  onsuod 
No  change; — the  fur  Isoada  be  bad  wooed 
With  love  too  true,  a  love  with  pangs  too  sharp. 
Prom  hope  too  distant,  not  to  dread  another. 

Not  so  Sir  lanncelot;— from  Heayon's  grace 
A  sign  he  crared,  tired  ilaro  of  tmd  contrition ; 
The  royal  Guinever  looked  paadng  ghid 
When  hia  touch  ^ed. — Next  come  Sir  Galahad  ; 
He  paused,  and  itood  entranced  by  that  still  hce 
Whose  featorcB  he  had  seen  in  noontide  vision. 


For  late,  as  near  a  i 
He  reded  Snid  an  a 
Nina,  the  good  Ead 
A  light  around  his  n 
And,  at  her  call,  a  i 
Prefigared  to  bis  sensi 

Now,  while  Ms  brigl 
And  Blood,  hr-kem 

ermine. 

As  o'er  the  insennli 

The  enrapt,  the  bcai 

Belief  sank  deep  int 

That  he  the  solemn  in 

Nor  deem  it  stmnge 
That  very  mantle  oi 
The  day  when  he  ao 
The  marvel  of  the  F 
Which  whoaoe'er  aj 

Though  King  or  Kni^ 


The  Swans,  in  crima 
And  their  necks  pl^ 
lUe  rinlees  snakes  i 
'Kline  is  she,"  cried 
clapped  their  pi 


'  Mini 


Of  colour  dawned  tf 

And  her  lips,  quicki 

Seemed  from  caeli  otlk 

Deep  was  the  awe,  tl 
or  love  emboldened, 
When,  to  the  moa^ 
Allowed  a  soft  and  ( 
Precursor  to  a  tinil^ 
To  hfted  eyelids,  and  | 

In  mlence  did  Kingj 
Upon  the  ugns  thltti 
In  dlenee  watched  4 
Of  Natnre  leading  tt 
Then  eased  bis  sc-" 
Of  God,  and  Heair 
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n  nid  hfl^  **  Tike  her  to  tfay  hearty 

Galahsd !  a  ixemsan,  thjit  God  giveth, 

nd  by  indiflMdiihle  ties  to  thee 

oo^  mortid  diaiige  and  hnmortalitj ; 

'iMppj  and  unenTied,  thoa  who  art 

ftj  Knight  diat  hath  no  peer  that  liveth ! 


t* 


kng  the  Naptiala  were  ddayed ; 
I  sage  tradition  stQl  rdieareea 
pomp,  the  g^orjr  of  that  hour 
en  toward  tfie  ahar  firam  her  bower 
{  Arthor  led  the  Egyptian  Maid, 
ngeb  carolled  these  £ar-edioed  Terses] 

Who  dirinks  not  firam  aUianoe 
Of  evil  with  good  Powers, 
To  God  prodaims  defiance. 
And  mocks  whom  he  adores. 


A  Ship  to  Christ  deroted 
From  the  Land  of  Nfle  did  go ; 
Ahsl  the  bright  Ship  floated. 
An  Idol  at  her  prow. 

By  magic  domination. 
The  HeaTcn-permitted  rent 
Of  purblind  mortal  passion. 
Was  wroog^t  her  prndshment 


The  flower,  the  Fonn  within  it, 
What  serred  they  in  her  need! 
Her  port  she  coold  not  win  it, 
Nor  from  miahap  be  fineed. 

The  tempest  OTsreame  her. 
And  she  was  seen  no  more; 
Bat  gently,  gently  blame  lMa>— 
She  cast  a  Pearl  ashora. 

The  Biaid  to  Jesn  hearkened. 
And  kept  to  him  her  fiuth. 
Till  sense  in  death  was  darkened. 
Or  sleep  akin  to  death. 

Bat  Angds  roond  her  pillow 
Kept  watch,  a  riewleas  band ; 
And,  billow  fitTooring  billow. 
She  readied  the  destined  strand. 

Blest  Pair !  whate'er  be&l  yoo. 
Year  fiuth  in  Him  approTS 
Who  from  frail  earth  can  call  you 
To  bowers  of  endless  lore  I 


THE    RIVER    DUDDON. 


A  SERIES  OF  SONNETS. 

rtu  RiTBB  DmxDoir  rlMt  apon  Wrynose  Fell,  on  the  confinee  of  WertmoreUmd,  Cnmberlind,  a&d  LanctBhlre ; 
bmrlug  nrred  aa  a  bonndary  to  the  two  last  coontiee  for  the  space  of  about  twenty-fire  milee,  eaten  the  Irish 
tlie  Ue  of  Walney  and  the  Lordship  of  MlUum. 


TO  THE  REV.  DR.  WORDSWORTH. 

(WITH  THS  aOWNnS  TO  TBS  aiTBa  OUDDOir,  AND  OTHBE  POBMS  Of  TRM  OOLLKTlOir,  1820. 


le  Minstrels  played  their  Christmas  tune 
•«ifht  beneath  my  cottage-caree; 
hfle,  smitten  by  a  lofty  moon, 
••  flndr^ing  laurels,  thick  with  leares^ 
ITS  badk  a  rich  and  dassling  sheen, 
lat  Ofeipoweied  their  natural  green. 

trough  hUl  and  raUey  erery  breese 

id  sunk  to  rest  with  folded  wings  t 

sen  was  the  air,  but  could  not  freeae^ 

or  cbeekf  the  music  of  the  strings ; 

I  stout  and  hardy  were  the  band 

iMt  scraped  the  chords  with  strenuous  hand ! 


And  who  but  listened  f—tUl  was  paid 
Reepect  to  erery  Inmate's  claim  ; 
The  greeting  giren,  the  mosio  played, 
In  honour  of  each  household  name. 
Duly  pronounced  with  lusty  call. 
And  *  merry  Christmas '  wished  to  all! 

O  Brother  f  I  rerere  the  choice 
That  took  thee  from  thy  natire  hills ; 
And  it  is  giren  thee  to  K()oice ; 
Though  public  care  ftall  often  tUls 
(Hearra  only  witness  of  the  toil) 
A  barren  and  ungrateful  soiL 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


DidEl  hteid  Ihli  ccru-fjiUlDg 

Ai>a»cn 

a  Dthn  f>i«s  >hla> 

AHiuMv 

nl  of  the  ligM 

Which  Na 

are  ond  th»e  null 

la  almple 

bUdhwd.  tpnad  Ih 

FofpUjuu 

KlKlbODlMuedb 

■p»leil  uiDiul  roun 

WheltiH  the  rich  iDWi  ramp 

OUlforUi 

Otlhi^at 

eoffcredalthedcor 

Tlml  pmnU  Iho  loirUwl  of  Ih 

Toin  bHihtcned  by  Ibi  kkibxI 

Al^  I  not  lar  emerald  fieldi  aloni 
TtuLD  (^Iid  C^Uiem-i  iodi 


Th«lDtklhcroTarvb«kiiia«r  shiy, 
BhI  fill  Uu  hollov  nU  irUti  Jsf  I 


Not  mvjing  Lntjan  ehsdes— if  yet  thpy  throw 

A  grateful  cwlncBB  rouiid  tliat  cryBtnl  Sjirlng, 

Blandusia,  prattliug  ta  nlicn  long  ago 

The  SabLie  Bard  tvas  iDoved  her  praieu  ta  eiog  ; 

CnrelcsB  of  floneni  that  in  perennial  blow 

Kouiid  t)io  moiat  marge  of  Persian  fouDlaius  clings 

tlcedlcsB  of  Alpino  lorrcntB  thundering 

Tbruugli  i«-built  ATcbes  radiant  as  heaven's  bow  ; 

1  Keek  the  birth'place  of  a  native  Slruktn. — 

Atl  bail,  ye  mounljunB  1  hail,  iJiou  morning  light ! 

Jletter  to  breatlie  &t  largo  on  tliis  clear  liciglit 

Than  toil  in  needtess  sleep  from  dream  la  di-eaoi : 

Pure  flow  the  verse,  pure,  vigorous,  free,  aud  bright, 

For  Doddon,  long-loved  Duddon,  is  my  liieme  l 


\   CaiLDof  the  clouds  I  remote  from  every  taint 

I    Of  sordid  indnatry  tJny  lot  is  cast ; 

■    Thine  are  the  honoun  of  the  lofty  waste ; 
Mat  seldom,  when  with  beat  the  vaUeys  taint, 
Thy  handmaid  Frost  with  spangled  tissue  quaint 
Thy  cradle  decls ; — to  chant  thy  birth,  thou  hast 
No  meaner  Poet  than  the  whiathng  Blast, 
And  Desolation  is  tliy  Patron-saint ! 


:  She  guards  lliee,  i-Qlhlvss  Power  t  who  wooM  ■) 

Those  mighty  forests,  onco  the  bison's  tmm. 
Where  slalkod  the  huge  deer  to  his  aliagig^  lair* 
Tlitoagh  paths  and  alleys  roofed  with  darkest  g»a 
Thousands  of  ycnrs  before  the  ailent  air 
Was  pierced  by  whiuing  ehaft  of  hunter  keen  ? 


How  shall  I  piunt  thee  t — Be  this  iui]»il  Bicm 
My  seat,  while  I  give  way  to  such  intent ; 
Pleased  could  my  verse,  \  speaking  moninust. 
Make  to  the  eyea  of  men  thy  feature*  keowm. 
But  as  af  all  (hose  tripping  lambs  not  on* 
Ontruns  his  ffllin-?,  sn  hfllh  Nature  lent 
Tiith_vl..ji  lii   ;....,■.'.' )I  .' .'..Ill  prcsCTit 

Todigiu:^  ~.  .,„,-— o- —  ^•*  l««l«. 
No  sign  of  boar  Antiquity's  esteeiD 
Appeals,  and  none  of  modem  F<«ta»0'B  Mia; 
Yet  then  tJiyaeU  hast  round  tbee  abed  k  ^ttm 
Of  brilliant  man,  instinet  with  fi  iiJimaa  nl«; 
Prompt  otTering  to  thy  Foster-motlMr,  Ebi&  I 

»  The  deer  alluded  to  ta  Oe  Leigh,  a  (tpaUa  «cA 


THE  lUVER  DUDDON. 


287 


IT. 

Nursling  of  the  moantain,  take 
uice,  no  negligent  adieu  I 
ige  seems  wrought  while  I  pursue 
oosely-scattered  chain  doth  make ; 
appear'st  a  glistering  snake, 
tie  gazer's  eye  untrue, 

sinuous  lapse  the  rushes,  through 
gliding,  and  by  ferny  brake, 
izzy  steep  the  undaunted  Bill 
r  in  garb  of  snow-white  foam ; 
ires  the  Adventurer,  who  hath  clomb 

purpose  to  fulfil ; 
itard  backward  wend,  and  roam. 
Id  achierement,  where  he  will ! 


V. 

hidden !  to  the  breeze  that  played 
voice,  I  caught  the  fitful  sound 
Hen  moss  and  craggy  mound — 
tides,  that  seemed  to  upbraid 
ren  ! — ^but  now,  to  form  a  shade 
n  alders  have  together  wound 
ftfihes  flung  their  arms  around ; 
3  risen  in  silver  colonnade, 
ilso  tempted  here  to  rise, 
pines,  this  Cottage  rude  and  grey ; 
hildren,  by  the  mother's  eyes 
lied,  sport  through  tlie  summer  day, 
sodates : — light  as  endless  May 
ns  lonely  Nature  lies. 


VI. 


FLOWEBS. 


arse  was  graced  with  social  trees 
d  remans  of  hawtliom  bowers, 
rds  warbled  to  their  paramours ; 
11,  was  heard  the  hum  of  bees ; 
their  harmless  robberies, 
fragrance  which  the  sundry  flowers, 
am  with  soft  perpetual  sliowers, 
Ided  to  the  vagrant  breeze, 
the  strawberry  of  the  wilderness ; 
jyebright  showed  her  sapphire  blue, 
purple,  like  the  blush  of  Even ; 
th  of  some  to  no  caress 
[icy  peeped  so  fair  to  view, 
seemed  favourites  of  Heaven. 


Tll. 

^  Chaxge  me,  some  God,  into  that  breatiiing  roee !  ** 
The  love-sick  Stripling  fancifully  sighs. 
The  envied  flower  beholding,  as  it  lies 
On  Laura's  breast,  in  exquisite  repose ; 
Or  he  would  pass  into  her  bird,  that  throws 
The  darts  of  song  from  out  its  wiry  cage ; 
Enraptured,— could  he  for  himself  engage 
The  thousandth  part  of  what  the  N^mph  bestows ; 
And  what  the  little  careless  innocent 
Ungraciously  receives^    Too  daring  choice ! 
There  are  whose  calmer  mind  it  would  content 
To  be  an  unculled  floweret  of  the  glen. 
Fearless  of  plough  and  scythe ;  or  darkling  wren 
That  tunes  on  Duddon's  banks  her  slender  voice. 


VIII. 

What  aspect  bore  the  ^lan  who  roved  or  fled. 
First  of  his  tribe,  to  this  dark  dell — ^who  first 
In  this  pellucid  Current  slaked  his  thirst  ? 
What  hopes  came  with  him!  what  designs  were 

spread 
Along  his  path !    His  unprotected  bed       [nursed 
What  dreams  encompassed!     Was  the  intruder 
In  hideous  usages,  and  rites  accursed. 
That  thinned  the  living  and  disturbed  the  dead ! 
No  voice  replies ; — both  air  and  earth  are  mute ; 
And  Thou,  blue  Streamlet,  murmuring  yield'st  no 

more 
Than  a  soft  record,  that,  whatever  fruit 
Of  ignorance  tliou  miglit'st  witness  heretofore, 
Thy  function  was  to  heal  and  to  rcstf»re. 
To  soothe  and  cleanse,  not  madden  and  pollute ! 


IX. 
THE  8TEPPIIV0-6T0NES. 

The  struggling  Rill  insensibly  is  grown 
Into  a  Brook  of  loud  and  stately  march. 
Crossed  ever  and  anon  by  plank  or  arch ; 
And,  for  Uke  use,  lo !  what  might  seem  a  zone 
Chosen  for  ornament — stone  matched  with  stone 
In  studied  symmetry,  with  interspace 
For  the  clear  waters  to  pursue  tlieir  race 
Without  restraint.     How  swiftly  have  they  flown. 
Succeeding — still  succeeding  I    Here  the  Cliild 
Puts,  when  the  high-swoln  Flood  runs  fierce  and 

wild. 
His  budding  courage  to  the  proof;  and  here 
Declining  Manhood  leams  to  note  the  sly 
And  sure  encroachments  of  infirmity. 
Thinking  how  fast  time  runs,  life's  end  how  near ! 


POEHS  OF  THE  lUAGUIATlON. 


Not  bo  tluit  Pur  vhoee  youthful  npiriM  dance 
With  prompt  emotion,  urging  them  to  pass ; 
A  Bwe«I  confuBJan  checlu  Itie  Shcphcrd-bisa ; 
BluafaiDg  she  syes  (he  dizzy  flood  oakanco ; 
To  alop  aaliamGd — too  timid  to  advimcs ; 
She  ventm^s  once  again — uiolher  pause  I 
Ilia  outstretched  band  He  tauntingly  withdrawa — 
She  sDoB  far  help  with  piteous  utti^ranue  I 

ideu  she  chidea  again  ;  the  tlirilling  touch 
Both  feel,  when  lio  renews  the  wislicd-for  Bid : 
Ah  I  if  their  fliitlering  beuls  should  stir  too  math. 
Should  beat  loo  strongly,  both  may  be  betrayed. 
The  frolic  Love^  wlio,  from  yon  high  rock,  ece 
Hie  struggle,  clap  their  wings  for  ticlury  I 


No  flctioii  wu  it  of  the  antique  age : 

A  Bky-blue  alono,  within  thia  sunlma  cleft, 

la  of  the  very  foot-morka  onbercft 

Which  tinjElvcaiinpreaaed; — onthalamooth  stngo 
icing  with  all  their  brilliuit  equipage 

In  aecrot  Mvela — haply  after  theft 

~  '  Bomc  Bwcet  Babe— Flower  atolon,  and  coarEc 
Weed  li-ft 
ir  the  diatraeled  Mother  to  oasiioge 

Her  grief  with,  as  ^e  might! — But,  nhere,  oh! 

Is  traceable  a  vestige  of  the  notes  [vhere 

That  ruled  those  donoes  wild  in  chornetcr!— 

Deep  underground!    Or  in  the  upper  air, 

tha  ehriJl  wind  of  midnight  I  or  where  fluots 
:  twilight  Selda  the  autumnal  goBHomert 


On,  loitering  Muse — the  swift  Streai 
Albeit  hia  deep-worn  dionnel  doth  ii 
Objects  immense  portrayed  iu  n 
Wild  sbapea  for  many  a  strange  comparison  ! 
Niagaras,  Alpine  posacn,  and  nnon 
Abodes  of  Nmada,  calm  abysses  pure, 
Bright  liquid  mansions,  fashioned  to  endure 
When  the  broad  oak  drops,  a  leofleea  akeleton, 

d  tile  Bolidilies  of  mortal  pride, 
Palace  and  tower,  are  crumbled  into  dost  I — 
Tho  Bard  who  walks  with  Duddon  for  his  guide, 
Shall  find  such  toys  of  fancy  thickly  set : 
Turn  from  tlio  sight,  Bnomonred  Mmte— we  must 
And,  if  thou  caiut,  leave  ihem  nithout  regrot ! 


HtIL  to  the  fields— with  Dwellinga  sprinliM  a**} 
And  one  small  hamlet,  under  a  green  hilt 
Clustering,  with  bom  and  byre,  and  siiouiJDg  mil]  | 
A  glance  suScia ; — should  ws  wish  for  more. 
Gay  Jmie  would  scorn  ua.    But  when  bleak  ninJi 

Tlirough  the  stilT  lanceJike  shoots  of  pnlkml  uh. 
Dread  swell  of  sound  I  loud  aa  the  gusts  that  Ui 
Tlie  matted  foresta  of  Ontario's  shore 
By  wasteful  steel  uugmitten — then  wootd  I 
Turn  into  port ;  and,  iscklen  of  the  gak, 
Reeklera  of  angry  Duddon  sweeping  by. 
While  the  warm  hearth  enalls  the  mantling  al^ 
Laugh  with  the  generous  houaebuld  hesttily 
At  all  the  merry  pranks  of  Dounerdolc  ■ 


0  HouNTiin  SlNom!  the  Shepherd  and  hia  flj 
Arc  privileged  Imuatea  of  deep  wUlndo ; 
Nor  would  tho  nicest  Anchorite  excludv 
A  field  or  two  of  brighter  green,  vr  ploi 
Of  tillage-groimd,  that  seemcth  like  a  qiol 
Of  stationary  snnshme :— then  bast  nend 
These  only,  Duddon  I  with  thnr  |aths  reiMM 
By  fits  null  starts,  yet  this  contents  thee  noL 
Thee  bath  some  awful  Spirit  inii>eUed  to 
Utterly  to  desert,  the  haunts  of  men. 
Though  simple  thy  companions  were  and  few; 
And  through  tiiis  wilderness  a  panoge  dsKvv 
Attended  but  by  thy  own  viuoe,  save  vfa«D 
The  clouds  and  fowls  of  the  air  thy  way  pua 


Frou  this  deep  chasm,  where  qnirering  sagbi 

phvy 
Upon  its  loftiest  erags,  mine  eyca  befaold 
A  gloomy  niche,  capacious,  blank,  ood  (vU; 
A  concave  free  from  shruhs  and  mooes  et^S 
In  aemblance  fresh,  as  if,  with  dire  afiiay. 
Some  Statue,  placed  amid  these  rc^ou  oU 
For  tutelary  service,  thence  tud  roJled, 
Slsrtling  the  flight  of  timid  Yesterday  I 
Was  it  by  mortals  sculptured  t — we«y  sbvl» 
Of  slow  endeavour  I  or  abmptty  coat 
[nto  rude  shape  by  fire,  with  muing  Ua 
Tempestuouidy  let  loose  (ram  central  csi 
Or  fashioned  by  the  turbnlence  of  wavesi 
Tlien,  when  o'er  highest  hills  the  IMuge  f^aH 
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Xfl. 
▲MEBXCAN  TIUDITIOlf. 

tkflB  qaestions  may  not  long  beguile 
>  the  hnej  hnid  the  sculptured  shows 
MIS  yet  where  Oroonoko  flows ; 
lid  the  Indian  answer  with  a  smile 
the  White  Man's  ignorance  the  while, 
tSAT  Watkrs  telling  how  they  rose, 
the  plains,  and,  wandwing  where   they 
through  every  intricate  defile,       [chose> 
ml — Inundation  wide  and  deep, 
h  his  Fathers  urged,  to  ridge  and  steep 
iproachable,  their  buoyant  way ; 
ed,  on  mural  cliff's  undreaded  side, 
B,  and  stars,  and  beast  of  chase  or  prey ; 
they  sought,  shunned,  loved,  or  deified  •  I 

XVII. 
BSTURX. 

)faime  fetch  me  firom  yon  blasted  yew, 
m  vrboee  top  the  Danish  Raven  croaks ; 

imperial  Bird  of  Rome  invokes 
ages,  shedding  where  he  fiew 
gmenta  of  wild  wailing,  that  bestrew 
Is  ind  Uirill  the  chambers  of  the  rocks ; 
silence  hush  the  timorous  flocks, 
nly  couching  while  the  nightly  dew 
1  eadi  fleece,  beneath  the  twinkling  stars 
d  that  lone  Camp  on  Hardknot's  height  f, 
oardians  bent  the  knee  to  Jove  and  Mars : 
hat  mystic  Round  of  Druid  frame 
nking  by  its  proper  weight 

patient  Earth,  from  whose  smooth  breast 
aune! 

XVIII. 
SBATHWAITE   CHAPEL. 

^ligion !  '  mother  of  form  and  fear,' 
ntress  of  mutable  respect, 
ordaining  when  the  old  are  wrecked, 
to  please  the  fickle  worsliipper ; 
f  Love !  (that  name  best  suits  thee  here) 
'  Love  I  for  this  deep  vale,  protect 
9ly  lamp,  pure  source  of  bright  effect, 
purge  the  vapoury  atmosphere 
s  to  stifle  it ;— as  in  those  days 
I  low  Pile  X  &  Gospel  Teacher  knew, 
od  works  formed  an  endless  retinue : 
such  as  Chaucer's  verse  pourtrays  ; 
le  heaven-taught  skill  of  Herbert  drew  ; 
[er  Goldsmith   crowned  with  deathless 
use! 


See  Humboldt'd  Penonal  Narratlre. 
ce  >'(>t«.  X  Bee  Note. 


XIX. 

T&IBUTABT  STREAM. 

Mt  frame  hath  often  trembled  with  delight 
When  hope  presented  some  far-distant  good. 
That  seemed  from  heaven  descending,  like  the  flood 
Of  yon  pure  waters,  from  their  a^'ry  height 
Hurrying,  with  lordly  Duddon  to  unite ; 
Who,  'mid  a  world  of  images  imprest 
On  the  calm  depth  of  his  transparent  breast, 
Appears  to  cherish  most  that  Torrent  white. 
The  fairest,  softest,  liveliest  of  them  all  I 
And  seldom  hath  ear  listened  to  a  tune 
More  lulling  than  the  busy  hum  of  Noon, 
Swoln  by  that  voice — whose  murmur  mudcal 
Announces  to  the  thirsty  fields  a  boon 
Dewy  and  fresh,  till  showers  again  shall  foU 


XX. 

THE  PLAIN  OF  DONNEBDALE. 

The  old  inventive  Poets,  had  they  seen. 
Or  rather  felt,  the  entrancement  that  detains 
Thy  waters,  Duddon !  'mid  these  fiowery  plains ; 
The  still  repose,  the  liquid  lapse  serene. 
Transferred  to  bowers  imperishably  green. 
Had  beautified  Elysium !  But  these  chains 
Will  soon  be  broken ; — a  rough  course  remains. 
Rough  as  the  past ;  where  Thou,  of  placid  mien. 
Innocuous  as  a  firstling  of  the  flock, 
And  countenanced  like  a  soft  cerulean  sky, 
Shalt  change  thy  temper ;  and,  with  many  a  shock 
Given  and  received  in  mutual  jeopardy, 
Dance,  like  a  Bacchanal,  from  rock  to  rock, 
Tossing  her  frantic  thyrsus  wide  and  high ! 


XXI. 

Whence  that  low  voice  ? — A  whisper  from  the  heart. 
That  told  of  days  long  past,  when  here  I  roved 
With  friends  and  kindred  tenderly  beloved ; 
Some  who  had  early  mandates  to  depart. 
Yet  are  allowed  to  steal  my  path  athwart 
By  Duddon's  side  ;  once  more  do  we  unite, 
Once  more  beneath  the  kind  Earth's  tranquil  light ; 
And  smothered  joys  into  new  being  start. 
From  her  unworthy  seat,  the  cloudy  stall 
Of  Time,  breaks  forth  triumphant  Memoiy ; 
Her  glistening  tresses  bound,  yet  light  and  free 
As  golden  locks  of  birch,  that  rise  and  fall 
On  gales  that  breathe  too  gently  to  recal 
Aught  of  the  fading  year's  inclemency ! 


id,  at  tOEoe  faiulialuil  tiine, 
-^  lo  n  \ea  pool,  whosp  dcptba  mrpafls 

'SjiieM  DiAn's  lookiog-glaaa ; 

■ftn  tbU  Base,  iilutJi  rrciid  the  prime 
uUne,  reflected  >B  tho  chiiBC 

BtaiTj  treBoare  from  thp  blue  profaiuid 
'"Dged  to  nriah  ; — ahiD  slie  plun^,  ae  climh 
mud  precipin,  utcl  acw  the  gaeet 
ji.]iril,  vmiluig  high  tn  upper  lur  1 
erete  altenuUive  1  whu  fiend  coold  diu« 
prompt  the  thought  t — Upon  the  Mcvp  roflk'i 

•e  lonelj-  Primrcifle  yet  iBnewa  its  liloom, 
'loucbed  memanto  of  her  hftplem  doom  [ 


r  blithe 


liODghtB,  avtinat  I — pu-toke  mi  iJ 
uheer 


ind  in  bcUmes  tlio  nasliarn  floeb 
JB  fleece,  where  h«ply  bunds  of  rock, 
J  the  BtnoQi,  mulce  a  pool  mnooth  nnd  dear 
V  look  on.    Diituit  Mounulna  hear, 
.  repoit,  (he  turmoil  that  unilea 
«.u'  of  boys  with  innocent  drspiles 
ui  Dirking  dogs,  »nd  bleatJoga  troa  atninge  fear. 
And  vhat  if  Dnddon'i  apotlesa  flood  reeoire 
Unwelcome  mixtures  aa  tlie  uneoutli  noiso 
ThiL-kens,  tlia  pastoral  Riyer  will  torRive 
Such  uToDg  1  nor  need  me  blame  tlie  licensed  joyi, 
ThoQgh  fnJsa  to  Nature's  qoict  eqaipoise : 
Frank  are  the  aporta,  Iho  stains  ore  fugitiTo. 


MiD-NOO?'  is  past ; — npon  the  sulti^  mead 

No  zephyr  breathes,  no  cloud  its  shadow  throws: 

If  we  advance  aostrengtheDCd  by  repose. 

Farewell  the  solace  of  Ibe  Tagrant  rccd  I 

Thia   Nook^with  woodbine  hung  and  straggluig 

Tempting  recess  as  over  pilgtim  chose,         [weed, 

HJf  grot,  half  arbour — proffera  to  ddoIobs 

Body  and  mind,  from  molestation  &eed, 

In  narrow  compara — narrow  as  itself; 

Or  if  (he  Fancy,  too  induBtriona  Elf, 

Be  lotti  thU  we  should  breathe  awhile  exempt 

From  new  incitementa  friendly  to  our  task. 

Here  wants  not  stealthy  prospect,  that  may  tempt 

Loose  Idlesa  to  forego  her  wily  mask. 


Uetiiitiei  'twere  IK 
Should  some  tienignant  ULoidl 
Lift,  and  encircle  with  a  clou^] 
Tlic  One  for  whom  my  heart  i 
With  tenderesl  lote  ;— or,  if  » 
Atween  hia  downy  wings  be  Ea 
Wonlrl  lodge  her,  and  the  clisl 
OVr  hill  and  valley  to  this  dim 
Bough  ways  my  iteps  hare  tn 

long 
For  her  companionship  t  herai 
With  iweets  that  she  portnluBi 
htiuglea,  and  lui'kiiig  conaeiuidl 
Langulah  the  ilowirs ;  tlio  wiA 
Their  rocal  charm  ;  their  spoiU 


RcrcRS,  Content !  for  fondly  j 
Even  when  a  child,  the  Strcuaj 
Through  tangled  woods,  impM 
Or,  frco  as  air,  witli  flying  io^ 
The  sullen  reeenoirs  whence  I 
Pure  aa  the  morning,  frclM,  h 
Green  as  the  salt-sea  billowi^  j 
Ponred  down  tho  iii 
Nor  have  I  tracked  their  cc 
They  taught  me  random  a 
That  shield  from  mi.whicf  and) 

Malurer  Fancy  owe 
bnpeliunu  thoughts  tliat  bi 


Fu-LEN,  and  diSiuieil  into  a  i^ 
Or  qoiclly  self-buried  in  earttf 
la  that  eaihttttli.>d  House,  whd 
Flong  from  yon  cliff  a  shadoj 
There  dwelt  tlie  gay,  tlie  bi 
Till  nightly  Umealationa, 
Of  winds — though  winds  w 
And  lasting  terror  through  tlij 
Ila  line  of  Waniora  fled  ;— tl^ 
By  ghostly  power:— but  Timi' 
Hath  plucked  snc^  foes,  lil 

And  DOW,  if  men  witi 

All  other  BtrenRth  Iho  wea 

All  worse  aasaulta  may  eafel) 
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xxTxn. 


JOUBIIBT  REMJtWID. 


K  ^«li3e  yet  the  catde,  heat-oppresty 
ded  together  under  mstling  trees 
bed  by  the  current  of  the  water-breeze ; 
for  their  nkes,  and  love  of  aD  that  rest, 
Doddon's  margm,  in  the  sheltering  nest ; 
r  an  the  startled  scaly  tribes  that  slink 
10  bis  eorerts,  and  each  fearless  link 
:  dsndng  insects  foiged  upon  his  breast ; 
or  ihew,  and  hopes  and  recollections  worn 
kn  to  the  rital  seat  of  human  day ; 
ikd  meetiD^  tender  partings,  that  npstay 
la  drooping  mind  of  absence,  by  tows  sworn 
aIm pure  presoioe  near  the  trysting  thorn — 
•  ttttkfld  the  Leader  of  my  onward  way. 


XXIX. 


i^oisevd  teDs  of  lance  opposed  to  lance, 

9oQB  dbi^^i^  hone,  *mid  these  retired  domains ; 

'''bftit^eirtiirf  drank  purple  from  the  Teina 

^Wo%frUen,  or  straggling  to  advance^ 

^  totfU  eombat  issued  in  a  trance 

^^ietoiy,  thai  struck  through  heart  and  reins 

bv«i  to  tiie  inmost  seat  of  mortal  pains, 

^  %litened  o'er  the  pallid  countenance. 

H  to  the  loyal  and  the  brave,  who  He 

>  the  Uank  earth,  neglected  and  forlorn, 

^pmring  Winds  memorial  tribute  pay ; 

^  Toncnts  chant  their  praise,  inspiring  scorn 

f  power  usurped ;  with  proclamation  high, 

Bd  ghd  acknowledgment,  of  kwful  sway. 


XXX. 

10  Bwefies  from  innocence,  who  makes  diToroe 

that  serene  companion — a  good  name, 

sorers  not  his  loss ;  but  walks  with  shame, 

th  doubt,  with  fear,  and  haply  with  remorse : 

1  oft^imes  he— who,  yielding  to  the  force 

dvoee'temptation,  ere  his  journey  end, 

m  diosen  comrade  turns,  or  faithful  friend — 

nm  diaU  roe  the  broken  intercourse. 

:  so  wiUi  such  as  loosely  wear  the  chain 

•t  binds  them,  pleasant  River !  to  thy  side : — 

ongh  te  rough  copse  wheel  thou  with  hasty 


to  saunter  o'er  the  grassy  plam, 
e,  when  ^tue  separation  has  been  tried, 
t  wc^  who  part  in  love,  shall  meet  again. 


XXXI. 

Ths  Kibx  of  Ulpha  to  the  pilgrim's  eye 

Is  wdoome  as  a  star,  that  doth  present 

Its  shining  fordiead  throu^  the  peaceful  rent 

Of  a  hhMsk  doud  diffused  o'er  half  the  sky: 

Or  as  a  fruitfid  palm-tree  towering  high 

O'er  the  parched  waste  beside  an  Arab's  tent ; 

Or  the  Indian  tree  whoee  branches,  downward  bent. 

Take  root  again,  a  boundless  canopy. 

How  sweet  were  leisure !  could  it  yield  no  more 

Than  'nud  that  wave>washed  Church-yard  torecline. 

From  pastoral  graves  extracting  thoughts  divine ; 

Or  there  to  pace,  and  mark  the  summits  hoar 

Of  distant  moon-ht  mountains  faintly  shine. 

Soothed  by  the  unseen  River's  gentle  roar. 


XXXII. 

Not  hurled  predpitous  from  steep  to  steep ; 
Lingering  no  more  "mid  flower-enamelled  lands 
And  blooming  thickets ;  nor  by  rocky  bands 
Hdd ;  but  in  radiant  progress  toward  the  Deqp 
Where  mistiest  rivers  into  poweriess  sleep 
Sink,  and  forget  their  nature — now  expands 
Majestic  Duddon,  over  smooth  flat  sands 
Gliding  in  silence  with  unfettered  sweep  1 
Beneath  an  ampler  sky  a  region  wide 
Is  opened  round  him: — hamlets,  towers,  and  towns, 
And  blue-topped  hills,  behold  him  frvm  afar ; 
In  stately  mien  to  sovereign  Thames  allied 
Spreading  his  bosom  under  Kentish  downs, 
With  commerce  freighted,  or  triumphant  war. 


XXXIII. 


OOIfCLUSIOIV. 


But  here  no  cannon  thunders  to  the  gale ; 
Upon  the  wave  no  haughty  pendants  cast 
A  crimson  splendour :  lowly  is  the  mast 
That  rises  here,  and  humbly  spread,  the  sail ; 
While,  less  disturbed  than  in  the  narrow  Vale 
Through  which  with  strange  vicissitudes  he  passed, 
The  Wanderer  seeks  that  receptade  vast 
Where  all  his  unambitious  functions  faiL 
And  may  thy  Poet,  doud-bom  Stream  t  be  free — 
The  sweets  of  earth  contentedly  resigned. 
And  each  tumultuous  working  left  behind 
At  seemly  distance — to  advance  like  Thee; 
Prepared,  in  peace  of  heart,  in  calm  of  mind 
And  soul,  to  mingle  with  Eternity  I 
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/  rssiresT  c/  Thee,  mp  partner  and  mj/  gmib. 
At  brinfj  pait  auay, —  Vaiaijpnpalhla/ 
For,  laehBard,  Daddon  I  at  I  coil  mg  lytt, 

te  whaJ  voMf  and  it,  and  viUt  abide  ; 
St^glida  tlie  Slrtam,a-nd  AtUl /or  eter  glide  ; 
S%e  Fern  rrwmn,  Iht  FitnciMm  near  diet; 


Wiilt  IK,  (Ac  bratt,  iJie  miglily,  and  Su  wfa^ 
We  Men,  who  in  our  morn  t^  gvaXk  d^/tcd 
7%e  etementt,  mutt  vaniti  / — be  il  kI 
Enotujhti/tomMingjTOm  tmr  Xandt  kam  pom 
To  live,  and  aa,aiid  terveOUfutim  kour; 
And  if,  at  loward  tiit  tilenl  tomi  im  go, 
Vinmffh  love,  thrt¥gh  hope,  onifaiA't  Mwmm 

Wt  feel  &atvx  are  groOerOian  tat  lenM. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 
[tac  fdunilcd  u]ii>ti  ■  TmUUm  Co 

DEDICATION. 


I 


sd  irlth  Ihat  pUodmiMnii 


Bd  >]i«d  Willi  elmtafat  nu»  pi 

irreiiliuignentalheliaut'iilM 
i^cthDT  TQnd  in  5p«DHir^  Lot 


nt  wuidslDg  o'er  tbenrlh. 


,  (ben,  IkloiM !  pladgg  wu  ttia  nnarl, 

'  Ber,  -who,  p1««d  by  «rn>w^  UullUiig  du^ 

Ik  u  UiaL  Qmblem  of  ber  lawljr  hart 
Tbe  mllk'VlilIe  Lunb  which  Id  ■  line  the  laA— 


Likotbeb 


.loyilta 


<t  could  WE  baa  u  nf  ■  latrj  thcll 


Bow  msrlrioj  ud  krtow  its  tilled  1 

rn  Di  Ihe  itiHin  ol  lotton  cwuad  to  tow, 
PoriudicTolcfrof  mclodjwutnitU. 
—But,  u  Bft  BalH  diiKiliii  Ibe  dnwjr  oraw, 
And  H"  Uie  Umlil  berbigelean  10  ibaafa 


HuTsi'8  bmlhfaii  InllDBiH  blled  BDt  t< 

A  liniclj-  promiH  of  uclmkul-fiir  rnitt, 
Fuir  fruil  Dt  piDMurc  mi  Hiaic  coolsK 

It  »oth«]  ajt-li  banillM  lu-tbin,  lo  hs 
Once  iofiTQ  of  troubl«  wrmi^bc  bj  mn^  i 
And  grloft  wboM  aery  mollim  dqieuv  Dot  i 
Ttas  pugB  Umt  tsinpt  Uw  Si^t  to  rebel : 
Tbcn,  with  mUd  tTu  bi  biir  uber  chnr. 


Th^  too,  thli  Bdds  a/alifmoemOTVODnUpJai 

Wben  ingulih,  rtnDgaudmnuoInrtliMriHf 
U  tnapered  and  allayed  by  lympiiUile* 

KreD  to  tbe  Interior  KIsda  ;  wbom  tonat'tma 
Protect  rrom  baitlDg  HunbeamB.  and  tba  awe^ 
Of  tho  ibnrp  winds  i—liir  CnialUTca  t— to  whsn  B 
A  calm  and  ilDliw  life,  wjib  lore,  batb  glTsn. 
Tbli  traflio  Btory  obeered  oa :  for  It  apika 
Of  fenukle  pallence  wlnnlBg  arm  npaw; 
And,  of  therocompenfe  (hat  DOTudffwa  B^^ 
A  brlKbt,  cncomflQ)!,  aiample  thorn : 
Nvdf gl  when  o'sr  wide  rulma  Ibe  ImpeM  bna 
tfetdlul  amid  Ufe^  ordlDaiy  wom  :— 
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•  the  Moaet  errtng^y  and  ill, 
im  is  jdeaaure  light  mnd  f ugitire : 
ay  mind  were  equal  to  fulfil 
prdienaiTe  mandate  which  th^  gire— 

.  Momrr,  WasnioBSLAinH 
AfrU  20^  181A. 


3a  Is  transitory— a  step,  a  blow, 

i  motion  of  a  mnade— this  way  or  that— 

( done ;  and  in  the  after-vacancy 

)  wonder  at  ourselresUke  men  betrayed : 

fering  is  permanent,  obsome  and  dark, 

id  has  the  nature  of  infinity. 

A  thioBfl^  that  dsrlniMB  (infinite  though  it  seem 


Vain  aspiration  of  an  earnest  will ! 
Yet  in  this  moral  Strain  a  power  may  lire^ 
BelorM  Wife  I  such  solace  to  impart 
As  it  hath  yielded  to  thy  tender  heart 


Andinemoreable)  gradoos  openings  lie, 
By  which  the  soul— with  patient  steps  of  thought 
Now  toiling,  wafted  now  on  wings  of  prayer- 
May  pass  in  hope,  and,  though  from  mortal  bonds 
Tet  undeliTered,  rise  wifli  sure  ascent 
Bren  to  the  fountain-head  of  peace  divine. 


They  that  deny  a  God,  destroy  Han's  nobility :  for 
linlyMsnisof  kinn  to  the  Beast  by  his  Body; 
tf  he  be  not  of  kinn  to  God  by  his  Spirit,  he  is  a 

ipuble  Creature.  It  destroys  likewise  Magna- 
ity,  and  the  raising  of  humane  Nature:  for  take  an 
>Vl«  of  a  Dogg,  and  mark  what  a  generosity  and 
HF«  be  will  put  on,  when  he  finds  himself  main- 
xl  by  s  Man,  who  to  him  is  instead  of  a  God,  or 
'^  Nstua.    Which  courage  is  manifestly  such,  as 

C^natore  without  that  confidence  of  a  better 

(•than  his  own  could  never  attain.  So  Man,  when 

itcth  sod aasnreth  hjmielf  upon  Divine  protection 

»voQr,  gathereth  a  force  and  faith  which  human 

^  in  itMlf  could  not  obtain.* 

Lord  Baoow. 

CANTO  FIBST. 

I'  Bolton's  old  monastic  tower 

bells  ring  loud  with  gladsome  power; 

^^m  shines  bright ;  the  fields  are  gay 

^  people  in  their  best  array 

'Ole  and  doublet,  hood  and  scarf, 

g  the  banks  of  czystal  Wharf, 

'^igh  the  Vale  retired  and  lowly, 

ping  to  that  summons  holy. 

>  Up  among  the  mooriands,  see 

^  wrinklings  of  blithe  company ! 

''^068  and  of  shepherd  grooms, 

'  ^wn  the  steep  hills  force  their  way, 

Cattle  through  the  budded  brooms ; 
>>  or  no  path,  what  care  they ! 

thus  in  joyous  mood  they  hie 
*^^t(Hi's  mouldering  Priory. 

^ut  would  they  there! — FuD  fifty  yean 
^  somptuous  Pile,  with  all  its  peers, 

^^tfshly  hath  been  doomed  to  taste 

^Attoness  of  wrong  and  waste : 
^^*a\B  are  rayaged;  but  the  tower 
Unding  with  a  Toioe  of  power. 


That  ancient  voice  which  wont  to  call 
To  mass  or  some  high  festival ; 
And  in  the  shattered  fabric's  heart 
Remaineth  one  protected  part ; 
A  Qiapel,  like  a  wild-bird's  nest, 
Closely  embowered  and  trimly  drest ; 
And  thither  young  and  old  repair. 
This  Sabbath-day,  for  praise  and  prayer. 

Fast  the  diurch-yard  filb ; — anon 
Look  again,  and  they  all  are  gone ; 
The  cluster  round  the  porch,  and  the  folk 
Who  sate  in  the  shade  of  the  Prior's  Oak ! 
And  scarcely  have  they  disappeared 
Ere  the  prelusive  hymn  is  heard : — 
With  one  consent  the  people  rejoice, 
filling  the  church  with  a  lofty  voice  t 
They  sing  a  service  which  tliey  feel : 
For  'tis  the  sunrise  now  of  zeal ; 
Of  a  pure  faith  the  vernal  primes— 
In  great  Eliza's  golden  time. 

A  moment  ends  tlie  fervent  din, 
And  all  is  hushed,  without  and  witiiin ; 
For  though  the  priest,  more  tranquiUy, 
Bedtes  the  holy  liturgy. 
The  only  voice  which  you  can  hear 
Is  the  river  murmuriug  near. 
— When  soft ! — the  dui^ky  trc:s  Iwidwocn, 
And  down  the  path  througli  tlie  open  gr<.-<.'ri. 
Where  is  no  hving  thing  to  Uj  wahi  ; 
And  through  yoo  gaU'way,  wh/;re  is  UfUh'\, 
Bcsieath  the  arch  with  ivy  Unituif 
Free  entrance  to  the  churdi-yard  t^nmifl 
Comes  gliding  in  with  lovely  gleam, 
Comes  g^ding  in  seren«  and  al//w, 
Soft  and  silent  as  a  dream, 
AsciUtaryDoe! 
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Wbite  the  ts  as  ^y  of  Jano, 

Aud  b(niul«Dus  as  the  ailvpr  moan 

When  oul  of  sigbt  the  clourls  us  driven 

And  she  is  left  alaoe  in  heaven  ; 

Or  like  A  ship  eome  gentle  day 

In  sunshine  iwling  far  away, 

A  glitlenug  ship,  that  hath  the  pliun 

or  ocean  for  her  onn  donuun. 

Lie  nleiit  in  jonr  gtSiVeB,  je  dead  I 
Ue  quiet  in  your  churdi-yard  bed  1 
Te  living,  tend  your  boly  cares ; 
Ya  muiUtude,  pursue  your  proyera ; 
And  bUma  not  me  if  my  heart  and  sight 
Are  occupied  with  one  delight  I 
"Ha  a  work  for  sabbath  houra 
ir  I  mill  this  bright  Creature  go : 
Whelhar  slie  be  of  forest  bowers, 
From  the  bowers  of  earth  below ; 
Or  a  Spirit  for  one  day  giveti, 
A  pledge  of  grncB  from  purest  heaven. 


What  hi 
Walt  upoD  her  as  she  ranges 
Round  and  through  this  File  of  stale 
Overthrown  and  desolate  [ 
Now  a  step  or  two  her  my 
Leads  through  space  of  open  dajr, 
Where  the  enunoured  sunny  light 
Brighlens  lit-r  thai  was  bo  bright ; 
Now  doth  a  delicate  shadow  fall. 
Falls  upon  ber  like  a  breath. 
From  eomo  lofty  arch  or  wall, 
As  she  passes  underneath : 
Now  some  gloomy  nook  partaiiea 
or  the  glory  that  she  makes,— 
High-ribbed  vault  of  stone,  or  cell, 
With  perfect  canning  framed  as  well 
Of  stooe,  and  ivy,  and  the  spread 
Of  the  elder's  bushy  head  ; 
Some  jealous  sod  forbidiUng  cell, 
That  doth  llie  liviog  Blars  repel. 
And  where  no  flower  bath  leave  to  dwelL 

The  presence  of  this  wandering  Doe 
Fills  many  a  damp  obscure  n^ccas 
With  lustre  of  a  saintly  show  ; 
And,  reappeanng,  she  no  less 
Sheds  on  the  flowers  that  round  ber  blow 

But  say,  among  these  holy  places. 
Which  thus  Dsaiduously  she  paces, 
Comes  she  with  a  votary's  task, 
HIte  to  perform,  or  boon  (o  aak  I 


Fair  PQgrim  I  harbours  she  a  sense 
Of  sorrow,  or  of  reverence  1 
Can  she  be  grieved  for  quire  or  ahrin^ 
Cfushed  as  if  by  wraih  divine  1 
For  what  aurvivea  of  house  whepo  God 
Waa  worshipped,  or  where  Man  abode ; 
For  old  magnilicence  undone ; 
Or  for  the  gentler  work  begun 
By  Nature,  softening  and  omcealiiig. 
And  busy  with  a  band  of  heaUn^  I 
Mourns  slie  for  lordly  ehambeir's  beulb 
That  to  the  sapling  sfh  gives  Urth; 
For  dormitory's  loigth  l^d  bare 
Where  tlie  wild  rose  bloCBOma  lair  j 
Or  allar,  whence  the  erosa  waa  rent, 
Now  rich  with  moaay  oniUDeot  ( 
— She  aeea  a  warrior  carved  in  atone. 
Among  the  tliick  weeds,  stretched  alone 
A  warrior,  with  his  shield  of  pride 
Cleaving  humbly  to  hia  nde. 
And  bauds  in  resignation  presi. 
Palm  to  palm,  on  his  tranquil  breast; 
As  litde  she  regards  the  nght 

If  she  be  doomed  to  inward  can^ 
Or  service,  it  mnal  ha  elseirtient, 
— But  hers  are  eyes  serenely  bri^t, 
Aud  on  she  mores — with  pace  how  GgM 

Nor  spares  to  sloop  her  bc-nd,  and  lasle 
The  Juny  lupf  with  Ho-vera  bcstrown  ; 
Aod  thus  ebe  farts,  until  at  last 
Beside  the  ridge  of  a  grassy  gniTe 
lu  quietness  she  lays  her  down  ; 
Gentle  us  a  weary  wave 
Sinks,  when  the  summer  breeze  hath  dk 
Againsl  an  anchored  Tessel's  ude ; 
Even  so,  without  distress,  doth  she 
Lie  down  in  peace,  and  lovingly. 

The  day  is  pbicid  in  its  goings 
To  a  lingering  motion  boond, 
like  the  crystal  stream  now  flowing 
With  its  soflesl  summer  sotud : 
So  the  balmy  minntes  pass. 
While  (bis  radiant  Creature  lies 
Couched  upon  tbo  dewy  grass, 


wilh  doH 


leyea. 


— But  now  again  the  pi 

Willi  awful  cheer  a  voice  of  praiae  ; 

II  is  tJie  lost,  the  parting  song  ; 

And  from  the  lempie  lordi  they  thtvng. 

And  quickly  spread  themselves  abroAd, 

Wliili!  each  pursues  his  sevoral  rood. 

But  some— a  variegated  band 
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Lnd  old,  and  young, 

n  by  the  hand 

ig  mothers  hung — 

ince  gladly  paid 

5  spot,  where,  full  in  view, 

0  her  service  true, 

ik  has  made. 

y  mound; 

s'  length  of  level  ground 

r  graves  divide : 

pect  of  pride ; 

sickly  mood, 

Q  neighbourhood ; 

ably  would  express 

illness. 

he  is,  my  Child !  draw  near ; 

erefore  should  we  fear ! 

rm ;" — ^but  still  the  Boy, 

•ds  were  softly  said, 

miled,  and  blushed  for  joy, 

ush  of  glowing  red  ! 

'  whispered  low, 

•een  the  famous  Doe ; 

le  hath  found  her  way 

3  sabbath  day ; 

er  it  be,  is  done, 

krt  when  we  are  gone ; 

?Pj  from  year  to  year, 

ling,  foul  or  fair.* 


}} 


Creatxure,  as  in  dreams 

I  her,  yea,  more  bright ; 
r'hat  she  seems  1 

cure  delight, 

nd  doubts, — and  still 

s  against  his  will : 

II  tlie  standers-by, 
;  history 
wherein  appear 

p,  reason  clear, 
k- white  Doc  is  foimd 
hat  lonely  mound; 
r'  joves  to  pace 
i  hallowed  place. 
i  inquiring  mind 
r  confined  : 
r  Truth  that  sees 
renienibrances 
**tery  belong, 
y  skill  can  trace 
every  face. 


There  lack  not  strange  delusion  here. 
Conjecture  vague,  and  idle  fear. 
And  superstitious  fancies  strong. 
Which  do  the  gentle  Creature  wrong. 

That  bearded,  staff-supported  Sire — 
Who  in  his  boyhood  often  fed 
Full  cheerily  on  convent-bread 
And  heard  old  tales  by  the  convent-fire, 
And  to  his  grave  will  go  with  scars, 
ReUcs  of  long  and  distant  wars — 
That  Old  Man,  studious  to  expound 
The  spectacle,  is  mounting  high 
To  days  of  dim  antiquity ; 
When  Lady  Aaliza  mourned 
Her  Son,  and  felt  in  her  despair 
The  pang  of  unavailing  prayer ; 
Her  Son  in  Wharf's  abysses  drowned. 
The  noble  Boy  of  Egremound. 
From  which  affliction — when  the  grace 
Of  God  had  in  her  heart  found  place — 
A  pious  structure,  fair  to  see. 
Rose  up,  this  stately  Priory ! 
The  Lady's  work ; — but  now  laid  low ; 
To  the  grief  of  her  soul  that  doth  come  and  go. 
In  the  beautiful  form  of  this  innocent  Doe : 
Which,  though  seemingly  doomed  in  its  breast  to 

sustain 
A  softened  remembrance  of  sorrow  and  pain. 
Is  spotless,  and  holy,  and  gentle,  and  bright ; 
And  glides  o'er  the  earth  like  an  angel  of  hght 

Pass,  pass  who  will,  yon  chantry  door ; 
And,  through  the  chink  in  the  fractured  floor 
Look  down,  and  see  a  griesly  sight ; 
A  vault  where  the  bodies  are  buried  upright ! 
There,  face  by  face,  and  band  by  hand. 
The  Claphams  and  Mauleverers  stand ; 
And,  in  his  place,  among  son  and  sire. 
Is  John  de  Clapham,  that  fierce  Esquire, 
A  vaUant  man,  and  a  name  of  dread 
In  the  ruthless  wars  of  the  White  and  Red; 
Who  dragged  Earl  Pembroke  from  Banbury  church 
And  smote  off  his  head  on  the  stones  of  the  porch ! 
Look  down  among  them,  if  you  dare ; 
Oft  does  the  White  Doe  loiter  there. 
Prying  into  the  darksome  rent ; 
Nor  can  it  be  with  good  intent : 
So  thinks  that  Dame  of  haughty  air. 
Who  hath  a  Page  her  book  to  hold. 
And  wears  a  frontlet  edged  with  gold. 
Harsh  thoughts  with  her  high  mood  agre&— 
Who  counts  among  her  ancestry 
Earl  Pembroke,  slain  so  impiously ! 


p 

^^^^^ 
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Tbrt  Blender  Yooth,  a  scholar  pale, 

From  Oxford  come  to  his  im^Te  vale. 

Which  yet  do  unto  some  impurt 

He  also  lialh  his  own  conceit: 

Ad  undisturbed  repose  of  heart 

It  ia,  ihiaka  be,  the  gracious  Faliy, 

Aod  all  the  ssaemhly  own  a  law 

Who  lovBd  the  Shppherd-lord  to  meet 

Of  orderly  respect  and  awe ; 

InliiswMderingsBoUtary: 

Bnta«>-a.ey™niahoneby<m<4 

Wild  notos  she  in  his  hearing  sang. 

And  last,  the  Doe  herself  is  gune. 

A  song  of  Nature's  hidden  powers ; 

That  whistled  like  the  wind,  and  tang 

Hpjp  1  we  have  been  full  long  bipulnl 

Among  the  rocks  and  holly  bowers. 

By  YBgne  llioughta,  lra*d  by  fandei  viU  | 

'Twas  said  that  She  all  aliapea  could  wear ; 

To  which,  with  no  reluetant  striap. 

And  oflcntiniea  before  him  stood, 

Tlion  hast  attaned  thy  murmurings; 

Amid  the  trees  of  some  lliick  «ood, 

And  now  before  (his  PUe  we  stand 

In  solitade,  and  utter  peace : 

And  taught  him  mgns,  and  showed  him  aghoi, 

But,  Harp  1  thy  murmure  may  not  tOMt— 

In  Cravon's  dens,  on  Ciunbrinn  hcighla ; 

A  Spirit,  with  his  angelic  wings. 

When  under  cloud  of  fear  he  ky. 

In  soft  and  breeze-like  Tudri■.g^ 

A  shepherd  dud  in  liomelj  grey  ; 

Haa  touched  thee— and  a  Spirit's  hrad : 

Nor  left  him  M  his  htler  day. 

A  voice  ia  with  us-a  command 

And  hence,  when  he,  with  flpear  and  shield. 

To  diant,  in  strains  of  heavenly  glory, 

Rodo  full  of  yeMB  to  Ploddon-ficld, 

A  tale  of  tears,  a  mortal  story  I 

His  eye  could  aeo  tiic  hidden  spring, 

And  how  the  eurreot  wu  to  flow ; 

The  fatal  end  of  Scotland's  King, 

CANTO  SECONJ). 

And  all  that  hopeless  overtl.row. 

But  not  in  wars  did  he  delight. 

The  Harp  in  lowliness  obeyed ; 

I'M.  Clifforf  wiihed  for  wordiior  might ; 
Nor  in  broad  pomp,  or  courtly  state  ; 

And  a  solitary  Hsid; 

Him  his  own  thoughts  did  clevu,te,— 

Bi^giuning,  where  the  9on["  must  end. 

Moat  happy  in  the  shy  l-ecess 

Widi  hei-,  and  with  her  sylvan  FriunJ ; 

Tho  Friend  who  stood  before  ber  »^t. 

And  choice  of  studious  Mends  hod  ne 

Of  BolUn's  dear  bateniity ; 

Who,  slaiidhie  on  this  old  chnrch  tower. 

Of  love,  upon  a  hopeless  oartJi. 

Perused,  with  him,  the  sliuTy  sky  [ 

For  She  it  was— tJiis  Maid,  who  wtoo^ 

Or,  m  Ihoir  cells,  with  him  did  pry 

Meekly,  with  foreboding  thought. 

For  other  lore,— by  keen  desire 

In  Tormal  colours  and  in  gold 

Urged  to  close  toil  with  chemic  firs ; 

An  onbleat  work ;  which,  standing  by. 

In  quest  belike  of  tran^mutationa 

Her  Father  did  wtlh  joy  behold,— 

Rich  ns  the  mine's  moat  bright  creations. 

Exultiog  in  its  imagery  ; 

Bat  they  and  (lieir  good  works  arc  fled. 

A  Banner,  faahioaed  to  fnlEl 

And  all  is  now  diBqmel/.d— 

Too  perfectly  his  headstrong  will : 

And  peace  is  none,  for  Uving  or  dead ! 

For  on  this  Banner  had  her  hand 

Ah,  pensive  Scholar,  think  not  bo. 

The  sacred  Cross ;  and  figured  there 

Bot  look  again  at  the  radiant  Doe  ! 

Tlie  live  dear  wounds  one  Lord  did  ban; 

What  quiet  watch  she  seoma  to  keep. 

Full  soon  to  be  uplifted  high. 

Alone,  beside  that  grassy  h«ip  ! 

And  float  in  rueful  compwiy  I 

Why  mcnaoi)  other  thoughta  uuinoct 

For  visioa  so  composed  and  sweet! 

It  was  the  time  when  England's  Queen 

While  stand  the  people  in  a  riiig. 

Nor  yet  the  restless  crown  had  been 

Disturbed  upon  her  rii^  head ; 
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-workiiig  North 

I  its  thonaaiids  fortii, 

ge,  to  fight 

1  NeTille's  rig^ty 

iagued  in  diacontoity 

wishes  open  vent ; 

1  a  general  plea, 

mt  piety 

tly  restored, 

ice  of  the  sword ! 

lanner,  on  whose  breast 

idy  had  exprest 

Q  to  give  life 

a  dangerous  strife ; 

iting  for  the  Call, 

Rylstone-haU. 

Francis  Norton  said, 
not  in  this  fray — 

lite  upon  your  head ; 

ir  me  when  I  say 

late  a  day ! 

our  own  good  name : 

>us  Queen  have  we, 

Euid  the  claim 

bumanity. — 

endure  your  scorn ; 

our  eldest  bom ; 

hip  or  for  land, 

clasp  your  knees ; 

h  not,  stay  your  hand, 

r  men  disband, 

i  in  blameless  ease ; 

ithren^s  sake,  for  me ; 
for  Emily ! 


f> 


»ises  filled  the  hall ; 
id  the  Father  hear 
lounced  with  a  dying  fall— > 
only  Daughter  dear, 
•  which  stood  near 
k  of  holy  pride, 
es  were  glorified ; 
3  the  staff,  and  say : 
bear'st  thy  father's  name, 
isign  till  the  day 
■equire  the  same : 
my  better  hand ; — 
e  as  thou,  I  see, 
lis  good  cause  and  me." 
^t  brave  sons  straightway 
,  a  gallant  band ! 

sons,  when  forth  he  came 
iled  with  loud  acclaim 


And  din  of  arms  and  minstrelsy. 

From  all  his  warlike  tenantry. 

All  horsed  and  hamesBed  with  him  to  ride, — 

A  voice  to  which  the  hills  replied ! 

But  Fr&nds,  in  the  Tacant  hall. 
Stood  silent  under  dreary  weight, — 
A  phantasm,  in  which  roof  and  wall 
Shook,  tottered,  swam  before  his  sight ; 
A  phantasm  like  a  dream  of  night ! 
Thus  overwhelmed,  and  desolate. 
He  found  his  way  to  a  postern-gate ; 
And,  when  he  waked,  his  languid  eye 
Was  on  the  calm  and  silent  sky ; 
With  air  about  him  breathing  sweet, 
And  earth's  green  grass  beneath  his  feet ; 
Nor  did  he  fail  ere  long  to  hear 
A  sound  of  miUtary  cheer. 
Faint — ^but  it  reached  that  sheltered  spot ; 
He  heard,  and  it  disturbed  him  not 

There  stood  he,  leaning  on  a  lanoe 
Which  he  had  grasped  unknowingly. 
Had  blindly  grasped  in  that  strong  trance. 
That  dimness  of  heart-agony ; 
There  stood  he,  cleansed  from  the  despair 
And  sorrow  of  his  fruitless  prayer. 
The  past  he  calmly  hath  reviewed : 
But  where  will  be  the  fortitude 
Of  this  brave  man,  when  he  shall  see 
That  Form  beneath  the  spreading  tree. 
And  know  that  it  is  Emily  t 

He  saw  her  where  in- open  view 
She  sate  beneath  the  spreading  yew — 
Her  head  upon  her  lap,  concealing 
In  solitude  her  bitter  feeling : 
**  Might  ever  son  command  a  are, 
The  act  were  justified  to-day." 
This  to  himself— and  to  the  Maid, 
Whom  now  he  had  approached,  he  said — 
^  Gone  are  they^ — they  have  their  desire ; 
And  I  with  thee  one  hour  will  stay. 
To  give  thee  comfort  if  I  may.' 


»> 


She  heard,  but  looked  not  up,  nor  spake ; 
And  sorrow  moved  him  to  partake 
Her  silence ;  then  his  thoughts  turned  roimd. 
And  fervent  words  a  passage  found. 

**  Gone  are  they,  bravely,  though  misled ; 
With  a  dear  Father  at  their  head ! 
The  Sons  obey  a  natural  lord ; 
The  Father  had  given  solemn  word 


w 

^^^^^v 

29S                                             POEUS  OP  THE  IMAGIKATION. 

To  noble  Perey  ;  and  &  force 

Therewith  he  threw  away  the  lanee. 

Which  he  had  giaaped  in  that  alnuig  tnni*| 

Thia  said,  our  teare  lo-dny  maj  &D 

Ab  at  iw  innocent  fnnBraL 

Between  him  and  the  pure  intent 

In  deep  and  awfnl  channel  rana 

Of  love  on  which  Wb  »ul  waa  bent 

TbiB  Bjmpalby  of  Sire  and  Sons ; 

Untried  our  Dratbcn  bave  been  loved 

"For  thee,  for  thee,  is  left  the  seme 

Wilb  he«rt  by  •imple  nature  moved  j 

Of  trial  paat  without  ofTence 

To  God  or  man;  snch  iunocsnce. 

For  faithM  we  mnst  call  them,  bearing 

That  Boul  of  conscientious  daring. 

— ITiere  were  they  aU  in  circle— there 

In  that  thy  very  Btrength  muat  Be. 

Stood  Richard,  AmbroBe,  Cbrialopher, 

—0  Sister,  I  could  prophesy  I 

John  «ith  >,  B*ord  that  will  not  fail, 

The  time  is  come  that  rings  the  kneQ 

And  Marmaduka  in  fearless  mail. 

Of  aU  we  loved,  and  loved  so  weU  ; 

And  those  bright  Twins  were  side  by  side  ; 

Hope  nothmg,  if  I  thna  may  speak 

And  there,  by  fresh  hopes  beautified, 

To  thee,  a  womou,  and  thence  we»k; 

Stood  He,  whoso  arm  yet  httks  the  power 

Hope  nothing,  I  repeat;  for  we 

Of  tnui,  our  youngest,  forest  flower  1 

I,  by  the  right  of  eldest  bora. 

'TU  meet  that  thou  with  me  divide 

And  in  a  seaind  father's  place. 

The  thought  while  I  am  by  thy  sidt^ 

Preanmed  to  grapple  with  iheir  BConi, 

And  meet  their  pity  face  to  face ; 

A  comfort  in  the  dart  ahysB. 

Yea,  tniBting  m  God's  holy  aid, 

But  look  not  for  me  when  I  am  gone. 

J  to  my  Father  knelt  and  prayed  ;     . 

And  be  no  farther  wrought  up™  : 

FareweU  aU  wishes,  all  debate. 

Mctho.,ht,w«  yielding  inwarfly. 

All  prayers  for  this  CMKt,  or  for  tbU  t 

And  wenld  have  laid  his  purpose  by. 

Weep,  if  that  aid  tboe ;  but  df^Mld 

Bnt  for  a  glance  of  his  Fathor'B  eye, 

Upon  no  help  of  oatwrard  friend ; 

Which  I  myself  could  Bcarccly  brook. 

Espouse  thy  doom  at  oucc,  and  cleave 
To  fortitude  witliout  reprieve. 

Then  be  we,  each  and  all,  forgiven  t 

For  wo  must  fall,  both  we  and  onrs— 

Thou,  chiefly  thou,  my  Sister  dear, 

This  Klanmon  and  these  pleasant  howen. 

Whose  pangs  are  regielercd  in  heaven— 

The  stifled  aigh,  the  hidrlen  tear. 

Our  fate  is  theira,  wilt  reach  them  all ; 

And  smiles,  that  dared  to  lake  their  phkce. 

Tlie  young  horse  must  forsake  his  maogs-, 

Meek  GUal  amiles,  upon  thy  face, 

And  learn  to  glory  in  a  Stranger ; 

Tlie  luiwk  forget  his  perch  ;  the  hound 

Beneath  a  loving  old  Stan's  view. 

Be  parted  from  his  ancient  ground  : 

Tliy  part  is  done— thy  painful  part ; 

The  bloat  will  sweep  us  all  away — 

Be  thou  then  satisfied  m  heart  1 

One  dcsolatirji,  one  decay  I 

A  further,  though  far  easier,  task 

And  oYcn  this  Creature  1"  which  word,  ayia 

Than  thine  hath  been,  my  duties  ask  ; 

He  pointed  to  a  lovely  Doe, 

Wilh  theira  my  efforts  conijol  blend. 

A  few  steps  distant,  feeding,  straying  ; 

I  cannot  for  such  cause  contend  ; 

Fair  creature,  and  more  white  than  aiovl 

Their  BJms  I  utterly  forawear ; 

"  Even  she  will  tn  her  peaceful  woods 

But  I  in  body  will  be  there. 

Unarmed  and  naked  will  I  go, 

And  be  in  heart  and  soul  the  sum 

Be  at  their  side,  come  weal  or  woe  : 

She  woe  before  she  hither  came ; 

On  kmd  occasions  I  may  wail. 

Kre  she  had  learned  to  love  iu  all. 

See,  hear,  obitruct,  or  mitigate. 

Herself  beloved  in  Rylslone  halL 

Bare  breast  I  take  and  on  empty  band'."— 

The  last  leaf  on  a  bkisted  tree  ; 

If  not  in  vain  we  breathed  the  breath 

•  See  the  OW  Ballaa^'Th.  RIbIdi  of  the  North.- 
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lerofapurerfidih ; 

i  in  hand  we  have  been  led. 

Km,  (0  happy  thought  this  day!) 

Idom  foreniost  in  the  way ; 

ow  thongjit  our  minds  have  fed^ 

e  hare  in  one  meaning  read  ; 

91  at  home  oar  priTate  weal 

ioffered  from  the  shock  of  zea]^ 

ler  we  hare  learned  to  prize 

innoe  and  self-sacrifice ; 

like  combatants  hare  fiuredy 

ir this  issue  been  prepared; 

1  art  beautiful,  and  youth 

Iwogfat  endue  thee  with  all  truth— 

Qog ;— be  wcnrthy  of  the  grace 

d,  and  fin  thy  destined  place : 

1,  by  force  of  sorrows  high, 

Bd  to  the  purest  sky 

listnibed  humanity !" 

codedy— <ir  she  heard  no  more ; 
1  ha  from  the  yew-tree  shade, 
i  the  mansioii's  silent  door, 
i>ed  the  eonaecrated  Maid ; 
^09n  the  Talley  then  pursued, 
,  the  anned  Multitude. 


CANTO  TUIHD. 

^  far  you  idio  from  the  towers 
Hicepeth  look  in  doubt  and  fear, 
I  melaocholy  hours ! 
hn  it,  let  your  Masters  hear 
^'ortoo  with  his  band  is  near ! 
itdunen  from  their  station  high 
3Deed  the  word^ — and  the  Earls 
■ieaaed,  the  armed  Company 
ing  down  the  banks  of  Were. 


fearless  Norton  to  the  pair 

onh  to  greet  him  on  the  plain — 

i&eeting,  noble  Lords !  looks  fair, 

;  with  me  a  goodly  train  ; 

Wts  are  with  you  :  hill  and  dale 

>dped  us :  Ure  we  croaeed,  and  Swale, 

vie  and  harness  followed — see 

*t  part  of  their  Yeomanry ! 

d  forth,  my  Sons ! — these  eight  are  mine, 

to  this  serrioe  I  conunend  ; 

^7  soe'er  oar  fate  incline, 

^  be  faithful  to  the  end ; 

*«  my  all " — voice  failed  him  hcre^ 

^  lave  one,  a  Daughter  dear ! 


Whom  I  have  leftt  Love's  mildest  birth. 
The  meekest  Child  on  this  blessed  earth. 
I  had — but  these  are  by  my  side. 
These  Eight,  and  this  is  a  day  of  pride ! 
The  time  is  ripe.    With  festive  din 
Lo !  how  the  people  are  flocking  in, — 
Like  hungry  fowl  to  the  feeder's  hand 
When  snow  lies  heavy  upon  the  land." 

He  spake  bare  truth ;  for  fSar  and  near 
From  every  side  came  noisy  swarms 
Of  Peasants  in  their  homely  gear ; 
And,  mixed  with  these,  to  Brancepeth  came 
Grave  Gentry  of  estate  and  name. 
And  Captains  known  for  worth  in  arms ; 
And  prayed  the  Earls  in  self-defence 
To  rise,  and  prove  their  innocence. — 
<*  Rise,  noble  Earls,  put  forth  your  mi^t 
For  holy  Church,  and  the  People's  right  V 

The  Norton  fixed,  at  this  demand. 
His  eye  upon  Northumberland, 
And  said  ;  **  The  Minds  of  Men  will  own 
No  loyal  rest  while  En^and's  Crown 
Remains  without  an  Heir,  the  bait 
Of  strife  and  factions  desperate ; 
Who,  paying  deadly  hate  in  kind 
Through  all  things  else,  in  this  can  find 
A  mutual  hope,  a  conmion  mind ; 
And  plot,  and  pant  to  overwhelm 
All  ancient  hcmour  in  the  realm. 
— Brave  Earls  !  to  whose  heroic  veins 
Our  noblest  blood  is  given  in  trust, 
To  you  a  sufiering  State  complains. 
And  ye  must  raise  her  from  the  dust 
With  wrishes  of  stifl  bolder  scope 
On  you  we  look,  with  dearest  hope  ; 
Even  for  our  Altars — for  the  prize 
In  Heaven,  of  life  that  never  dies ; 
For  the  old  and  holy  Church  we  moam. 
And  must  in  joy  to  her  return. 
Behold ! " — and  from  his  Son  whose  stand 
Was  oo  his  rig^t,  from  that  guardian  hand 
He  took  the  Banner,  and  unfurled 
The  predoos  folds— ^  behold,'*  said  be, 
**  The  ransom  of  a  sinful  world  ; 
Let  this  yoor  preservatioa  be ; 
The  woonds  of  hands  and  feet  and  nde. 
And  the  sacred  Cross  oo  which  Jesos  died 
— Tins  bring  I  from  an  anctent  hearth. 
These  Records  wrought  in  pledge  of  love 
By  hands  of  no  ignoble  birth, 
A  Maid  o'er  whom  the  blessed  Dove 
Vouchsafed  in  gentleness  to  brood 


Whilo  she  the  holy  work  pureued." 

«  Uplift  the  Standard '. "  wm  the  cry 

From  all  the  listeaera  tbut  Blood  rounr), 

«  Plant  it,— by  thiB  we  live  or  die." 

The  Norton  ceased  not  for  that  sound, 

But  said  ;  "  The  prayer  which  yo  have  heard, 

Much  Injured  Earls  1  by  those  preferred, 

Ib  ofTered  to  flie  Siunta,  the  sigh 

Of  tens  of  thooBnnds,  Bcerelly." 

"Uplift  it !"  cried  onee  more  the  Band, 

And  theu  a  tliougbtEiil  p^njw  enmed : 

"  Uplift  it ! "  gMd  Northumborlaud — 

Whereat,  from  all  the  multitude 

Who  ran  the  Banner  reared  on  high 

In  all  its  dread  embbuonry, 

A  voice  of  Htlcrniost  joy  brake  out : 

The  traosportwaa  rolled  domi  the  river  of  Were, 

And  Durliom,  the  ttnie-honoured  Dutham,  did 

And  the  towers  of  Sniat  Cuthbert  were  stirred 
by  the  ahont  I 

Now  waa  the  North  in  nnni :— they  shine 

In  warlike  trim  from  Tweed  to  Tyne, 

At  Fcrey'a  voice :  and  Neville  aeea 

His  Followers  gathering  in  &om  Teee, 

From  Were,  and  all  the  little  rills 

Conenled  among  the  forked  hills — 

Sevan  hundred  Knights,  Retuners  all 

Of  Neville,  at  their  Master's  roll 

Had  rate  together  in  Rnby  Hall  1 

Such  Btrength  that  Earldom  held  of  yore  ; 

Nor  wanted  at  this  time  rich  store 

Of  well-appointed  chivalry. 

—Not  loth  the  deepy  hmee  to  wield. 

And  greet  the  old  patcmal  shield. 

They  heard  the  summons  ;— and,  furthermore, 

Horsemen  and  Foot  of  each  degree, 

Unbound  hy  pledge  of  fealty. 

Appeared,  with  free  and  open  bale 

or  DDieltiea  in  Church  and  State  ; 

Knight,  burgher,  yeoman,  and  esquu^  ; 

And  Romish  priest.  In  priest's  attire. 

And  thus,  in  arms,  a  zealous  Band 

Proeccding  under  joint  command, 

To  Dorliora  firat  their  conrse  they  bear  ; 

And  in  Saint  Cuthbert's  ancient  seat 

Sang  mans, — and  lore  the  book  of  pmyer, — 

And  trod  the  bible  beneath  their  feet 

Thence  marching  southward  smooth  and  free 
<  They  mustered  their  host  at  Wctherby, 
Full  NEteen  thousand  fiur  to  see  ■  i ' 
■  From  Ihe  old  DaUad. 


The  Choicest  Warriors  of  Ibe  Norlli  I 
But  none  for  beauty  and  for  wortli 
Like  those  eight  Son»— who,  in  a  rinf-, 
(Ripe  meu,  or  blooming  in  life's  Bpring) 
Each  with  a  lance,  erect  and  taQ, 
A  falcbioD,  and  a  buckler  anall, 
Stood  by  (heir  Sin^  on  Clifford-moar, 
To  guard  the  Standard  which  ba  ban. 
On  foot  they  girt  thrar  Father  round  i 
And  so  will  keep  the  appointed  gnmnd 
Where'er  thour  march :  no  ateed  will  t$ 
Henceforth  bestride  ;— tritmiphantly, 
He  stands  upon  the  grasy  Bod, 
Trusting  himwlf  to  the  earth,  and  GoS. 
Rare  sight  to  emholdea  and  inspin  I 
Proud  was  the  fich]  of  Sona  and  Kr*  ; 
Of  Imn  the  moat ;  and,  sooth  to  la;. 
No  shape  of  man  in  all  the  array 
So  graced  the  Eonshine  of  (hat  day. 
The  monumental  pomp  of  aga 
Was  with  this  goodly  Personag* ; 
A  stature  undepressed  in  size. 
Unbent,  which  rather  aoemea  la  rtsc^  * 
In  open  victory  o'b;  the  weight  i 

Of  seventy  years,  to  loflier  hsight ;       | 
Magnific  limhs  of  withered  atale  ; 
A  face  to  fear  sod  n 
Eyee  dark  and  stTMl;. 
Bright  locks  of  silver  hair,  thick  «pn«4 
Wliich  a  bron-n  miirioQ  liatf-cmniwlcd. 
Light  as  a  liuiileT>a  of  the  field  ; 
And  thus,  with  girdle  round  his  waist. 
Whereon  the  Banncr-etaff  might  real 
At  need,  hi<  stood,  advancing  high 
The  glittering,  floating  Pageantry. 

Who  sees  him  t — thoosanda  ttie,  and  i 
With  unpartidpated  gaze  ; 
Who,  'mong  those  Ihonaanda,  frioid  hat 
And  treads  in  aolitary  ways. 
He,  following  wheresoe'er  he  n^glit. 
Hath  watched  the  Banner  from  abr. 
As  shcpberda  watch  a  lonely  UBr, 
Or  mariners  the  distant  tight 
That  guides  them  through  a  stormy  nigl 
And  now,  upon  a  chosen  plot 
Of  ri^ng  ground,  yon  hoaUiy  cpot  I 
He  takes  alone  his  fai'^B'  stand. 
With  breast  nnmailed,  unweaftooed  bM> 
Bold  is  his  aspect ;  but  his  eye 
Is  pregnant  with  anidety. 
While,  like  a  tutelary  Power. 
He  there  stands  Bied  from  hour  to  bov 
Yet  samelimcs  in  more  bmnblc  euiac. 
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the  tarf-dad  hei^t  he  lies 
hed,  herdsniAii-likey  as  if  to  baak 
ueiuiie  were  hie  only  taek^ 
f  his  msntie's  help  to  find 
ehar  from  the  nippiiig  wind  : 
tfaofly  with  short  ohliTion  blest, 
ireaiy  qiints  gather  rest 
mbefiftshiseyes ;  andlo! 
I  ptgeiot  glsnidng  to  and  fro  ; 
Ihope  is  wakened  hy  the  sight, 
flM&ee  maj  learn,  ere  (all  of  night, 
ikli  my  the  tide  is  doomed  to  flow. 

!o  London  were  the  Chieftains  hent ; 

iwhatsTsils  the  bold  intentt 

lojal  anny  is  gone  forth 

qoeil  the  Risnio  of  the  Nobih  ; 

7  much  with  Dudley  at  their  head, 

i}in  seren  days'  space,  will  to  York  be  led! — 

inehamighly  Host  be  raised 

B  Btddfloly,  and  brought  so  near  t 

'  Eirig  upon  each  other  gazed, 

I  NeriDe's  cheek  grew  pale  with  fear  ; 

,  with  aUg^  and  Taliant  name, 

bore  I  heart  of  timid  fr«me ; 

1  bold  if  both  had  been,  yet  they 

;uist  80  many  may  not  stay  *.' 

^  therefore  will  they  hie  to  seize 

inog  Hold  on  the  banks  of  Tees ; 

w  wait  a  &TourabIe  hour, 

il  Lord  Dacre  with  his  power 

0  Naworth  come ;  and  Howard^s  aid 

nth  them  openly  displayed. 

lule  through  the  Host,  from  man  to  man, 

^^^oorof  this  purpose  ran, 

Standard  trusting  to  the  care 

Bt  w1k>  heretofore  did  bear 

charge,  impatient  Norton  sought 

SdefiLains  to  unfold  his  thought, 

has  abruptly  spake ; — ^  We  yield 

Qo  it  be  1)  an  unf ought  field ! — 

)ft  has  strength,  the  strength  of  heaven, 

*  triumphantly  been  giyen ! 

0  oar  very  children  boast 

'wd  Thurston — what  a  Host 

Qqoeied ! — Saw  we  not  the  Plain 

flying  shall  behold  again) 

e faith  was  proved! — while  to  battle  moved 

^dard,  on  the  Sacred  Wain 

)Qre  it,  compassed  round  by  a  bold 

^  of  Barons  old ; 


*  Fran  the  old  Ballad. 


And  with  those  grey-haired  champions  stood, 
Under  the  saintly  ensigns  three. 
The  infSant  Heir  of  Mowbray's  blood — 
All  confident  of  victoiy  1 — 
Shall  Percy  blush,  then,  for  his  name! 
Must  Westmorehmd  be  asked  with  shame 
Whose  were  the  numbers,  where  the  loss, 
In  that  other  day  of  Neville's  Cross ! 
When  the  Prior  of  Durham  with  holy  hand 
Raised,  as  the  Yision  gave  eonunand. 
Saint  Cuthbert's  Relio — ^fSar  and  near 
Kenned  on  the  point  of  a  lofty  spear ; 
While  the  Monks  prayed  in  Maiden's  Bower 
To  Grod  desc^iding  in  his  power. 
Less  would  not  at  our  need  be  due 
To  us,  who  war  against  the  Untrue ; — 
The  delegates  of  Heaven  we  rise, 
Convoked  the  impious  to  chastise : 
We,  we,  the  sanctities  of  old 
Would  re-establish  and  uphold : 

Be  warned  "—His  zeal  the  Chiefs  confounded. 

But  word  was  given,  and  the  trumpet  sounded : 

Back  through  the  mehmcholy  Host 

Went  Norton,  and  resumed  his  post 

Alas !  thought  he,  and  have  I  borne 

This  Banner  raised  with  joyful  pride, 

This  hope  of  all  posterity. 

By  those  dread  symbols  sanctified ; 

Thus  to  become  at  once  the  scorn 

Of  babbling  winds  as  they  go  by, 

A  spot  of  shame  to  the  sun's  bright  eye, 

To  the  light  clouds  a  mockery ! 

— **  Even  these  poor  eight  of  mine  would  stem — " 

Half  to  himself,  and  half  to  them 

He  spake — **  would  stem,  or  quell,  a  force 

Ten  times  their  number,  man  and  horse; 

This  by  their  own  unaided  might. 

Without  their  father  in  their  sight. 

Without  the  Cause  for  which  they  fight ; 

A  Cause,  which  on  a  needful  day 

Would  breed  us  thousands  brave  as  they." 

— So  speaking,  he  his  reverend  head 

Raised  towards  that  Imagery  once  more : 

But  the  familiar  prospect  shed 

Despondency  unfelt  before : 

A  shock  of  intimations  vain. 

Dismay,  and  superstitious  pain. 

Fell  on  him,  with  the  sudden  thought 

Of  her  by  whom  the  work  was  wrought : — 

Oh  wherefore  was  her  countenance  bright 

With  love  divine  and  genUe  light ! 

She  would  not,  could  not,  disobey, 

But  her  Faith  leaned  another  way. 

Ill  tears  she  wept ;  I  saw  them  fall. 


> 
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I  overliBttrf  lier  aa  rfie  spake 

Ag^nst  all  good  »— but  why  declare. 

Sail  wonk  to  thnt  mute  Aniinal, 

At  longtb,  the  issne  of  a  pnyer 

The  While  Doe,  in  the  howttiora  brake ; 

She  BtMped,  but  not  for  Jesu's  sake. 

Too  frc«  (o  one  bri^t  momenfi  hope  t 

This  Cross  in  Wm :  by  lier,  and  One 

Suffice  it  that  the  Son,  who  strors 

Dnworthier  fw  «e  are  uudooe— 

Witlifraitle«  effort  to  illiy 

That  passion,  prudently  gave  w»y; 

Over  Oiat  tender  Spirit— assailed 

Nor  did  he  torn  awde  to  prove 

Too  oft  alaa  i  by  her  whose  bead 

His  BmtherB-  wisdom  or  their  lov^ 

In  the  cold  grave  hath  long  been  laid ; 

But  cahnly  fi™B  the  spot  withdrew  ; 

His  best  endeavours  to  renew, 

Hor  docile,  miBUflpecting  Child : 

Should  e'er  a  kindlier  tone  ensue. 

Far  bMk— far  back  my  mind  most  go 

To  reach  the  weU.apting  of  this  woe ! 

While  Ihns  he  brooded,  music  sweet 

CAKTO  FomtTB. 

or  border  tunfe  waa  pUycd  to  cheer 

'Tis  night :  in  nlence  looldng  down. 

The  footstep  of  a  qaick  retreat ; 

The  Moon,  from  cloudlen  etbcr,  mm 

Bnt  Norton  lingered  in  the  rear. 

A  Camp,  and  a  beleaguered  Towa, 

Stung  with  aharp  diougiita  ;  and  ere  the  latX 

And  Castle  like  a  Hlatuly  crown 

On  Iho  steep  rocka  of  winding  Tee*  ;— 

Before  bi»  Father,  Franeia  stood, 

And  spake  in  tirm  and  earnest  mood. 

Hill-top,  and  Hood,  and  foreet  grtm. 
The  bright  Moon  ae«  tbal  valh^  (mri 

«  Though  here  I  bend  a  suppliant  knee 

Id  rererence,  and  nnarmed,  I  bear 

A  venerable  image  yield. 

In  your  indignant  thonghta  my  absi« ; 

Am  grieved  this  backward  march  to  nee 

While  from  one  pillared  ehinmey  faro 

So  carcicss  and  disorderly. 

The  smoke,  and  monnls  in  silver  wr«i 

I  scorn  your  Chiefs— men  who  would  lead, 

—The  court!  are  hushed  ;— for  timely 

And  yet  want  courage  at  tJteir  need : 

The  grey-hounds  to  their  kennel  creep 

Then  took  at  them  with  open  eyes  i 

The  peacock  in  the  broad  ash  tree 

Deserve  they  fnrther  sacrifice  I— 

Aloft  ia  roosted  for  the  night. 

If— when  tliey  shrink,  nor  dare  oppose 

He  who  in  proud  prosperity 

In  open  field  IheLr  gathering  foes, 

Of  colon™  manifold  and  bright 

(And  fast,  from  this  decisive  day, 

Walked  round,  affrondng  the  daylight 

Yon  multitade  mnrt  melt  away  0 

And  higher  still,  above  the  bower 

H  DOW  I  ask  a  grace  not  claimed 

Where  ho  is  perched,  from  yon  lone  1 

Be  an  endeavour  that  can  do 

With  glittering  finger  points  at  nine. 

No  injury  to  them  or  jou. 

My  Father!  I  would  help  to  l^nd 

Ah  1  who  could  think  that  ■adneaa  t 

A  piBCD  of  shelter,  till  the  rage 

Hath  any  sway  I  or  pMn,  or  fear  1 

or  cruel  men  do  like  the  wind 

A  soft  and  lulling  sound  is  heard 

Exhaust  itself  and  «nk  to  real ; 

Of  Btreamfl  inaudible  by  day  ; 

Be  Brother  now  to  Brother  joined ! 

The  garden  pool's  dark  anrfaie,  rtirro 

Admit  me  in  the  equipage 

By  the  night  insects  in  their  pby. 

Breaks  into  dimples  small  and  bright ; 

Wha(«vcr  fal«  remain  behind. 

A  thousand,  thousand  ring*  of  Ught 

1  may  bear  witness  ui  my  breast 

To  your  nobility  of  mind  1" 

Ahnost  as  soon  ii  seen  :— »nd  lo  ! 
Not  distant  far,  the  milk-white  Doe— 

"  Then  Enrany,  my  banc  and  blight ! 

The  same  who  quietly  was  fcvd'mg 

Oh  1  bold  to  Bght  the  Coward's  Bght 

On  the  green  herb,  and  nothmg  he«d>i 
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Francis,  uttering  to  the  Maid 

When  here,  in  this  remote  alcove, 

it  words  in  the  yew-tree  shade. 

(While  from  the  pendent  woodbine  came 

9d  whate'er  by  love  was  brought 

Like  odours,  sweet  as  if  the  same) 

his  heart,  or  crossed  his  thought. 

A  fondly-anxious  Mother  strove 

nee  presented  to  his  eye. 

To  teach  her  salutary  fears 

sad  sweep  of  destiny — 

And  mysteries  above  her  years. 

me  hir  Creature,  who  hath  found 

Yes,  she  is  soothed :  an  Image  faint. 

ly  into  forbidden  ground  ; 

And  yet  not  faint — a  presence  bright 

i  now — ^within  this  spacious  plot 

Returns  to  her — ^that  blessed  Saint 

aasore  made,  a  goodly  spot. 

Who  with  mild  looks  and  language  mild 

iwns  and  beds  of  flowers,  and  shades 

Instructed  here  her  darling  Child, 

lis-work  in  long  arcades. 

While  yet  a  prattler  on  the  knee. 

rqne  and  crescent  framed  by  wall 

To  worship  in  simplicity 

te-dipt  foliage  green  and  tall. 

The  invisible  God,  and  take  for  guide 

"ging  walks,  and  foimtains  gay. 

The  &ith  reformed  and  purified. 

tnaces  in  trim  array — 

h  yon  cypress  spiring  high, 

'Tis  flown — the  Viaon,  and  the  sense 

>ine  and  cedar  spreading  wide 

Of  that  beguiling' influence ; 

larksome  boughs  on  either  side. 

^  But  oh  1  thou  Angel  from  above. 

a  moonlight  doth  she  lie  ; 

Mute  Spirit  of  maternal  love. 

as  others  of  her  kind. 

That  stood'st  before  my  eyes,  more  dear 

ir  from  human  neighbourhood, 

Than  ghosts  are  &bled  to  appear 

unrestricted  as  the  wind, 

Sent  upon  embaanes  of  fear ; 

pi  park,  or  chase,  or  sayage  wood. 

As  thou  thy  presence  hast  to  me 

Vouchsafed,  in  radiant  ministry 

see  the  consecrated  Maid 

Descend  on  Francis  ;  nor  forbear 

;mg  from  a  cedar  shade 

To  greet  him  with  a  voice,  and  say ; — 

n  moonshine,  where  the  Doe 

'  If  hope  be  a  rejected  stay. 

h  the  eyjireas-spire  is  laid ; 

'  Do  thou,  my  christian  Son,  beware 

patch  of  April  snow — 

'  Of  that  most  lamentable  snare. 

1  bed  of  herbage  green. 

*  The  self-reliance  of  despair !'  *' 

ing  in  a  woody  glade 

lind  a  rocky  screen — 

Then  from  within  the  embowered  retreat 

r  relic  1  which,  if  seen 

Where  she  had  found  a  grateful  seat 

i  shepherd,  is  passed  by 

Perturbed  she  issues.    She  will  go  ! 

ui  inattentiye  eye. 

Herself  will  follow  to  the  war. 

lore  regard  doth  She  bestow 

And  clasp  her  Father's  knees ; — ah,  no ! 

the  nncomplainmg  Doe 

She  meets  the  insuperable  bar. 

^oudied  at  ease,  though  oft  this  day 

The  injunction  by  her  Brother  laid  ; 

iperplexed  nor  free  from  pain. 

His  parting  charge — ^but  iU  obeyed — 

ihe  had  tried,  and  tried  in  vain. 

That  mterdicted  all  debate. 

iching  in  her  gentle  way, 

All  prayer  for  this  cause  or  for  that ; 

some  look  of  love,  or  gain 

All  efforts  that  would  turn  aside 

"agement  to  sport  or  play ; 

The  headstrong  current  of  their  fate : 

>t8  which  still  the  heart-sick  Maid 

Her  duty  it  to  stand  and  wait; 

^  or  with  slight  repaid. 

In  resignation  to  abide 

The  shock,  and  finally  secure 

Emily  is  soothed ; — the  breeze 

O'er  pain  and  grief  a  triumph  pure. 

raoght  with  kindly  sympathies. 

— She  feels  it,  and  her  pangs  are  checked. 

approached  yon  rustic  Shed 

But  now,  as  silently  she  paced 

^th  latcflowering  woodbine,  spread 

The  turf,  and  thought  by  thought  was  chased. 

the  walls  and  oyerhnad, 

Came  One  who,  with  sedate  respect. 

igrance  of  the  breathing  flowers 

Approached,  and,  greeting  her,  thus  spake ; 

4  a  memory  of  those  hours 

<*  An  old  man's  privilege  I  take  : 

p 
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Wl«re  Norton  and  hh 

Dear  d»ugiitcr  at  affliction,  ™y 

Disastrous  iflsnei-ie 

How  can  J  botvo  jouI  pmnt  the  w»y." 

"This  night  yon  laithi 
Or  we  for  ei-er  qmt  lb 

"  lUghta  Um  j™,  md  m»y  well  be  bold ; 

—Neville  is  utterly  di. 

You  with  my  F»liior  hare  grown  old 

For  ptmnise  fiiiia  of  H 

And  Dai^re  to  our  call 

Tom  &om  lu)  *a  the  mining  ww : 

That  he  is  unprepared 

This  would  I  beg ;  but  on  my  mind 

MyheanUmck;— tbi 

A  pudTe  itiUnem  u  enjoinHl. 

MuBt  needs  be  fittal  to 

On  yon,  if  raom  for  mortal  »ii 

The  breach  is  opati— o 

Be  leFt,  in  no  reetricdon  lud  J 

This  uigbl,  tho  Bannoi 

Yoq  not  forbld.ien  lo  rwUnc 

— 'Twaa  done :  Mb  Soi 

Wilh  Uopo  upon  tho  Will  divinp." 

They  belt  him  round  i 
And  Dthora  follow  ;—S 

«  Hope,"  tnid  tho  old  Mm,  "  must  ■bi>le 

Lop  down  into  the  co 

Witli  *1]  of  us.  whttto'cr  bolide. 

They  shout  alood— bol 

In  Cravon-B  Wildj  i>  muiy  >  dan. 

That  with  their  joyful 

To  aholtcT  pcreeoutod  men : 

Tlio  triumph  of  adesp 

Far  under  ground  i»  many  a  aure. 

Which  .track  wili  ICT 

Wlicro  they  mlglit  lie  as  in  the  gravv. 

The  friend  shrinks  bac 

Until  tliis  ■torn  hath  eeiucd  to  »vo : 

From  Norton  and  hia 

Or  ipt  them  mws  the  Rivor  Tweed, 

But  they,  DOW  canght 

And  bo  at  onco  from  peril  freed  !" 

Againat  a  thousand  on 

"  Ah  tempt  mo  nol  1 "  sbe  faintly  sighed  ; 
"I  will  not  couhmJ  nor  exhort. 
With  my  condition  Batirfed; 
But  JDO,  at  Icut,  may  make  r^ort 

The  foe  (rom  numban 
And  oTerpowered  thai 
«  A  T^ecac  for  the  Stft 
The  Fatlier  from  widl 
But  Bee  the  aaci^d  & 

Of  what  bahlB  i-be  this  year  tMk— 
Thia  may  bo  done  j— 'tia  all  1  ask  1" 

Confuaion  through  the 
Some  fled;  and  some  < 

She  spake— and  from  the  Lady's  aight 

But  ere  tho  Moon  had 

Tho  Sire,  unconacious  of  ha  ago. 

Of  that  rash  levy  noog 

Bound  OD  some  errand  of  delight. 

Thought  ho,  may  want  not  skill  to  saTB. 

Unarmed  he  followed  to  the  fieW ; 

HtoBonapointofn, 

Him  wiU  I  Hwk !  the  Insurgent  Powers 

Amoug  the  wastes  oti 

Aiv  now  bodeging  Baroard'a  Towera.— 

Above  Hie  loftiest  ridf 

"Grant  that  the  Moon  which  shines  this  night 

Where  foreslera  or  Ai 

Hay  guide  them  m  a  prudent  Hi  ght  1 " 

An  edifice  of  warlike  | 
Stands  single—Norton 

But  quid  the  tarns  of  chance  and  change. 

It  fronts  all  qoart<T«,j 

And  knowledge  bos  a  narrow  i«igo  ; 

O'er  padi  and  road, « 

WhencB  idle  fears,  and  needless  pain, 

Dark  moor,  and  gleua 

And  wishes  blind,  and  efforts  ™in.— 

Upon  ft  prospect  withq 

The  Moon  may  shine,  but  cannot  be 

Tho  summit  of  ttd»J 

Ilath  mtnessed  their  captivity. 

Thouah  bleak  and  b«|| 
As  Fendle-hill  or  Pt4 
Framwind,orrroa^4 

Upon  that  hoBtitB  castle  made  ;— 

Bat  dark  and  diEinal  is  (he  yaalt 

Had  often  beard  (he| 

V 
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Wben  there  the  joatlifiil  Nortons  met, 
To  pnctise  gunes  and  archeiy : 
How  pnmd  and  htftpj  tfaejr !  the  crowd 
^  liooken-on  how  pleased  and  proud  ! 
^nd  from  the  acoirehing  noon-tide  son, 
^v^nn  diowen,  or  when  the  prize  was  won. 
They  to  the  Tower  withdrew,  and  there 
^oQld  mirth  mn  roond,  with  generous  fare  ; 
^  the  stem  old  Lord  of  Rylstone-hall, 
^•shippiest,  proadesty  of  them  all ! 

^  BOW,  his  Childy  with  angnish  pale^ 
Upon  tiie  height  walks  to  and  firo  ; 
111  ncU  that  she  hath  heard  the  tale^ 
^^'ved  the  Inttemeas  of  woe  : 
fvAkbhad  hoped,  had  hoped  and  feared, 
&Kh  Ti^iB  did  feeble  nature  claim  ; 
^  oil  bsr  steps  had  hither  steered, 
IVm^i  not  imoonscioDS  of  self-hlame ; 
Foroiae  hsr  brother's  chaige  leyered, 
HiifikKwdl  woirds ;  and  by  the  same, 
Yei  'by  ber  brother's  very  name, 
S*^  ixi  ber  sehtode,  been  cheered. 


fi^side  the  lonely  watch-tower  stood 
^^  S*B7-baiied  Man  of  gentle  blood, 
^Hufc  '^rith  her  Father  had  grown  old 
In  frMadship  ;  riral  banters  they, 
And  fcUowwarriors  in  their  day  ; 
^^^ylstone  he  the  tidings  brought ; 
1t«^  QQ  this  height  the  Maid  had  sought, 
^^  S«itly  as  he  could,  had  told 
The  end  of  that  dire  Tragedy, 
^"^^^^^^  it  had  been  his  lot  to  see. 

J^^  hisn  the  Lady  turned  ;  «  You  said 
''^^  ^^nndsUves,  he  is  not  dead ! " 

*  OQr  noble  brother  hath  been  spared ; 
*^ke  his  life  they  have  not  dared  ; 
•^im  tad  on  his  high  endeavour 
J.     *^bt  of  praise  shall  shine  for  ever  ! 
jj,    '*'d  he  (such  Heaven's  will)  in  vain 
^oHt^ry  course  maintain  ; 
"•^aiu^y  struggled  in  the  might 
n     ^^a  seeing  with  clear  sight ; 
^^  their  comfort  to  the  last, 
Joj  till  every  pang  was  past. 

jr*/*^^*ies8ed  when  to  York  they  came — 
i/*^^  ^^y*  if  their  feet  were  tied  : 

^^*^*ks  of  infamy  and  shame — 

their  triumph,  these  their  pride  ; 


Nor  wanted  "mid  the  ^luBsing  crowd 

Deep  feeling,  that  found  utterance  loud, 

'  Lo,  Francis  comes,'  there  were  who  cried, 

'  A  Prisoner  once,  but  now  set  free  1 

'Tis  well,  for  he  the  worst  defied 

Through  force  of  natural  piety  ; 

He  rose  not  in  this  quarrel,  he. 

For  concord's  sake  and  England's  good. 

Suit  to  his  Brothers  often  made 

With  tears,  and  of  his  Father  prayed — 

And  when  he  had  in  vain  withstood 

Their  purpose — ^then  did  he  divide. 

He  parted  from  them ;  but  at  their  side 

Now  walks  in  unanimity. 

Then  peace  to  cruelty  and  scorn, 

WhQe  to  the  prison  they  are  bomei, 

Peaee,  peace  to  all  indignity  ! ' 

And  so  in  Prison  were  they  laid — 
Oh  hear  me,  hear  me,  gentle  Maid, 
For  I  am  come  with  power  to  bless, 
By  scattering  gleams,  through  your  distress^ 
Of  a  redeeming  hi^piness. 
Me  did  a  reverent  pity  move 
And  privilege  of  ancient  love ; 
And,  in  your  service,  making  bold. 
Entrance  I  gained  to  that  strong-hold. 

Your  Father  gave  me  cordial  greeting ; 
But  to  his  purposes,  that  burned 
Within  him,  instantly  returned : 
He  was  commanding  and  entreating. 
And  said — '  We  need  not  stop,  my  Son  1 
Thoughts  press,  and  time  is  hurrying  on ' — 
And  so  to  Francis  he  renewed 
His  words,  more  c&lraly  thus  punned. 

'  Mi^t  this  our  enterprise  have  sped. 
Change  wide  and  de^  the  Land  had  seen, 
A  renovation  frt>m  the  dead, 
A  spring-tide  of  immortal  green : 
The  darksome  altars  would  have  blazed 
Like  stars  when  clouds  are  rolled  away ; 
Salvation  to  all  eyes  that  gazed. 
Once  more  the  Rood  had  been  upraised 
To  spread  its  arms,  and  stand  for  aye. 
Then,  then — ^had  I  survived  to  see 
New  life  in  Bolton  Priory  ; 
The  voice  restored,  the  eye  of  Truth 
Re-opened  that  inspired  my  youth  ; 
To  see  her  in  her  pomp  arrayed — 
This  Banner  (for  such  vow  I  made) 
Should  on  the  consecrated  breast 
Of  that  same  Temple  have  found  zest : 


I  wonld  myself  liave  hung  it 
Fit  offering  of  glad  victory  ! 

A  shaduw  of  wch  Ihouglit  rcnuina 
To  cbeer  this  nd  nnd  pcngive  tiine  ; 
A  Bolonin  fkncjr  yet  suAtAioa 
One  feeble  Being— bids  me  climb 
Evan  to  the  laat— ona  effort  more 
To  attest  my  Fuai,  if  not  reBtoro. 

Hear  then,'  aoid  he,  'while  I  impArt, 
My  Snn,  the  lost  wlah  of  my  hcul. 
Tbe  Burner  stnve  thoa  to  rcgaiu  ; 
And,  if  the  cDiluurooF  prove  not  run. 
Bear  it— to  whom  if  not  lo  Ihee 
Shall  I  this  hmely  (bought  coiuigD  I — 
Bear  it  to  Bolton  Priory, 
And  lay  it  on  Saint  Clary's  ahrine  ; 
To  wltber  in  the  sun  and  breeze 
'Mid  tiioBO  decaying  eanctilies. 
There  let  at  least  the  gift  be  lud. 
The  tearimony  thflre  displayed  ; 


oof  that 


seliiahBi 


But  for  lost  Fnith  uid  Christ's  dear  DBm 
I  hehneled  a  brow  (hough  wiiile, 
And  took  H  place  in  all  men's  ^gfat ; 
Yea  offared  up  Qua  aoble  Brood, 
This  fair  unrivalled  Brotberhood, 
And  turned  away  from  thee,  my  Son  ! 
And  left — but  be  tlie  rest  uiaaid. 
The  naiue  untouched,  the  tear  unshod  ;- 
My  wish  is  known,  and  I  have  done  : 
Now  promise,  grant  this  one  reijueBt, 
This  dying  prayer,  and  ba  thou  blest  1 ' 


The  pledge  obtained,  the  solemn  word 
Thus  scarcely  given,  a  noise  was  heard. 
And  Officers  appeared  in  state 
To  lead  the  prisooera  to  their  fate. 
They  rose,  oh  I  wherefore  should  I  fear 
To  tell,  or,  Lady,  you  to  hear  ! 
They  rose — embraces  none  were  given- — 
They  stood  like  trees  when  earth  and  heaven 
AiB  calm  ;  they  knew  each  other's  worth. 
And  reverently  the  Band  went  forth. 
Tfaey  met,  vhen  they  had  reached  the  door, 
One  with  profane  and  harsli  iutcnt 
Placed  there — that  he  might  go  bcfot« 
And,  with  tliat  mefnl  Bonner  borne 
Ah>fl  in  sign  of  lanntia^  seom. 
Conduct  them  to  their  puniahmeot : 


I 


<I  Sussex,  imrestrained 
lan  feeling,  liad  ordaJDcd. 
The  unhappy  Banner  Francis  w 
And,  with  a  look  of  calm  lunuiui 
Inspiring  universal  awe, 
Ho  took  it  from  tho  soldier'a  hand  ; 
And  all  the  people  that  stood  ronnd 
Contlrmed  the  deed  in  peace  profoDod. 
— High  transport  did  (he  Father  abed 
Upon  his  Son — and  they  were  led. 
Led  on,  and  yielded  up  their  braalb 
Together  died,  a  liappy  death ! — 
But  Prands,  soon  as  he  had  braved 
That  insult,  and  the  Banner  Bav«d, 
Athwart  the  unnsisting  lide 
Of  tho  Bpectalora  accD[Hed 

Bore  instantly  bis  Charge  amj." 


These  things,  whidi  Ihos  had  in  th«  s^b 
And  hearing  paaeed  of  llim  who  sluo>] 
With  Emily,  on  tho  Wab 
n  Rylatone's  wocfal  neighhourhood, 
Ho  told;  and  ottentimos  with  Toio 

mwer  to  comfort  ur  rejoice; 
For  deepest  sorTows  that  aapu<^ 
Go  high,  no  tnuisport  ever  hi^iar. 
"  Yea — God  is  rich  in  men:y,"  aud 
The  old  Han  lo  Iho  silent  Maid, 
*'Yct,  Lady  !  siiiues,  llirough  tlus  blai 
Oni)  star  of  aspect  heavenly  bright ; 
Your  Brotlier  lives— he  lives— ia  com 
PerbaT»s  already  to  bis  borne  ; 
Then  let  us  leave  this  dreary  place." 
She  yiu-liled,  and  nilJi  gentle  pace. 
Though  without  one  uplifted  look. 
To  RylHtouc.hall  her  way  she  look. 


i 


CANTO  aiXTU. 
Why  comes  not  Francis! — From  the  do)i 
Ho  Bed,— and,  in  his  flight,  could  hear 
Tho  death-sounds  of  the  MjnBfcr-beD  : 
Tlint  Bullen  atrote  pronounced  tareweQ 
To  Monuaduke,  cut  off  from  pity  t 
To  Ambrose  that  I  aud  tlien  a  knell 
For  liira,  the  Bweot  half-opened  Flower  I 
For  all — all  dying  in  one  hour  ! 
—Why  cjimes  not  Francis!     Thonghla  of 
Should  bear  llim  to  his  Sister  doar 

'ith  the  Heel  motion  of  a  dove ; 
Yea,  like  a  heavenly  mCBSenger 
Of  speediest  wing,  shotUd  he  appear. 
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not!— f(v  westward  bust 

To  EmOy  in  the  yew-tree  shade : 

of  York  he  past ; 

He  sig^ied,  sobnutting  wiD  and  power 

It  iinpefe  or  leads. 

To  the  stem  emfanee  of  that  graepiiig  hour. 

lurries  on  ; — nor  heeds 

<<  No  choice  is  lefk,  tlie  deed  18  mine- 

xmgh  ^te  Yillagesy 

Dead  are  tbey,  dead ! — and  I  wifl  go. 

aphant  cruelties 

And,  for  their  sakes^  oome  weal  or  woe^ 

itary  force. 

Will  lay  the  Relie  on  the  shrine." 

t  without  remorse. 

,  heard  not,  as  be  fled ; 

So  forward  with  a  steady  will 

>ring  heart  was  dead 

He  went,  and  traTersed  plain  and  hill ; 

>ned  to  bhuik  awe. 

And  np  the  vale  of  Wharf  bis  way 

i  horror  strong : 

Pursued ; — and,  at  the  dawn  of  day. 

»ject  which  he  saw. 

Attained  a  snmmit  whence  bis  eyes 

dght,  as  he  swept  along — 

Coold  see  the  Tower  of  Beaton  rise. 

ler  in  his  hand ! 

There  Francis  for  a  moment^s  space 

ade  a  sodden  stand. 

Made  halt— but  hark!  anoisebphhid 

Of  horsemen  at  an  eager  paee ! 

out  like  one  betra}'ed : 

He  heard,  and  with  mi^ving  nmid. 

lone !  what  promise  made ! 

— Tis  Sir  Geoige  Bowea  who  leads  the  Band: 

moment !  to  what  end 

They  come,  by  cmd  Sussex  sent ; 

I  oblation  tend. 

Who,  when  the  Nortons  from  the  h«nd 

rer? — Can  be  go 

•Of  death  had  drunk  thev  punishment, 

stmment  of  woe. 

Bethought  him,  angry  and  ashamed. 

ny  where,  a  right 

How  Francis,  with  the  Banner  daimed 

in  his  Country's  sight ! 

As  his  own  charge,  had  disappeared. 

1  meiMeem  the  change 

By  an  the  standers-by  revered. 

arse,  perverse  and  strange  t 

His  whole  bold  canriage  (which  had  (fuelled 

t  how !  when  f  must  she. 

Urns  fiur  the  Oppoeer,  and  rep^ed 

J  Emily, 

An  censure,  enterprise  so  bright 

los  object  see ! 

That  even  bad  men  had  vainly  striven 

Against  that  overcoming  light) 

long  did  he  maintain. 

Was  then  reviewed,  and  prompt  word  given. 

rest  could  gain : 

That  to  what  pUoe  soever  fled 

0  danger  brought 

He  should  be  seised,  aKve  or  dead 

den — even  that  thought, 

spicion  strong 

The  troop  of  horse  have  gained  the  heiglit 

Tc  man  to  his  wrong. 

Where  Francis  stood  in  open  ngfat. 

ss  it  were  the  8ense 

They  hem  him  round — *  Behold  the  proof,** 

Providence, 

They  cried,  ''the  Ensign  in  his  hand ! 

ionably  shown — 

ffe  did  not  arm,  he  walked  aloof ! 

inner  chmg  so  iast 

For  why  f — to  save  his  Father's  land ; — 

id  nnconscious  hand ; 

Worst  Traitor  of  Aem  all  is  he. 

nd  to  which  it  passed 

A  Traitor  dark  and  cowardly !" 

mcnt!     And  why 

n^d  purpose  might  be  known 

''I  am  no  Traitor,"  Francis  said. 

ndrance  meet  his  eye, 

''Though  this  unhappy  freight  I  bear ; 

I,  to  withstand 

And  must  not  part  with.     But  beware ; — 

Father's  prayer 

Err  not,  by  hasty  seal  misled. 

ktn  forgiven,  and  blest 

Nor  do  a  sufiering  Spirit  wrong, 

tments  were  at  rest. 

Whose  self-reproaches  are  too  strong ! " 

Ji  bud  the  heart  bare  ? — 

At  this  he  from  the  beaten  road 

sctre  sweeping  by, 

Retreated  towards  a  brake  of  thorn. 

1  his  mind  the  prophecy 

That  like  a  place  of  vantage  showed ; 

ion  made 

And  there  stood  bravely,  though  f<nrlom. 

X  3 


p 
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In  Kir-d<!feiice  witb  warlike  braw 

He  irt'iadr— Dor  weaponless  traa  DOW ; 

And  p»lms  they  slug— a  holy  Bound 

He  trim  a  Soldier's  hand  bad  Hmlcbed 

That  bill  and  lale  with  »dne«  bwr.  .^^ 

A 

The  AsauUiiU,  turning  round  tind  nnmd ; 

But  Emily  bath  rused  her  head,  ^^M 

A  SpeBrman  brought  him  ta  the  groimd. 

Sho  must  behold  '—to  many  gone,        ^^ 

Tbc  guu-dian  Unco,  u  Frvioia  fell. 

WhoreisthBBoUtary  Onel 

Dropped  from  him ;  but  hit  other  hand 

ThG  Banner  dc-Di^lied ;  liU,  from  out  the  Band, 

To  seek  her  Brother  forth  she  wen^ 

One,  tlie  most  oagor  tor  the  priis. 

And  tremblingly  bar  conme  she  bent 

RuBlied  in ;  and— whUe,  0  grief  to  tell ! 

Toward  Bolton's  mined  Priory. 

She  comes,  and  in  the  vUe  hatfa  heard 

Unclosed  Uie  noble  Francis  lay- 

The  funeral  dirge  ;— she  sees  the  knot 

Seized  it,  &9  hunters  Boizo  thoir  pray; 

Of  people,  sees  them  m  one  gpol— 

But  not  before  Iho  warm  life-blood 

And  darting  like  a  wounded  bird 

Had  tinged  moro  deeply,  as  it  Bowed, 

She  reached  the  gmie,  and  with  her  brcut 

The  wounds  the  broidtred  Ejumer  showed, 

Upon  the  ground  recciTcd  thu  mt,—  ^^ 

Thy  fatal  work,  0  Maiden,  innocent  a*  good ! 

And  sorrow  of  this  Giultnilli  I         ^^M 

rrondly  the  Uoraemen  bore  away 

^ 

The  Standard ;  and  where  Francis  U, 

There  was  ho  left  alone,  unwept, 

And  tor  two  days  unnolieed  slept. 

CANTO  HEVESTB. 

For  at  that  time  bewildoring  fear 

•Pawtnthmm 

Possossed  Ibe  eountry,  far  and  near ; 

■nut  lonoh  each  oihM  lo  the  qolek-u  bMm 

But.  on  the  third  day,  pasnng  by 

Vfblth  th<  n»»  w«ld  no  a»  katt  M  p«H 

One  of  the  Norton  Tenantry 

No  wul  10  liraun  ol.' 

E.i[ii."l  tlip  uiicovpre.1  Corse ;  the  Man 

TiTOU  Spirit,  whose  aiigelie  band 

Shrunk  as  lie  recognised  the  face. 

Was  to  tlie  harp  a  strong  command. 

A.id  to  (he  nearest  homesteads  ran 

Called  the  subroisslTe  strings  to  waie 

And  aUled  the  people  lo  the  place. 

In  glory  for  this  Muden'a  sake, 

—How  deeoUlc  is  RylaWne-haU  1 

Say,  Spirit  1  whilher  hath  she  fied 

This  was  Iho  instanl  Uiought  of  all  ; 

To  hide  her  poor  afflicted  he«]  1 

And  if  the  lonely  Lady  there 

What  mi^ty  forest  in  ita  gloom 

Slionld  bo :  to  her  they  cannot  bear 

Enfolds  her  {— U  a  rifted  tomb 

This  weight  of  anguish  and  despair. 

Within  the  wildoniess  her  wat ! 

So,  when  upon  sad  tfaoaghls  bid  preat 

Some  island  which  the  wUd  warm  bnt— 

Thoughts  sadder  adll,  they  deemed  il  best 

Is  that  the  Sufferer's  last  retreatl 

That,  if  llie  Priest  should  yield  assent 

Or  some  aspiring  rock,  that  sltRnula 

And  no  one  hinder  Uicir  intent. 

Its  perilous  front  in  mUls  and  cltmd*! 

Then,  Oiey,  for  Cbrialian  pity's  sake. 

High.climbing  rock,  low  soulen  dale. 

In  holy  gronnd  a  gm»o  would  mafco ; 

Sea,  desert,  what  do  these  .Tail  I 

And  straightway  buried  lie  should  be 

Oh  take  her  anguish  and  her  fean 

In  the  Chnreli.yard  of  Uie  Priory, 

Into  a  deep  recess  of  years  1 

Apart,  some  little  space,  was  made 

The  grave  where  Francis  roust  be  Uiid. 

O'er  Itylslone's  fur  domain  have  blown  ; 

In  no  cuufuaian  or  neglect 

Pools,  terraces,  and  ifolks  are  aawii 

This  did  Uiejv— but  in  pnro  respect 

That  he  was  bom  of  gentle  Hood ; 

And  that  there  was  no  neighbourhood 

Whnc,  in  their  ancient  halutatioa 

or  kindred  for  him  in  thai  ground : 

Tho  Norton  name  hath  been  onkaown. 

So  to  the  Cburcli-yard  ibey  ore  bound. 

The  lordly  Mansion  of  its  pride 
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d ;  the  TSTage  hath  spnad  wide 
park  and  field,  a  periahii^ 
ks  the  ^adnesB  of  the  Spiring ! 
I  this  silent  ^oom  agreeing^ 
i  joyless  human  Beings 
sach  as  if  the  waste 
ler  her  dominion  plaeed. 
rimrose  hank,  her  timoe 
S8,  she  flits  alone ; 
le  mins  of  a  wood, 
a  ooyert  bright  and  green, 
■e  fuU  many  a  brave  tree  stood, 
.  to  spread  its  boogfas^  and  ring 
sweet  bird's  carolling, 
or,  like  a  riigin  Queen, 
^in  imperial  state 
ward  images  of  fiite, 
ring  inward  a  serene 
ct  sway,  throng^  many  a  thoog^ 
and  change,  that  hath  been  bfoo^ 
)jection  of  a  holy, 
em  and  rigorous,  mdancholy ! 
Qthority,  with  grace 
iSB,  is  in  her  face,  ^ 
b  she  fixed  it ;  yet  it  seems 
kdow  by  no  native  rig^t 
which  cannot  lose  the  glfams, 
1y  the  tender  ^eams, 
lesB  and  meek  delist, 
g-kindness  ever  bri^t : 
r  sovereign  mien : — ^her  dress 
th  woollen  dncture  tied, 
mountain-wool  undyed) 
i — fashioned  to  express 
ing  Pilgrim's  humbleness. 

i  hath  wandered,  long  and  far, 
le  li^t  of  sun  and  star ; 
led  in  trouble  and  in  grie^ 
ward  like  a  withered  leaf, 
riiip  at  random  blown 
places  and  unknown. 
be  dares  to  seek  a  haven 
r  native  wilds  of  Craven ; 
again  her  Father^s  roof, 
?T  fortitude  to  proof ; 
f  sorrow  hath  been  borne, 
^orougfaly  forlorn : 
oth  in  itself  stand  fast, 
iy  memory  of  the  past 
;th  of  Reason ;  held  above 
ities  of  mortal  love ; 
,  lofiy,  calm,  and  stable, 
y  impenetrable. 


And  so    hfDsath  a  monMered  trei^ 
A 

By 

Of  ravage  saved— ^oate  Emily. 

There  did  die  rest  widi  head  recfined. 

Herself  most  fike  a  rtatdy  flower, 

(Sodi  have  I  seen)  i«hom  chanee  of  birth 

Ha&  separated  from  its  kind. 

To  live  and  die  in  a  Jkadj  bower. 

Single  on  die  gla«lsisiie  tvrth. 


When,  with  a  noise  fikc&tant  dnrnder, 
A  troop  of  deer  eame  swet^ing  by; 
And,  snddenly,  heboid  a  wioder ! 
For  One,  amoi^  those  mahitg  deer, 
A  single  One,  in  mid  career 
Ha&  stopped,  and  fixed  her  laige  fbH  cjs 
Upon  the  Isdy  Emfly  ; 
A  Doe  most  beautiful,  dear-white^ 
A  radiant  creatnre,  ailver-br^^l 

Tfans  cfaecked,  a  fitde  while  it  stayed  ; 
A  little  dioagbtfiil  panae  it  made ; 
And  then  advanced  with  ateahb-fike  paee^ 
Drew  ssftly  near  her,  and  more  near — 
Looked  round — bat  saw  no  canse  for  fiear ; 
So  to  her  leet  die  Oreatme  came, 
And  laid  its  head  iqwo  her  knee, 
And  kwked  mio  die  Lady's  btet, 
A  look  of  pure  benignity. 
And  fond  undooded  memory. 
It  is,  thought  Emily,  die  same, 
The  very  Doe  of  other  years ! — 
The  pleading  look  the  Lady  viewed. 
And,  by  her  gushing  thoughts  subdued. 
She  mdted  into  tears — 
A  flood  of  tears,  that  flowed  apaee, 
Upon  the  hi^ypy  Creatnie's  fikoe. 

Ohy  moment  ever  blest !  0  Pair 
Beloved  of  Heaven,  Heaven's  chosen  care^ 
Tim  was  for  you  a  precioas  greeting ; 
And  may  it  prove  a  fruitful  meeting ! 
Joined  are  they,  and  the  sylvan  Doe 
Can  she  depart!  can  die  forego 
The  Lady,  ooee  her  pbyful  peer. 
And  now  her  sainted  Mistress  dear? 
And  win  not  Emily  receive 
This  lovely  dironidcr  of  things 
Long  past,  deliglits  and  sorrowingst 
Lone  Sufferer !  will  not  she  l^elieve 
The  promise  in  that  speaking  face ; 
And  weloome^  as  a  gift  of  grace, 
The  saddest  thought  the  Creators  bringst 
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Tbnl  dAj,  thfl  fir«l  of  a 


That  daj  of  baltDjr  April  neether, 

Thojr  Buried  in  tlie  wood  together. 

And  when,  ere  fall  of  eyening  dew, 

Shp  frmu  ber  s^Itui  hwmt  withdrew, 

Tlio  White  Doe  tnwked  mth  fwllifiU  p»oc 

The  Ijiily  to  her  dwcUiDK-iilBce  ; 

That  nook  where,  on  pMenjiJ  ground, 

A  hobi  Cation  she  had  fuund, 

Tbo  Master  of  whoae  humbb  board 

Onoe  owned  her  Father  for  his  Lord  ; 

A  hut,  by  tufted  trees  defondod. 

Whore  Rylilone  brook  with  Wharf  ia  blended. 

When  Emii;  by  moniing  h^t 
Went  forth,  the  Doe  alood  there  in  ai^it. 
She  ihnink  : — with  one  (rail  shock  of  pun 
Received  ami  followed  by  a  prayer. 
She  mw  the  Creature  onee  agun  ; 
Shun  will  aho  not,  she  (qoIh,  wiU  b«»r  y— 
But,  wheresoerer  she  looked  round. 
All  now  WHS  iroable-htHintcd  ground  ; 
And  therefore  now  die  dei'ms  it  pood 
Once  more  (his  rentleu  Dnghbom^ood 
To  leave. — Unwoocd,  yi.'t  unforbidden. 
The  White  Doe  fallowed  np  the  vale, 
Dp  to  another  cottage,  hidden 
In  tlie  deep  fork  of  AmprJalo ; 
And  there  may  Emily  restore 
Herself,  in  epota  unseen  hefofo. 
— Why  tell  of  moBsy  rock,  or  tree, 
Bf  lurking  Dembrook's  pathless  nide. 
Haunts  of  a  strenj^ening  amity 
That  cahned  her,  cheered,  and  fortified  I 
For  die  hath  ventured  now  to  read 
Of  time,  and  pbwe,  and  thought,  and  deed— 
Endless  history  tliat  lies 
In  her  silent  Follower's  eyes ; 
Who  with  a  power  like  human  reason 
Discenu  the  favourahlo  eeaeon. 
Skilled  to  approach  or  to  retire, — 
From  looks  conceiving  her  desire  ; 
From  look,  deportment,  voice,  or  inien. 
That  vary  to  the  heart  within. 
IT  she  too  passionately  wreatlied 
Her  arms,  or  over-deeply  breathed. 
Walked  quick  or  slowly,  every  raoo.) 
In  its  degree  wai  underst^iod ; 
Then  well  may  their  accord  be  true. 
Anil  kindliest  intercourse  ensue. 
— Oh  !  Borely  'Iwas  a  gentle  rousing 
When  she  by  sndden  glimpse  F«pied 
The  White  Doc  on  the  mountiun  brou'sing. 


Or  in  the  meadow  wandereil  vide  I 

How  pleased,  Hfaco  down  ihe  Stag^t*  «nh 

Beside  her,  on  some  siumy  bank  I 

How  soothed,  when  in  Btiek  bower  uiJo^'d, 

They,  Uke  a  Dested  psir,  nposed  I 

Fair  Vision  1  when  it  crosMid  the  Maid 

Within  some  roeky  cavern  bid. 

The  dark  cave's  portiJ  gUiUng  bf. 

White  as  wliitest  cloud  on  high 

Floating  llirough  the  amre  eky. 

— Whatnow  tslefiforp«nar(Mrl 

That  Preeeace,  dearer  and  more  dear. 

While  they,  nde  by  nde,  were  straying, 

And  the  shepherd's  pipe  was  playing. 

Did  now  a  very  glarlnees  yield  ^^^H 

At  tnoning  to  Uie  dewy  ti^d,  M^^^H 

And  with  a  deeper  peace  endued       ^^^^| 

The  hour  of  moonlight  solilade.  ^^^^| 

With  her  Companion,  in  mch  frsine 
Of  mind,  to  Rylstoue  back  rbe  came ; 
And,  ranging  Ihroogh  the  wasted  gnmi^  _ 
Reeeived  the  memory  of  old  kiTM,      ^^^J 
Undisturbed  and  undlstreet,  ^^^| 

Into  a  soul  which  now  was  bleM         ^^^^ 
With  a  aoft  spring-day  o(  holy,  ^^^ 

Mild,  and  gTslefnl,  melandioly:  ' 

Not  sunless  gloom  or  DDenU^tenad, 
Bui  by  tender  fancies  brightened. 

When  the  bells  of  Rylstoue  piqwd 
Their  sabbath  muac— '  6att  tltf  ajjIU  f 
That  was  the  sound  they  seemod  to  ap«ak  ; 
Inscriptive  legend  which  I  ween 
May  on  those  holy  bells  be  seen. 
That  legend  and  her  Grandiire's  name  ; 
And  oftcntiinee  the  Ijidy  meek 
Had  m  her  childhood  read  the  nme  ; 
Words  which  she  alighted  at  that  day ; 
Bot  now,  when  such  sad  change  vraa  oruugLl 
And  of  that  lonely  name  she  thougttt. 
The  bells  of  Kylstone  seemed  to  say, 
n'hile  she  sate  listening  in  the  shade. 
With  vomi  music,  *  fioB  U<  JlffBt ; ' 
And  all  tlie  hills  were  glad  to  bear 
Their  part  in  this  eflbctnal  prayer. 

Nor  lacked  she  Reason's  iiraiest  power  ; 
But  Willi  the  Wliile  Doe  at  her  sde 
Up  would  she  cUmb  to  Norton  Towo-, 
And  thcncB  look  round  her  fkr  and  wUe, 
Her  fate  there  mcasaFing  ;— all  Is  stilb?<1, — 
Tlie  weak  One  hath  subdued  hor  heart  ; 
Behold  tlic  prophecy  ftdfllled, 
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Fulfilled,  and  die  sosteins  her  part ! 

Bat  liexv  her  Brother's  words  have  failed  ; 

Here  liath  »  milder  doom  prevaUed ; 

Thttt  flhc^  of  him  and  all  hereft, 

Hath  yet  this  fiutfaiiil  Ptftner  left  ; 

^his  one  Associate  that  disproyee 

His  woirds,  remains  for  her,  and  loyes. 

H*  teaxB  are  died,  they  do  not  fall 

For  looB  of  him — ^for  one^  or  all ; 

Yet,  aometimea^  sometimes  doth  she  weep 

MoTed  genflj  fai  her  soul's  soft  sleep  ; 

^  few  tears  down  her  dieek  descend 

For  thiB  her  het  and  living  Friend. 


tender  Hearts^  their  mntoal  lot, 
^'^  Mess  for  both  this  savage  spot ; 
^^^lu^  Emily  doth  sacred  hold 
For  roaaoos  dear  and  manifold — 
Here  luth  she^  here  before  her  sight, 
^^^^^  to  the  sommit  of  this  height, 
"*  $Samy  rock-encirded  Poond 
In  wld^  the  Creature  first  was  found. 
So  beantifnl  the  timid  Thrall 
^J^Qlkss  Yomigling  white  as  foam) 
"*^  youngest  Brother  brought  it  home  ; 
"'^  youngest,  then  » lusty  boy, 
^'^^  hyor  led,  to  Rylstone-hall 
^^  heart  farimful  of  pride  and  joy  I 

B«t  most  to  Bolton's  sacred  Pile, 
JJ  ^▼ouring  nights,  die  loved  to  go  ; 
^^  imged  through  cloister,  court,  and  aide, 
^"•^ided  by  the  soft-paced  Doe  ; 
,^  beared  she  in  the  still  moonshine 
^  *ook  upon  Saint  Mary's  shrine  ; 
^^  on  the  londy  turf  that  showed 
^^^^>^  Francis  slept  in  his  last  abode. 
f^  tiiat  die  came  ;  there  oft  die  sate 
'^^Hovny  but  not  disconsolate : 
^^  when  she  firom  the  abyss  returned 

^  ^lOQgfat,  die  neither  shrunk  nor  mourned  ; 
**  happy  that  she  lived  to  greet 

^nmte  Companion  as  it  lay 

I^Wre  and  pity  at  her  feet ; 

^  luippy  in  its  turn  to  meet 

^  reeognition  !  the  mild  glance 

oeiiQed  from  that  gracious  countenance ; 

^^n&Bnmieation,  like  the  ray 

Oft  new  morning,  to  the  nature 

And  prospects  of  the  inferior  Creature  I 


A  mortal  Song  we  sing,  by  dower 
Eaeuugaged  of  oeleeitial  power ; 


Power  which  the  viewless  Spirit  shed 

By  whom  we  were  first  vidted ; 

Whose  voice  we  heard,  whose  hand  and  wings 

Swept  like  a  breeze  the  conscious  strings^ 

When,  left  in  solitude,  erewhile 

We  stood  before  this  ruined  Pile, 

And,  quitting  unsubstantial  dreams, 

Sang  in  this  Presence  kindred  themes  ; 

Distress  and  desolation  spread 

Through  human  hearts,  and  pleasure  dead, — 

Dead — but  to  live  again  on  earth, 

A  second  and  yet  nobler  birth ; 

Dire  overthrow,  and  yet  how  high 

The  re-ascent  in  sanctity  ! 

From  fair  to  fairer  ;  day  by  day 

A  more  divine  and  loftier  way  1 

Even  such  this  blessed  Pilgrim  trod. 

By  sorrow  lifted  towards  her  Grod ; 

Uplifted  to  the  purest  sky 

Of  undisturbed  mortality. 

Her  own  thoughte  loved  she  ;  and  could  bend 

A  dear  look  to  her  lowly  Friend ; 

There  stopped ;  her  thirst  was  satisfied 

With  what  this  innocent  spring  supplied  : 

Her  sanction  inwardly  she  bore. 

And  stood  apt^  from  human  cares : 

But  to  the  world  returned  no  more. 

Although  with  no  unwilling  mind 

Hdp  did  she  give  at  need,  and  joined 

The  Wharfdale  peasants  in  their  prayers. 

At  length,  thus  faintly,  faintly  tied 

To  earth,  die  was  set  firee,  and  died. 

Thy  soul,  exalted  Emily, 

Maid  of  the  blasted  family. 

Rose  to  the  God  from  whom  it  came  I 

— In  Rylstone  Church  her  mortal  frame 

Was  buried  by  her  Mother's  dde. 

Most  glorious  sunset !  and  a  ray 
Survives — the  twilight  of  this  day — 
In  that  fair  Creature  whom  the  fieldi 
Support,  and  whom  the  forest  shields ; 
Who,  having  filled  a  holy  place. 
Partakes,  in  her  degree.  Heaven's  grace  ; 
And  bears  a  memory  and  a  mind 
Raised  far  above  the  law  of  kind  ; 
Haunting  the  spots  with  lonely  cheer 
Which  her  dear  Mistress  once  held  dear  : 
Loves  most  what  Emily  loved  most — 
The  enclosure  of  this  church-yard  ground ; 
Here  wanders  like  a  gliding  ghost, 
And  every  sabbath  here  is  found ; 
Comes  with  the  people  when  the  bells 
Are  heard  among  the  moorland  dells, 


Findi  entrance  througli  yon  srcb,  where  way 
Lies  open  un  tlic  sabbadi-day ; 
Here  walks  unid  the  maiimful  wisle 
Of  pmatrsle  alton,  ahrinea  dcloced. 
And  floora  encnmbpred  vrilh  rieh  show 
Of  fret-work  imagery  bid  low  ; 
Paces  eotU/j  or  makea  halt, 
By  fractured  »11,  or  tomb,  or  VMilt  ; 
By  plate  of  monumental  bmai 
Dim-gleaming  among  weoda  and  giua, 
And  sculptured  Forms  of  Warriors  brave : 
But  chiefly  by  that  ^gU  gntit. 


Thiit  one  eequratcrcd  hillock  green. 

There  doth  the  gentle  Creature  Go 
With  thow  adversities  unmoved  ; 
Calm  spectacle,  by  «nh  and  sky 
In  their  benignity  approved  ! 
And  aye,  melliinki,  this  hoary  Pile, 
Subdued  by  outn^  and  decay. 
Looks  down  upon  iier  with  a  anile, 
A  gracious  smile,  that  eeems  to  say — 
"  Thou,  thou  art  not  a  Child  of  Time, 
But  Daughter  of  the  £taiial  Prima  1 " 
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C  COmUNlUTIOK   OF  T 


CoPTort  delight  iDto  ■  J 


rno  accompanied  with  futhfal  pace 

Cerulean  Duddon  from  his  cloud-fed  spring, 

And  loved  with  s[>irit  ruled  by  his  to  sing 

3iountaia-quiet  and  boon  naturo's  grace ; 
1,  who  essayed  tbe  nobler  Stream  to  tmce 
Of  Liberty,  and  amote  Iho  phiusive  ecrlni: 

the  chocked  torrent,  proudly  triunipiuu;, 
Wan  for  herself  a  lasting  resting-placo  ; 
Now  seek  upon  the  heights  of  Time  tho  sourcf 
Of  a  HoLi  Kivss,  on  whose  bonks  arc  found 
Sweet  pastoral  flawers,an  d  laurels  that  have  txon 
Pull  oft  the  unworthy  brow  of  lawless  force  ; 
And,  for  delight  of  him  who  tracks  its  course. 
Immortal  amaranth  and  palms  abonnd. 


If  there  be  prophets  on  whose  spirits  rest 
Past  thinga,  rfvealod  like  future,  Ihey  can 
What  Powers,  presiding  o'er  the  sacred  • 
Of  Christian  Falih,  this  savage  Island  bic 
Withitafirstbouiity.  Wandering  through 
Diu  holy  Paul  •  a  while  in  Brilain  dweB, 
Aiid  call  the  Fountain  forth  by  miracle. 
And  with  dread  signs  the  nascent  Strewn 
Or  He,  whose  bonds  dropped  off,  whose  prii 
Flew  open,  by  an  Angel's  voic«  onbaired 
Or  some  of  humbler  name,  to  these  wild  ( 

Pass  from  their  Master,  sojourucd  lure  ti 
The  precious  Current  they  had  taught  to 
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in. 

IDATION  OF  THB  DRUIDS. 

the  Arch-dmid'sbrow  the  eeunew* 

m ;  and  toward  the  mystic  ring 

I  stand,  the  Future  questioning, 

morant  aims  her  heavy  flight, 

n  to  each  baleful  rite, 

pse  of  ages,  hath  crept  o'er 

s,  and  patriarchal  lore. 

&rd :  can  these  meek  doctrines  blight 

!  wither  his  heroic  strains! 

3  fulfilled  ; — the  Julian  spear 
med ;  and,  with  Roman  chains, 
ne  of  Jesus  crucified ; 

ley  spread — the  weak,  the  suffering, 
ith,  and  in  the  hope  abide,      [hear ; 

rr. 
;dical  excommunication. 
re  have  met  thee  on  thy  road, 
I  Outcast,  from  the  gift  of  fire 
iff  by  sacerdotal  ire, 
mpathy  that  Man  bestowed ! 
im  our  reverence,  that  to  Grod, 
s  !  that  to  the  eternal  Sire, 
MLlnisters  of  law  aspire, 
sole  fount  whence  wisdom  flowed, 
der.     Tremblingly  escaped, 
icience  of  the  coming  storm, 
1  when  the  stars  were  shaped; 
yon  thick  woods,  the  primal  truth 
ugh  many  a  superstitious  form 
ioul  with  unavailing  ruth. 

V. 
UNCERTAINTY. 

rounds  us ;  seeking,  we  are  lost 
wilds,  amid  Bngantian  coves, 
solitary  shepherd  roves 
a  of  Sarum,  by  the  ghost 
hadows  of  Tradition,  crost ; 
*  boatman  of  the  Western  Isles 
>urse — to  mark  those  holy  piles 
vive  on  bleak  lona's  coast 
monuments  of  eldest  name, 
un  forgotten  lays, 

4  of  Greek  or  Roman  fame, 
onable  Source  have  led ; 

es,  that  sought  tlic  fountain-head 
the  growing  Rill  may  gaze. 


owl  was,  among  the  Druids,  on  emblem  of 
connected  with  the  deluge  that  made  an 


VI. 
PBBSBCUTION. 

Lament  I  for  Diocletian's  fiery  sword 
Works  busy  as  the  lightning ;  but  instinct 
With  malice  ne'er  to  deadliest  weapon  linked. 
Which  Grod's  ethereal  store-houses  afford : 
Against  the  Followers  of  the  incarnate  Lord 
It  rages ; — some  are  smitten  in  the  field —  [shield 
Some  pierced  to  the  heart  through  the  ineffectual 
Of  sacred  home ; — with  pomp  are  others  gored 
And  dreadful  respite.     Thus  was  Alban  tried, 
Engluid's  first  Martyr,  whom  no  threats  could  shake ; 
Self-offered  victim^  for  his  friend  he  died. 
And  for  the  faith ;  nor  shall  his  name  forsake 
That  Hill,  whose  flowery  platform  seems  to  rise 
By  Nature  decked  for  holiest  sacrifioe  *. 

VIL 
REOOVBBT. 

As,  when  »  storm  hath  ceased,  the  birds  regain 

Their  cheerfulness,  and  busily  retrim 

Their  nests,  or  chant  a  gratulating  hymn 

To  the  blue  ether  and  bespangled  plain ; 

Even  so,  in  many  a  re-constructed  fane, 

Have  the  survivors  of  this  Storm  renewed 

Their  holy  rites  with  vocal  gratitude : 

And  solemn  ceremonials  they  ordain 

To  celebrate  their  great  dehverance ; 

Most  feelingly  instructed  'mid  their  fear — 

That  persecution,blind  with  rage  extreme,  [nance, 

May  not  the  less,  through  Heaven's  mild  counte- 

Even  in  her  own  despite,  both  feed  and  cheer ; 

For  all  things  are  less  dreadful  than  they  seem. 

VIII. 
TEMPTATIONS  FROM  ROMAN  REFINBMBNTS. 

Watch,  and  be  firm !  for,  soul-subduing  vice, 
Heart-killing  luxury,  on  your  steps  await. 
Fair  houses,  baths,  and  banquets  delicate. 
And  temples  flashing,  bright  as  polar  ice. 
Their  radiance  through  the  woods — ^may  yet  sufiSce 
To  sap  your  hardy  virtue,  and  abate 
Your  love  of  Him  upon  whose  forehead  sate 
The  crown  of  thorns ;  whose  life-blood  flowed,  the 

price 
Of  your  redemption.    Shun  the  insidious  arts 
That  Rome  provides,  less  dreading  from  her  frown 
Than  from  her  wily  praise,  her  peaceful  gown, 
Language,and  letters ; — these,  though  fondly  viewed 
As  humanising  graces,  are  but  parts 
And  instruments  of  deadliest  servitude  I 


important  part  of  their  mysteriefr    The  Cormorant  was  8 
bird  of  bad  omen.  *  See  Note. 


FUEMS  OP  THE  IMAGINATION 


TaiT  hereeicB  alwDld  aUike  (if  tcolh  be  scvuied 
PresumptUDUsly)  Ih«r  root*  botb  vriile  uhI  deep, 
le  naninU  b«  dreuoB  to  fevari^  ileop. 
Lo  I  Discord  at  the  altar  d&re*  to  ctuid 
Uplirting  iDward  high  Hraven  lier  fiery  bnud, 
A  chcliabed  Prieateas  of  the  uew-baptiiod  ! 
Bnl  chaaUneniGne  slull  follow  peace  dopiscd. 
Tha  Pictiah  cloud  darkens  the  enerrate  laod 
B;  Rome  abuidmed  ;  vud  are  eappUant  ctiea, 
And  fuv/fta  that  wonld  uikIo  her  forced  fuewi'U  ; 
For  ahe  retunia  not. — Awed  by  hec  own  knell. 
She  caata  the  Britons  upon  etrange  Allies, 
Soon  to  beoomB  more  dn-ided  onemies 
Than  beortleas  miwr;  called  them  to  repel 


Risk  .' — they  hate  risen ;  of  biSTB  Aneorin  luifc 
Bow  the;  have  scourged  old  foes,  perfidious  friends; 
The  Spirit  of  CarBCIs«us  descends 
Upon  the  Patriots,  animalcs  thrar  disk  ;— 
Amazement  runs  before  the  lowering  caMjne 
Of  Artlinr,  bearing  tlirongh  the  storm;  Beld 
Tbe  virgin  sculptiired  on  his  Gunslilm  Bhicid : — 
Stretched  in  the  snuny  light  of  victory  haalt 
The  Host  Ihnt  followed  Urifn  as  he  slrmlo 
O'er  heaps  of  alnin  ; — fi-om    Cninbrian  wood  ninl 
Druids  descend,  auiiliara  of  the  Cross  ;  [most 

Bards,  nui-ced  on  blue  Plialimmon's  still  abode. 
Rush  on  the  fight,  to  harpH  preferring  swords. 
And  overhistiug  deeds  to  burning  words  I 


Nob  wants  the  cause  tbe  panic-striking  ud 

Of  hallelojahs  ■  tost  from  hill  lo  hill— 

For  instant  victory.     Bat  Heaven's  high  will 

Fomiils  a  second  aad  a  darker  shade 

Of  Pagan  night.     ASlicl«d  and 

The  Relics  of  the  sword  flee  to  the 

0  wretched  Ijuid  1  whose  tears  have  flowed  like 

fountains  ; 
WbOBe  arts  and  honours  in  tbe  dust  are  biid 
By  men  yet  searedy  conscious  of  a  care 
For  other  monuments  than  those  of  Earth  ; 
Who,as  the  fields  and  woodshave  given  them  birth, 
Will  build  their  savage  fortunes  only  there  ; 
Content,  if  fon,  and  barrow,  and  the  girth 
Of  long-dntwn  nmpart,  witness  what  they  were. 


Tat  apprrmUm  eflie  trntvlt — smfft  <md  m 

Tilt  trUnilaliim — and  |A«  gUamitig  Uut" — 

Such  is  the  impetanas  ^nril  Ihsl  pervailiB 

The  song  of  TaKesin  ;-~Oan  ehall  monni 

The  wiarmed  Host  who  by  their 

The  sword  from  Baii$;or'8  walls,  aodgUBi<d  tbsril 

Of  Aboriginal  and  Roman  tore. 

And  Oirisriaji  moaiunents,  thai  Don 

To  senselem  ashra.     Mark  •  how  all  thtngi « 

From  their  known  conTH>,  or  vainsh  like  i 

AnnlLor  laogmifte  sprauls  from  coai 

Only  perchnntv  some  melancholy  Smain 


A  BRiCHT-nAmED  company  of  youll 
Beautiful  strangerf.  stand  within  the  paU 
Of  a  sad  market,  raugnd  for  publie  nk^ 
Where  Tiber's  stream  the  immortal  City  bni'i 
Amoli  by  name ;  and  not  an  Aiuiu  ««t(b  ' 

Hie  wing  who  could  seem  lovelier  to  inMi*l  tjt 
Thau  they  appear  to  holy  Gregory ; 
Who,  having  learnt  that  name,  salvstiM  ownH 
For  Them,  and  for  their  Ijuid.     The  tamtm  Sat 
His  [jueetions  urging,  feels, in  slender  tied 
Of  diimlng  soimd,  eomifianding  sytapathles  ; 
De-ihuks— he  would  ssro  them  from  God'i  laa 
Subjects  of  Saxon  Mlul — they  shall  sing 
Olad  HiLLR-lujahs  to  (he  eternal  King  I 


Fob  ever  liallowed  be  this  morning  fwr. 
Blest  be  the  unconscious  diore  on  which  ye  tiH4 
And  blest  the  silver  Cross,  which  ye,  instead 
Of  martial  haimer,  in  procession  bear  ; 
The  Cross  preceding  Him  who  floati  in  air. 
The  pictured  Saviour  1 — By  AuguatiB  led. 
They  come — and  onward  travel  witlvml  jrmi, 
ChantiDg  in  barbarous  ears  a  tuneful  prayer — 
Sung  for  tbemselvea,  and  those  whom  they  wodl 

freel 
TUch  coucpiest  waits  ibeat : — the  tempeetooos  ■» 
Of  TgDoranee,  that  ran  so  nmgb  and  high 
And  heeded  not  the  voice  of  clashing  vwiirda. 
These  good  men  bumlilc  by  a  few  hare  wordi^ 
And  calm  with  fear  of  God's  divinity. 
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XT. 
PAULIHUS  *. 

e  Northii]iibm*8  royal  Hall, 
itful  Edwin,  tatored  in  the  school 
U  maintaina  »  heathen  mle, 
ith  functions  apostolical  1 
shonlden  curved,  and  statore  tall, 
id  Tirid  eye,  and  meagre  dieek, 
i  featore  like  an  ease's  beak  ; 
aspect  doth  at  once  appal 
th  reyerence.    The  Monarch  leans 
ire  tmths  this  Delegate  propounds, 
B  own  deep  mind  he  sounds 
Hesitation, — ^ihen  convenes 
I  Councillors : — give  ear, 
msive  Sage  doth  utter,  hear  I 

KVI. 
PKBSUASION. 

like  a  Sparrow,  mighty  King  1 
at  banquet  with  your  Chiefs  you  sit 
•  a  blazing  fire — ^is  seen  to  flit 
le  wintry  tempest    Fluttering, 
snter  ;  there,  on  hasty  wing, 
d  passes  on  from  cold  to  cold  ; 
it  came  we  know  not,  nor  behold 
oes.   Even  such,  that  transient  Thing, 
Soul ;  not  utterly  unknown 
i  Body  lodged,  her  warm  abode  ; 
at  world  She  came,  what  woe  or  weal 
rtore  waits,  no  tongue  hath  shown  ; 
y  if  the  Stranger  can  reveal, 
Icome  cordially  bestowed  f  1 " 

XVII. 
CONVKBSION. 

formation  works  tiie  novel  Lore ; 

losed,  the  Priest  in  fuU  career 

n  armM  man,  and  hurls  a  spear 

the  Fane  which  heretofore 

folly.    Woden  falls,  and  Thor 

;  the  mace,  in  battle  heaved 

y  dream)  till  victory  was  achieved, 

e  Grod  himself  is  seen  no  more. 

Jtar  sink,  to  hide  their  shame 

IS  weeds.    <  0  come  to  me, 

a  I*  sodi  the  inviting  voice 

«8h  streams^;  and  thousands,  who 

ite—the  pledge  of  sanctity, 
nerate  life,  the  promise  claim. 


t  Bee  Note. 


*  See  Note. 


ZVIII. 
▲POLOOT. 

Noft  soom  the  aid  which  Fancy  oft  doth  lend 
The  Soul's  eternal  interests  to  promote : 
Death,  darkness,  danger,  are  our  natural  lot ; 
And  evil  Spirits  may  our  walk  attend 
For  an^t  the  wisest  know  or  oomprt&end ; 
Then  be  good  Spirits  firee  to  breathe  a  note 
Of  elevation ;  let  their  odours  float 
Around  these  Converts ;  and  their  glories  blend, 
The  midnight  stars  outshining,  or  the  blaze 
Of  the  noon-day.    Nor  doubt  that  golden  cords 
Of  good  works,  mingling  with  the  visions,  raise 
The  Soul  to  purer  worlds :  and  toAo  the  line 
Shall  draw,  the  limits  of  the  power  define^ 
That  even  imperfect  &ith  to  man  affords  1 

XIX. 

PBIMITIVB  SAXON  CLEBOT  *. 

How  beantiful  your  presence,  how  benign. 
Servants  of  God  I  who  not  a  thought  will  share 
With  the  vain  world ;  who,  outwardly  as  bare 
As  winter  trees,  yield  no  fallacious  sign 
That  the  firm  soul  is  clothed  with  fruit  divine! 
Such  Priest,  when  service  worthy  of  his  care 
Has  called  him  forth  to  breathe  the  common  air, 
Might  seem  a  saintiy  Image  from  its  shrine 
Descended : — happy  are  the  eyes  that  meet 
The  Apparition ;  evil  thoughts  are  stayed 
At  his  approach,  and  low-bowed  necks  entreat 
A  benediction  from  his  voice  or  hand ; 
Whence   grace,   through  which  the  heart   can 

understand, 
And  vows,  that  bind  the  wiU,  in  silence  made. 


OTHER  IlfFLUDfCES. 

Ah,  when  the  Body,  round  which  in  lore  we  dung^ 

Is  chilled  by  death,  does  mutual  service  fail! 

Is  tender  pity  then  of  no  avaU  1 

Are  intercessions  of  the  fervent  tongue 

A  waste  of  hope! — From  this  sad  source  have 

Rites  that  console  the  Spirit,  under  grief    [spnmg 

Which  ill  can  brook  more  rational  relief: 

Hence,  prayers  are  shaped  amiss,  and  dirges  song 

For  Souls  whose  doom  is  fixed !  The  way  is  smootti 

For  Power  that  travels  with  the  human  heart : 

Confession  ministers  the  pang  to  soothe 

In  him  who  at  the  ghost  of  guilt  doth  starts 

Ye  holy  Men,  so  earnest  in  your  eare^ 

Of  your  own  mighty  instruments  beware ! 

*  See  note. 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


Lamcc,  ible1d,iind  snorJ  relinqoiahBd — at  hu  mds 

A  bead-roll,  in  his  huid  a  cliispcd  book, 

Or  etaH  more  hojuil^^  than  a,  sbcpberd's  irrDolc, 

!  war-worn  Chieftain  quiW  (lie  world — to  bids 
His  ibin  BDtutnn^  IocIib  where  Monks  abide 
In  cloistered  privacy.    But  not  to  dwelt 

toft  repose  ho  comes.    Within  his  cell. 
Bound  the  decaying  trunk  of  human  pride, 

Diom,  and  ere,  and  midnight's  sileut  hour, 
Do  penilcntkl  cogitations  ding ; 
Like  ivy,  round  some  ancient  elm,  Ihej  (wine 
In  gniAy  folds  and  Etrietures  serpontine ; 
Yet,  vlUle  (Iiey  strangle,  a  lair  growtb  tfacy  bring, 
For  recompcnee — thdr  own  perennial  boner. 


Bt  such  oxampleB  moTed  to  unbon^t  pain^ 
The  people  work  like  congregated  faev; 
Eager  to  bmld  (be  quiet  Fortresses 
'Where  Piety,  aa  they  belieie,  obtains 
From  Uesven  Si  gmeral  blemng  ;  tun^  lu 
Or  needful  eunshine ;  proaperDus  enterpriit^ 
Joalico  and  peine  : — bold  faith  1  yet  also  riia 
The  sacred  Structures  for  leas  doubtful  gaiaa, 
Tlie  Sensual  Uiiok  with  reverence  of  the  fata 
Which  Iho  diofilfi  VoUuSes  seek,  beyund  the  p 
If  penanco  bo  rcdeomalile,  thence  ahns 
Flow  In  the  poor,  niid  freedom  to  the  slaTC  ; 
And  if  Ibll  oft  the  Stmctuary  save 
Litea  black  with  guilt,  fcrotdty  it  calm*. 


HxTHiHKs  that  to  some  Tocsut  henniioge 
My  feet  would  rather  nu-n—to  somo  dry  nook 
Scooped  oat  of  living  rock,  and  near  a  bmok 
Hurled  donu  a  mountain-core  from  stnge  to  stage, 
,  tempering,  for  my  flight,  its  buatling  rage 
he  soft  hesFcn  of  a  tnuislucent  pool ; 
^ence  creeping  under  sylvan  arches  cool. 
Fit  haunt  of  aliapen  whose  glorious  equipage 
Would  clevalo  my  dpKims.     A  becctieii  boivl, 
A  maple  dish,  my  funjilurc  siiould  be ; 
Crisp,  yellow  leaves  my  bed ;  the  hooting  owl 
My  night- wnlch  r  nor  should  e'er  the  crealed  fowl 
From  thorp  or  vill  hia  nmtina  sound  for  me, 
Tired  of  the  world  end  all  its  industry. 


Not  sedentary  oil :  there  ire  who  rnun 
To  scatter  seeds  of  life  on  barbarou*  iJiorw  ; 
Or  qtut  with  zealouB  step  their  kncc-Huni  Hooa 
To  seek  the  general  mart  of  Chrismulam ; 
Whence  they,  like  richly-laden  merdiant^  otm* 
To  their  beloved  cells  :— or  shall  we  any 
That,  like  the  Red-cross  Kniglil,  they  ui^llielr*^, 
Ti.  lend  in  memorable  triumph  home 

itli,  tiieir  inmiortal  Una  I     Babylon, 
Learned  and  wise,  bath  perished  utterty. 
Nor  leaves  her  S[ieech  one  word  lo  aid  ih*  ai^ 
TliBt  would  lament  her ; — Memphis,  Tito,  are  gt 
V/ith  all  their  Arts,— but  clifaic  lore  ^da  ua 
By  these  Religious  saved  for  all  posterity. 


T  what  if  One,  through  grove  or  flowery  mead, 
liilgiog  thus  at  will  tlie  creeping  feet 
Of  a  voluptuous  indolence,  should  meet 
Thy  liovcring  Shade,  0  venerable  Bedo  I 
The  saint,  the  sdiolar,  from  a  circle  freed 
Of  toil  Btupcndous,  in  a  liallowed  scat 
Of  learning,  where  thou  beard'st  tlie  billows  beat 
On  a  wild  coast,  rough  nionilora  to  feed 
Perpetual  induslry.     Sublime  Recluse  I 

recreant  soul,  that  dares  to  shun  the  debt 
Dsed  on  human  kind,  must  first  forget 
Thy  dihgencc,  thy  unrelaxiug  use 
Of  a  long  life  ;  and,  in  tlie  hour  of  death. 
The  last  dear  service  of  thy  passing  breath  * ! 

•  Hevxiilml  dlcUling  Uu  UH  words  of  atiaiulatlaa 


BebOLD  a  pupil  of  the  monkish  gown. 

The  pious  Altkco,  King  to  Justice  dear ! 

Lord  of  the  harp  and  liberating  spear ; 

Mirror  of  Princes  I     Indigent  Renown 

Might  range  (he  starry  ether  for  a  croini 

Equal  to  liU  deserts,  who,  like  the  year. 

Pours  forth  his  bounty,  tike  the  day  doth  d 

And  awes  Kko  n\i;ht  with  mercy-tempered  frowa.    , 

Ease  from  this  noble  miser  of  his  time 

No  moment  steals ;  pain  narrows  not  hit 

Though  Bmali  his  kingdom  as  a  spark  or  gem. 

Of  A  Ifred  boasts  remote  Jerusalem, 

And  Christian  India,  through  her  wide-spr«^  ci 

In  sacred  converse  gifts  with  Al&e4  at 

•  BnKMk 
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Wbi9  thjfTtal  aool  ns  freni  from  mortsj  duuus, 
,ntB»n  g(  Engbnil  |  muiy  ■  bitter  sluiweF 
FiA  ea  tbj  (anb  j  but  vmulativc  povor 
Flv*«d  In  Aj  lia*  through  ondcgrnnnle  reiiu. 
Ub  Baea  tit  AUrc4  oovm  gtoriotu  pMU 


bfawkcT  BiQl  in  Tiew  I 
Mm  HBtj  ■oTfnifDtj  ill  hold  rrtoina ; 
n»  laM  ■'mn  n,  tlu  bnudica  bold  Co  Mriie 
WIA  Ika  fltrci  iim|wit,  wbtle,  wiiliia  tlw  roond 
0(  lUr  pwtnctioa,  gmitle  rittDcB  tbriic ; 
Aa  at,  ^^  wnM  gnsni  jilot  of  opm  ground, 
VU>  M  Ik*  Ckk  uIpikIs  i(>  ilr'ir;  gloom, 
SW  fMHwl  bjadnths  aprRid  their  pnrjilo  btoom. 


■  ty  AMUlion,  who  with  BubtlvsC  skill 
M»  B*ao<,  dM  Enthuiiut  u  s  dupe 
',  Mid  ■■  >  lijpocrile  can  iloop, 
dM  kMnimcnU  of  good  to  ilJ, 
ifaa  «r«diilcB>  peopla  to  his  will. 

Tfvimux  I — (ton  Its  Bentdinine  coop 

kMlt  *<Mlkiiu  ircmUc  la  fuUil 

'  piofalM.     Babold,  pnytigiiififHl, 

IG^  of  ipritml  «m]r  I     bU  tbcm^u,  his 


tl  vorid  Blude : 
M  *  fbrong  of  FoUovcn,  GUnd  wiih  pride 
It  ib*7  He  of  lirtDes  piulied  I 
»cl■^^  of  tkloit  miupplicd. 


'oB  M  tbo  CrowD  that  doth  tho  Cowl  obey*  I 
i^H^riin,  diecUng  amu  IbM  would  mtnin 
Im  ioe^iBaii  BoTcn  of  the  nortbcm  main, 
■fas  W  Wi^QW  and  iprciul  ■  Pagiui  twk}' ; 
M  OuaytilMMth  is  polcDt  to  oitay 
j^MaBBB  and  neo  i  and  coon  the  crocl  Duie 
■ift^  diKMih  Iho  hdnciiH!  of  bor  gcnilo  reign, 
ia  BMiva  Hprntlllou  melt  awsj. 
hMh  iifti,  vbcm  thick  gloom  iho  out  o'enbroud*, 
MooB,  shnF-dimbing,  doth  appear 
MesBSDiDD  the  hcBTjr  doudi ; 
■■r  BUI  rtaulve ;  but  every  oje 
k*r  •«■,  ■bile  air  ia  hiuhod,  a  oldar 
of  Mberok)  sky. 


A  FLRttilT  muse  floBtt  along  the  Mere, 
From  ModIib  in  Ely  chuiling  Mrvice  high, 
While-as  Caoiila  the  King  is  rowing  by ;      [ 
"  My  Oaramen,"  qootli  tho  mighty  Kiug,  "dmr 
"  Tliat  ire  the  BWeet  wng  of  the  Monkfl  may  huar  Q 
He  liitoiis  (all  poet  oooquests  and  all  schrmca 
Of  fulure  Taniabiog  like  empl^  drcanw) 
Heart-touched,  and  hnply  not  wilhonl  a  tear. 
The  Royal  Hinstrel,  eto  tho  choir  U  slUI, 
Wldle  hislree  BargcBkinutlie  smooth  flood  al 
GiTBs  to  that  rapture  an  aoeordant  lUiymo*. 
O  Buffering  Eartb  I  In  thankful ;  ilcmcst 
And  rudiat  age  arc  subjeot  lo  the  lluill 
Of  beaVLD-deaucDded  Piety  and  Song. 


-hearted  Conteuor  prepare* 
~  the  Sdioo  line. 
Haric  I  'tis  the  tolling  Curfew  I— the  stars  stiine  ; 
Dot  of  the  lights  that  chemb  boiuehotd  ram 
And  festiTe  gladneEs,  burus  not  one  llial  darM 
To  twinUe  after  that  dull  slruko  of  thine. 
Emblem  and  instnunent,  from  Thimee  lo  Tyoe, 
Of  force  tliat  daunts,  and  cunning  thai  ensoam  t 
Yet  as  tbe  terrxirs  of  the  lordly  bell, 
That  qucDch,  from  hut  lo  polaoe,  lamps  and  fire^ 
Touch  not  the  tapcn  of  tho  tacred  quirei ; 
Even  *o  a  thraldom,  atudiouB  lo  expel 
Old  laws,  and  ancient  ctutoms  to  derangv. 
To  Creed  or  Ritual  bnnga  no  fatal  change; 


CoLDLT  we  ipake.  The  Saxony  OTerpowrmd 
By  wrong  triumphant  through  its  own  oioom. 
From  Gelds  laid  waste,  from  house  and  hon 

devoured 
By  BamcB,  look  ap  lo  heaven  and  cniTe  rcdm 
From  God^s  clonal  justice-     Fi|j1v» 
Though  men  be,  there  are  angele  that  can  feel 
For  wounds  that  death  alone  has  powvr  (o  heal, 
For  penitent  guilt,  and  innocent  distm& 
And  baa  a  Champion  riirai  in  arms  lo  117 
Uis  Country's  virtue, fought,  and  bmathie  no  man 
Him  in  tlieir  boarlB  tho  people  eanonin* ; 
And  far  above  the  mine's  most  prcoioui  ore 
The  leaM  small  pittance  of  bore  mould  thej 
Scooped  hvm  iho  HuTod  earth  trhsm  his  dear . 

Uc. 


\i 


POEHS  OF  THB  lUAGLNATION. 


"  Akd  bIaU,"  Uie  Panliff  uks,  "  profuKuew  flow 
"  From  NuareUt — aounx  of  ChmUiui  pietji 
■*  From  Bcllilvlwm,  from  thi  MouuW  of  AgODj 
"  And  glonfi^  Aawtmioo  J  Wairiora,  go, 
"  With  pnjun  anil  bltMinga  no  yonr  i»lh  will  «owi 
<■  Ulia  Mdaes  hold  oiur  hautlii  nwt,  titl  j'B 
"  IIoTc  rbaanl  Gkr  off  b;  righltwns  rictorj 
"  Tbeie  aoiu  of  AnudL'k,  or  laJd  tliem  low  I  " — 
"God  wiLLBTii  IT,"  Uia  whole  usembly  cry  ; 
Sboal  wlui^  the  enniiUirod  mullitnde  utooiids  1 
TliB  Cooncil-roof  wiil  (JUnoimt'»  lowefB  replj  i — 
"God  wUlnlhil,"  from  hill  to  hill  rebouiidii, 
And,  iu  iiw<-«trickeD  Coonlrics  far  and  njgli, 
Throngh    '  NUure's    hullow   vrcb '     tlut    voice 


Tll«t«rUiicdR»co««ponrBdi]ithiclteiiingBW»rm8 

ng  the  «cM  ;  though  driven  from  Aquittune, 
The  Cnwcent  glilters  do  the  towers  of  Spsiu  ; 
And  Bofl  Italia  feota  renewed  jUaniu  ; 
I  iKiinitsr,  thai  fields  aol  to  the  chsncu 
3BW,  th<-  nuTOW  BniphoniB  will  disdnin  ; 
Nor  lutig  (that  Grossed)  would  Grecian  tiill«  detaia 
Their  tonU,  and  dieclt  the  current  of  thoir  araiH. 
Then  blame  not  thoee  who,  by  the  mightiest  lever 
Knoim  to  the  moral  world,  Imogiiiation, 
Vphoare,  H>  BotnOB  it,  from  her  Datar»l  staUon 
AU  airislcodom  ;— they  sweep  along  (was  never 
So  liuge  a  host  !>— *"  '«'"'  fr™"  ^°  Unbeliever 
The  prcrioUB  Tomb,  their  haven  of  sali-ation. 


RsDotrBTBD  King,  of  cotmgo  leonine, 
1  mark  thee,  Rieliard  I  urgent  to  equip 
Thy  warlike  person  with  the  staff  and  scrip  ; 
I  walch  thee  Bailing  o'er  Iho  midland  brine  ; 
In  conqnored  Cyprus  see  Iby  Bride  decline 
Her  bluBhing  cheek,  love-vowa  upon  her  Up, 
And  ice  love-emblema  Htreaming  from  thy  ship. 
As  thence  she  holds  her  way  to  Palestine. 
My  Song,  a  fiarlesa  homager,  would  attond 
Thy  thundering  batlle-aie  as  it  cleaves  the  prcaa 
Of  war,  but  duty  nmunons  her  away 
To  tell— how,  finding  in  the  rash  distreae 
Of  those  EnthnmaalB  a  subservient  friend, 
To  giddier  hci{;Iit3  hath  domb  the  Papal  sway. 

*  The  d«^OD  of  till!  Munrtl  wa.  UHoni  to   1 
InitantLx  loioini  tn  r«mM«  parta  of  Eufcpb 


She  arrogalea  o'er  hesrcn'i  eteni 
dfiea  Ibe  gatee  of  otsry  SKred  p 
Straight  bum  the  son  and  tunle^ 
AU  safred  things  are  covered :  d 
Grows  sad  ai  nighl— no  oecml;  g 
Nor  is  a  ftux  allowed  to  meet  a  £ 
With  natnial  amik*  of  greeting. 
Ditches  are  graves — fonereal  riM 
And  in  the  chorcb-yard  be  mmrt 
Who  dares  b«  wedded  1  Fannes 
Into  the  pensive  heart  iU  fcatifin 
And  comlbrtleBS  dei^iaira  (ha  son 


As  with  the  Stream  onr  voyage  i 
The  gross  materials  of  this  work 
A  marvellous  study  of  wild  »c<!i< 
Uncouth  proximities  of  old  and  i 
And  bold  transfigurations,  more 
( As  might  be  deemed)  to  disctpli 
Tban  aught  (he  aky'e  bnteoic  d 
When  most  hntasUc,  offers  to  tl 
Saw  we  not  Henry  soourged  at  1 
Lo  I  John  self-stripped  of  his  inl 
Sceptre  and  mantle,  eword  and  i 
At  a  proud  Legate's  feet  I  The 
Baronial  balls,  the  opprobrioos  i 
And  angry  Ocean  roars  a  vain  a 


BucB  Demons  hovering  o'er  hi 
To  Ciesor's  Successor  the  Ponti 
"  Erf  I  absolve  the*,  stoop  !  tha 
«  Levelled  with  earth  (his  foot  (d 
Then  he,  who  lo  the  altar  had  b 
He,  whose  strong  arm  the  Oriel 
He,  who  had  held  (ho  Soldan  at 
Stooped,  of  bU  glory  disnhcritw 
And  even  the  common  dignity  e 
Amazement  strikes  the  crowd  : 
Their  eyes  away  in  sorrow,  othe 
With  scorn,  invoking  a  vindictil 
From  oulnged  Nature ;  but  th« 
In  abject  sympathy  with  powar 


.-i 
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PA.PAL  DOMIiaON. 

3  Peter's  Chair  the  Tiewlets  wind 

Be  and  adt  permiasioii  when  to  blow, 

iher  empire  would  it  hayet  for  now 

f  Domination,  nnoonfined 

> J  dreaming  Bards  to  Love  asmgned, 

i  in  sober  tmth — to  raise  the  low, 

the  wise,  the  strong  to  oyerthrow ; 

earth  and  hearen  to  bind  and  to  unbind  1 — 

die  thnnder  qoails  thee !— cronch — ^rebuff 

thy  recompence  I  from  land  to  land 

ent  thrones  of  Christendom  are  staff 

pation  of  a  magic  wand, 

the  Pope  that  wields  it : — ^whether  rou^ 

th  his  front,  our  world  is  in  his  hand  1 


PART  IL 

OV  THX  TBOUBLBf  III 
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!  did  Man,  created  pore- 
Is  guarded,  deviate  from  the  line 
id  to  duty : — woeful  forfeiture 
by  wilful  breach  of  law  divine. 
i  perverseness  did  the  Church  abjure 
e  to  her  Lord,  and  haste  to  twine, 
ven-bom  flowers  that  shall  for  aye  endure, 
1  whose  frt)nt  the  world  had  fixed  her  sign. 
-if  with  thy  trials  thus  it  fares, 
in  smooth  the  way  to  evil  choice, 
rash  censure  be  the  mind  kept  free ; 
judges  right  who  weighs,  compares, 
he  sternest  sentence  which  his  voice 
aes,  ne'er  abandons  Charity. 

II. 

■e  assumption  rose,  and  fondly  hail'd 
stition,  spread  the  Papal  power ; 
ot  deem  the  Autocracy  prevailed 
y,  even  in  error's  darkest  hour,      [tower 
nts,  forth-thundering  from  her  spiritual 
pine,  or  with  gentle  lure  she  tames, 
id  Peace  through  Her  uphold  their  daims ; 
stity  finds  many  a  sheltering  bower, 
lere  is  none  that  if  controul'd  or  sway'd 
ommands  partakes  not,  in  degree, 
o'er  manners  arts  and  arms,  difiused : 
by  domination,  Roman  See, 
erably,  oft  monstrously,  abused 
ambition,  be  this  tribute  paid. 


III. 


C18TBBTIAN  M0NA8TERT. 


*^Here  Man  more  purdy  Uva,  ku  ofl  doth  faUf 
^  More  promptly  ritetf  wcUkt  wUh  ttricter  heed^ 
^More  nfdy  resti,  diet  happier,  is  freed 
**EarUerfrom  dea/nting  faret,  and  ffomt  wUhal 
'^A  brighter  crown:** — On  yon  Cistertian  wall 
That  confident  assurance  may  be  read ; 
And,  to  like  shelter,  from  the  world  have  fled 
Increasing  multitudes.    The  potent  call 
Doubtless  shall  cheat  full  oft  the  heart's  desires ; 
Yet,  while  the  rugged  Age  on  pliant  knee 
Vows  to  rapt  Faocy  humble  fealty, 
A  gentler  life  spreads  round  the  holy  spires ; 
Where'er  they  rise,  the  sylvan  waste  retires, 
And  aSry  harvests  crown  the  fertile  lea. 


IV. 

Dbplobjlblb  Ins  lot  who  tills  the  ground, 
His  whole  life  long  tills  it,  with  heartless  toll 
Of  villain-service,  passing  with  the  soil 
To  each  new  Master,  like  a  steer  or  hound. 
Or  like  a  rooted  tree,  or  stone  earth-bound ; 
But  mark  how  gladly,  through  their  own  domains, 
The  Monks  relax  or  break  these  iron  chains ; 
While  Mercy,  uttering,  through  their  voice,  a  sound 
Echoed  in  Heaven,  cries  out,  **  Ye  Chiefo,  abate 
These  legalized  oppressions  1  Man — whose  name 
And  nature  God  disdained  not ;  Man-^whose  soul 
Christ  died  fox^— cannot  forfeit  his  high  claim 
To  live  and  move  exempt  from  all  coutroul 
Which  fellow-feeling  doth  not  mitigate  I" 


V. 
MONKS  AND  8CH00LMKN. 

Recobd  we  too,  with  just  and  faithful  pen, 
That  many  hooded  Cenobites  there  are. 
Who  in  their  private  cells  have  yet  a  care 
Of  public  quiet ;  unambitious  Men, 
Counsellors  for  the  world,  of  piercing  ken; 
Whose  fervent  exhortations  from  afar 
Move  Princes  to  their  duty,  peace  or  war ; 
And  oft-times  in  the  most  forbidding  den 
Of  solitude^  with  love  of  science  strong. 
How  patiently  the  yoke  of  thought  they  bear  I 
How  subtly  glide  its  finest  threads  along ! 
Spirits  that  crowd  the  intellectual  sphere 
With  mazy  boundaries,  as  the  astronomer 
With  orb  and  cycle  girds  the  starry  throng. 

*  Sm  Note. 
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Ant>,  Xtoi  in  y^hi  emliodied  to  the  &gbt. 
Religion  finds  even  in  the  atern  retreat 
or  feudal  Bvny  her  own  appropriate  eent ; 
From  Ibe  coUegi&te  pomps  on  Windsor'n  height 
Down  to  tlie  humbler  altar,  wliich  the  Knight 
And  his  Reluners  of  the  embattled  hall 

:  in  domestic  oratorf  smaJl, 
For  |<ni;er  in  stilineffi,  or  tha  chanted  rite ; 
Then  chiefly  dear,  when  foes  ore  planted  round, 
Who  leach  the  intrepid  gUEirdiona  of  the  place — 
Hourly  exposed  to  death,  with  famine  worn. 
And  Buffering  under  many  a  perilons  wound — 
Huw  gad  vould  be  their  dnronce,  if  forlorn 
Of  offices  tUspeuBing  heavenly  grace  I 


Ann  what  melodious  sounds  at  times  preVMl  I 
And,  ever  and  anon,  how  bright  a  gleam 
Pours  on  tha  surface  of  the  tnrbid  Sti-eam  t 
.What  heartfelt  fragrance  mingles  with  the  gale 
That  siFella  the  bosom  of  our  paaung  soil  1 
For  where,  but  on  Ihit  Rivet's  margin,  hh)» 
Tliose  flowere  of  chiralry,  to  hind  the  hrow 
Of  Iinrdihood  wilh  «Tealha  that  eliail  not  fail  !- 
Court  of  Eil«-ard  1  wonder  of  Ihe  world  1 
a  matchless  blazonry  unfurled 
m(y,  and  la 


Andm 
The  la 


IS  tempering  honourable  pride ; 

lonching  by  the  hon's  side, 

I  flame-eyed  eagte  ^ia  the  dove. 


tL  we  the  sails,  and  pass  with  tardy  oars 
Through  these  bright  regions,  casting  many  a  glani 
Upon  the  [ireom-liko  issues — the  romance 
Of  many-eoloured  life  that  Fortune  pours 
Kound  the  Crusaders,  till  on  dibtatit  stiores 
Their  labours  end  ;  or  tiiey  return  to  lie. 
The  vow  performed,  in  cross-legged  effigy, 
Deroutly  stretched  upon  tlieir  chancel  floors. 

L I  docei/M.11     Or  is  their  requiem  clutnted 

Her  inmost,  floflesl,  tenderest  harmonics  ; 
Requiem  which  Elarthtakeaupwithvoicenndanntcd, 
When  she  would  tell  how  BraTe,  and  Good,  an 

Wise, 
For  ihoir  high  guerdon  not  m  tud  haTs  panted  t 


As  fUlIi  thus  sandiGed  Ifae  mrrior^  a«it 
While  from  tie  Papal  Unity  then  attoe. 
What  feebler  means  had  Eail'd  to  gile,  ooe  wa 
Diffused  thro'  all  the  regions  of  the  Wed; 
So  does  her  Dnity  its  power  att»t 
By  worlts  of  Art,  that  abed,  on  the  ouCvud  feu 
Ofworship,  gloryand  grace,  whidi  who  ahaU  bim 
That  ever  looked  to  heaven  for  flinal  rest ! 
Hail  countless  Temples  1  thai  an  well  ticfi* 
Your  ministry ;  that,  as  ye  rite  knd  tak« 
Form  spirit  and  character  frotn  boly  wiit. 
Give  to  devodou,  wheresoc'er  awate. 
Pinions  of  high  and  higher  sweep,  and  nmim 
The  nncnnverted  soul  with  awe  suhmit. 


Where  long  and  deeply  hath  been  fixed  tiw  IM 
Id  the  blest  soil  of  gospel  trath,  the  Trsa, 
(Blighted  or  scathed  tho'  nuuy  branehf  b«^ 
Put  forth  to  wither,  many  a  hiqKJdl  diuiQ 
Con  never  cease  to  bear  celestial  (huL 
WilnetB  the  Church  that  oft  IJmea,  with  titttt 
Dear  to  the  saints,  striTcs  eamtstlf  to  eject 
Her  bone,  her  vital  energies  TecniiL 
Lameuting,  do  not  hopelessly  repine 
When  such  good  work  is  doomed  to  be  andoo^ 
Tlie  conipests  lost  that  were  so  hardly  wm ; — 
AH  promises  vouchsafed  by  Heaven  will  d 
In  Ught  conRrmed  while  years  their  « 
Conflrmed  alike  in  progress  and  decline. 


r-^ 


E^otlall  I  for  see,  with  dim  si 

The  lapen  bmTi ;  tiie  odorona  u 

A  greedy  flame ;  the  pompous  n 

Tlie  Priest  bestows  the  appoint* 

And,  while  the  Host  is  nused,  i 

An  awe  and  snpemalural  horroi 

And  all  the  people  bow  their  hei 

To  a  soft  breeze,  in  lowly  a.' 

This  Valdo  brooks  not.     On  the  hanka  of  Ufa 

He  taught,  till  persecution  chased  him  tlxDM 

To  adore  the  Invi»blc,  and  Him  alone. 

Nor  are  his  FoUowers  loth  to  swk  defence. 


Mid  woods  and  wilds,  on  Nature 
From  riles  that  trample  upon  sc 
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XII. 


THE  VAUDOIS. 


benoe  came  they  who  for  the  Saviour  Lord 
ong  borne  witness  as  the  Scriptures  teach  I — 
are  Valdo  raised  his  voice  to  preach 
lie  ears  the  unadulterate  Word, 
fugidve  Progenitors  explored 
•ine  vales,  in  quest  of  safe  retreats 
I  thai  pure  Church  survives,  though  summer 
heats 

i  passage  to  the  Romish  sword, 
it  dares  to  foUow.    Herbs  self-sown, 
uitage  gathered  from  the  chesnut  wood, 
h  the  sufferers  then ;  and  mists,  that  brood 
nasms  with  new-fallen  obstacles  bestrown, 
i  them ;  and  the  eternal  snow  that  daunts 
,  is  God*s  good  winter  for  their  haunts. 

XIII. 


ED  be  the  Rivers,  from  their  mountain  springs 
Dg  to  Freedom,  ^  Plant  thy  banners  here !" 
raned  Piety,  ''Dismiss  thy  fear, 
1  our  caverns  smooth  thy  ruffled  wings  !*' 
e  ondiaoked  their  final  lingerings — 
.  but  not  to  high-souled  Paseion*s  ear — 
«Bdy  fens  wide.spread  and  marshes  drear, 
own  creation.    Such  glad  welcomings 
was  heard  to  give  where  Venice  rose 
i  from  aloft  those  Heirs  of  truth  divine 
war  his  fountains  sought  obscure  repose, 
me  prepared  as  glorious  lights  to  shine, 
1  that  be  needed  for  their  sacred  Charge ; 
Prisoners  They,  whose  spirits  were  at  large ! 

XIV. 

WALDBNSBS. 

had  given  earliest  notice,  as  the  lark 
s  from  the  ground  the  mom  to  gratulate ; 
ler  rose  the  day  to  antedate, 
ildng  out  a  solitary  spark,  [dark. — 

an  the  world  with  midnight  gloom  was 
)Ilowed  the  Waldensian  bands,  whom  Hate 
I  endeavours  to  exterminate. 

Obloquy  pursues  with  hideous  bark  •  : 
ey  desist  not ; — and  the  sacred  fire, 
Ued  thus,  from  dens  and  savage  woods 
,  handed  on  with  never-ceasing  care, 
^courts,  through  camps,  o'er  limitary  floods  ; 
:k9  this  sea-girt  Isle  a  timely  shore 
new  Flame,  not  suffered  to  expire. 

*  See  Note. 


XT. 

ABCHBISBOP  CHICHELY  TO   HENRT   V. 

''What  beast  in  wilderness  or  cultured  field 
"  The  lively  beauty  of  the  leopard  shows  1 
"What  flower  in  meadow-ground  or  garden  grows 
"  That  to  the  towering  lily  doth  not  yield  t 
"  Let  both  meet  only  on  thy  royal  shield  I 
"Go  forth,great  King!  claim  what  thy  birth  bestows ; 
"Conquer  the  Gallic  lily  which  thy  foes 
"Dare  to  usurp ; — thou  hast  a  sword  to  wield, 
"And  Heaven  will  crown  the  right.*' — ^The  mitred 

Sire 
Thus  spake— and  lo !  a  Fleet,  for  Gaul  addrest, 
Ploughs  her  bold  course  across  the  wondering  seas ; 
For,  sooth  to  say,  ambition,  in  the  breast 
Of  youthful  heroes,  is  no  sullen  fire. 
But  one  that  leaps  to  meet  the  fanning  breeze. 

XVI. 
WABS  OP  TORK  AND  LANCASTER. 

Thus  is  the  storm  abated  by  the  craft 
Of  a  slirewd  Counsellor,  eager  to  protect  [checked. 
The  Church,  whose  power  hatli  recently  been 
Whose  monstrous  riches  threatened.    So  the  shaft 
Of  victory  mounts  high,  and  blood  is  quaffed 
In  fields  that  rival  Cressy  and  Poictiers — 
Pride  to  be  washed  away  by  bitter  tears ! 
For  deep  as  hell  itself,  the  avenging  draught 
Of  civil  slaughter.     Yet,  while  temporal  power 
Is  by  these  shocks  exhausted,  spiritual  truth 
Maintains  the  else  endangered  gift  of  life ; 
Proceeds  from  infancy  to  lusty  youth ; 
And,  under  cover  of  this  woeful  strife. 
Gathers  unblighted  strength  from  hour  to  hour. 

XVII. 
WICLIPPB. 

Once  more  the  Church  is  seized  with  sudden  fear. 

And  at  her  call  is  Wicliffe  disinhumed : 

Yea,  his  dry  bones  to  ashes  are  consumed 

And  flung  into  the  brook  that  travels  near ;  [hear 

Forthwith,  that  ancient  Voice  which  Streanos  can 

Thus  speaks  (that  Voice  which  walks  upon  the  wind. 

Though  seldom  heard  by  busy  human  kind)>- 

"  As  thou  tliese  ashes,  little  Brook  1  wilt  bear 

"  Into  the  Avon,  Avon  to  the  tide 

"Of  Severn,  Severn  to  tlie  narrow  seas, 

"  Into  main  Ocean  they,  this  deed  accurst 

*'  An  emblem  fields  to  friends  and  enemies 

"  How  the  bold  Teacher's  Doctrine,  sanctified 

"By  truth,  shall  spread,  throughout  the  world 

dispersed." 

v 
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"  WOB  ta  you,  Prelatea  I  riotiiig  in  ease 

"  AufJ  cumbrouB  wealth — UisHhuneofyiHireaE&t^; 

**  You,  on  wlioee  progreac  iJ»*iling  tnuna  awail 

**  Of  pompous  hoTHcfl  ;  whom  Tiin  ticlea  p]e&B«  , 

"  Who  will  be  sarved  bj  others  on  their  knees, 

"  Yet  wUI  youraelves  to  God  no  serrioe  paj  ; 

"  Puton  vho  neither  take  nor  point  the  wajr 

"  To  Heavm  ;  for,  oilher  lost  in  v&nilica 

*■  Ye  have  do  skill  to  teach,  or  if  ye  know 

"  And  epeak  the  word— — "     Aba  1  of  fearful 

"Tia  Che  moat  fearful  when  the  people's  eye 
AbtiBO  hath  fleared  from  vain  imagininga  ; 
Aud  tau^C  the  gener^  Toiee  to  pT0[diea; 
Of  JuaUce  enncd,  and  Pnda  to  bs  lud  low. 


Ann  what  is  Pomuico  wiUi  her  kuott«d  thoug ; 

MortiflcatioD  with  the  ehirt  of  hair. 

Wan  cheek,  and  knees  indiiisted  with  prayor. 

Vigils,  and  fastings  rigorous  as  loeg  ; 

If  cloistered  ATarict  acruple  Dot  to  wrong 

The  piouc,  bumble,  useful  Seoular, 

And  rob  the  people  of  his  daily  care. 

Scorning  that  world  whose  bliudncaa  makes  her 

stroDgl 
Invernou  atrangc  I  tliat,  unlo  One  who  lives 
For  self,  and  struggles  with  himself  alone, 
The  amplest  share  of  heavenly  favour  gives  ; 
That  to  a  Monk  nllata,  both  in  tlie  esteem 
Of  God  and  man,  place  higlicr  tlisji  to  him 
Who  on  the  good  of  others  builds  his  own  I 


Ykt  more, — round  many  a  Convent's  blniing  lire 
Unhallowed  threads  of  revelry  are  spnn  ; 
There  VeDua  sts  disguised  like  a  Nun,— 
While  Bacchus,  clothed  in  scmblnnee  of  a  Frinr, 
PoDtB  out  his  cbraeeat  beverage  high  and  higher 
Sparkling,  until  it  cannot  choose  but  run 
Over  the  bowl,  whose  wlver  lip  liath  won 
An  instant  kiss  of  masterfol  deure — 
To  slay  the  precious  waste.    Through  every  brain 
The  duminatioD  of  the  spriglitly  juice 
Spreads  high  conceits  Co  madding  Fancy  dear. 
Till  the  arched  roof,  with  resolnte  abuse 
Of  its  grave  ochoos,  swells  a  choral  strain. 
Whose  votive  burthen  is — "  Oub  einodok  's  heuI" 


Threats  come  which  no  eubnux^on  may  us^ 
No  sacrifice  avert,  no  power  di^te  ; 
Tlie  tapers  shall  be  quenched,  file  belfrica  nail 
And,  "mid  their  (Junrs  anrDofcd  by  BBlfU  ngt 
The  warbling  wren  shall  find  D  leafy  ra^  i 
The  gadding  bramble  bang  lier  purple  fnut ; 
And  the  green  lixard  and  the  gilded  nnt 
Lead  unmolested  Uvea,  and  die  of  age.  i 

The  owl  of  evening  and  the  weodUnd  fox 
For  (heir  abode  the  sbrinss  of  Waltham  cbeta 
Proud  Glaalonbory  can  no  more  refuse 
To  stoop  her  head  before  these  de^icnM  diad 
She  whose  high  pomp  displaced,  aa  story  «ell^ 
Arimadiean  Joseph's  wattled  cella. 


Tas  lovely  Nnn  (sabmissive,  but  more  ni«t 
Through  sunlly  habit  tluio  from  effort  duo 
To  unrelenting  mandates  that  pursue  i 

With  ci[ual  wisth  the  steps  of  stroDg  and  wM 
Goes  forth^ — unveiling  timidly  a  cheek 
SnflViBed  with  blushes  of  cekstial  boc,  | 

While  Ihrou^  tho  Convent'B  gate  to  opaa  ril 
SoIUy  she  glides,  another  homo  to  seek. 
Nut  Iris,  issuing  from  her  cloudy  slirioe. 
An  Appariljon  more  diiinely  bright ! 
Not  more  attractive  to  the  dazcW  sight 
Tlioso  watery  glories,  on  the  stonnjr  brine 
Poured  forth,  while  summer  soils  at  distaoeei 
And  the  green  vales  he  hushed  in  aobvr  li^it 


Vet  many  a  Novice  of  tlic  dotstral  shadf, 
And  many  chained  by  vows,  with  eager  glte 
Tile  warrant  bail,  exoltiDg  to  b«  free  ; 
Like  sliipe  before  whose  keels,  fiill  hiag  cnA^ 
In  polar  ice,  propitious  winds  haTe  laade 
Unlooked-for  outlet  to  an  o^>en  soft. 
Their  liquid  world,  for  bold  discoverer. 
In  all  her  quarters  temptingly  dl^bjred  I 
Hope  guidee  the  young  ;  but  ii4ien  tin  M  l 

The  thivshold,  whither  shall  they  luni  In  find 
The  hospitality— the  alms  (alas  •. 
Alms  ma;  be  needed)  whi(4i  that  Houaeheita 
Can  they,  in  faith  and  worabip,  train  Ibe  minj 
To  keep  this  new  and  qDCBtionable  road  t 
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SAINTS. 


,  mast  fly  before  »  chasing  hand, 

ind  Saints^  in  every  hamlet  mourned  ! 

the  old  iddairj  be  Bpamed, 

joor  ndiant  Shapes  desert  the  Land : 

xntion  was  not  your  demand, 

d  heart  proffered  it — the  servile  heart ; 

irefore  are  ye  smnmoned  to  depart, 

,aiid  thou,  St  Geoi^  vrhose  flaming  brand 

igoD  qodled  ;  and  valiant  Margaret 

nval  sword  a  like  Opponent  slew  : 

4  Cedliay  seraph-haunted  Queen 

ony ;  and  weeping  Magdalene, 

the  penitential  desert  met 

reet  ss  those  that  over  Eden  blew  ! 


XXV. 

THB  VIRGIN. 

L !  iHiose  vxEgin  bosom  was  uncrost 
e  least  shade  of  diooght  to  sin  allied ; 
!  above  all  women  glorified, 
ited  natnre^s  solitary  boast; 
um  foam  on  central  ocean  tost ; 
r  than  eastom  sides  at  daybreak  strewn 
icied  roses,  than  the  unblemished  moon 
ler  wane  b^;iiis  on  heaven's  blue  coaRt ; 
ige  falls  to  earth.    Yet  some,  I  ween, 
ugiven  the  suppliant  knee  might  bend, 
risible  Power,  in  which  did  blend 
was  mixed  and  reconciled  in  Thee 
er's  love  with  maiden  purity, 
irith  low,  celestial  with  terrene  ! 

XXVI. 
APOiXMY. 

riy  unworthy  to  endure 
supremacy  of  crafty  Rome  ; 
r  age  to  the  arch  of  Christendom 
iystone  haughtily  secure ; 
cy  from  Heaven  transmitted  pure, 

hold ;  and,  therefore,  to  the  tomb 
le  through  fire — and  by  the  scaffold  8om<*  - 
itly  Fisher,  and  unbending  More, 
for  both  the  bosom's  lord  did  sit 
is  throne ; '  unsoftened,  undismayed 
;  that  mingled  with  the  tragic  scene 
r  fear;  and  More's  gay  genius  played 
>  inoffensive  sword  of  native  wit, 

bare  axe  more  luminous  and  keen. 


xxvu. 

IMAQINATIVE  &BQREIS. 

Dekp  is  the  lamentation  t    Not  alone 
From  Sages  justly  honoured  by  mankind; 
But  from  the  ghostly  tenants  of  die  wind. 
Demons  and  Spirits,  many  a  dolorous  groan 
Issues  for  that  dominion  overthrown : 
Proud  Tiber  grieves,  and  far-off  Ganges,  blind 
As  his  own  worshippers :  and  Nile,  reclined 
Upon  his  monstrous  urn,  the  farewell  moan 
Renews.    Through  every  forest,  cave,  and  den. 
Where  friwds  were  hatched  of  old,  hath  sorrow 

past — 
Hangs  o'er  the  Arabian  Prophet's  native  Waste, 
Where  once  his  airy  helpers  sdiemed  and  planned 
Mid  spectral  lakes  bemocking  thirsty  men. 
And  stalking  pillars  built  of  fiery  sand. 

XXVIII. 
RBFLBCnOMS. 

Grant,  that  by  this  unsparing  hurricane 
Green  leaves  with  yellow  mixed  are  torn  away. 
And  goodly  fruitage  with  the  mother  spray ; 
'Twere  madness — ^wished  we,  therefore,  to  detain. 
With  hands  stretched  forth  in  mollified  disdam. 
The  ^  trumpery'  that  ascends  in  bare  disphiy — 
Bulls, pardons,relics, cowls  black,  white,andgrey — 
Upwhirled,  and  flying  o'er  the  ethereal  plain 
Fast  bound  for  Limbo  Lake.     And  yet  not  choice 
But  habit  rules  the  unreflecting  herd, 
And  airy  bonds  are  hardest  to  disown ; 
Hence,  with  the  spiritual  sovereignty  transfexred 
Unto  itself,  the  Crown  assumes  a  voice 
Of  reckless  mastery,  hitherto  unknown. 

XXIX. 

TRANSLATION   OF  THB  DIDLK. 

But,  to  outweigh  all  harm,  the  aacred  Book, 

In  dusty  sequestration  wrapt  too  long. 

Assumes  the  accents  of  our  native  tongue ; 

And  he  who  guides  the  plough,  or  wields  the  crook, 

With  understanding  spirit  now  may  look 

Upon  her  records,  listen  to  her  song. 

And  sift  her  Uws — ^much  wondering  that  the  wrong. 

Which  Faith  has  suflered,  Heaven  could  calmly 

brook. 

Transcendent  boon !  noblest  that  eartlUy  King 

Ever  bestowed  to  equalize  and  bless 

Under  the  weight  of  mortal  wretchedness  I 

But  passions  spread  like  plagues,  and  thousands  wUd 

With  bigotry  shall  tread  the  Offering 

Beneath  their  feet,  detested  and  defiled. 

V  2 


POEMS  OF  THE  DIAOnVATION. 


mm  voiHT  AT  muB. 

Fob  what  eontand  Ihd  wiMt--lor  notliiqg  hm 

Tlian  tiiAt  te  Sool,  fimd  from  dM  bond!  of  Sense, 

And  to  ht&t  God  wtoired  hj  endeooe 

Of  thingi  not  tMOy  diftim  forth  fr«ii  tfaoir  reeei. 

Root  there,  and  not  in  fonm,  her  hoUneoi; — 

For  FMif  whkh  to  die  PMrieroht  did  di^enee 

Sore  giddmeoi,  ere  %  oenmoidel  ftooe 

Weeneedfid  xomidmenthintingtotnuMigreM; — 

For  Fiith,  more  perfeet  etOly  with  whidi  die  Lord 

Of  an,  Mmeelf  a  Spirit,  in  die  joQdi 

Of  Chrietian  aqpiratioo,  deigned  to  fin 

The  temples  of  dieir  hearti  iHmh  widi  hia  word 

Iiilbrmedy  nvre  reeohito  to  do  hie  willy 

And  wonhipUm  in  qpiritand  in  tnidk 


■DWABD  TI. 

<SwBK  ia  die  hoUnesB  of  Yondi'— «o  felt 

Timfr4ioooiired  Chaneer  speaking  diroi^  diat  Laj 

Bj  whidi  die  Priorem  beguiled  die  way. 

And  many  a  Pflgrim'ii  ragged  heart  did  melt 

Hadatdmi,  loved  Bard  1  whose  qpirit  often  dwdt 

In  die  dear  land  of  Tision,  hot  foreseen 

King^  diild,  and  seraph,  blended  in  die  mien 

Of  {rfoos  Edward  kneding  aa  he  kndt 

In  meek  and  ample  in&ncj,  what  joy 

For  nniTereal  Christendom  had  thriHed 

Thy  heart !  what  hopes  inspired  thy  genins,  skilled 

(O  great  Precursor,  genuine  morning  Star) 

The  lucid  shafts  of  reason  to  employ, 

Piercing  the  Papal  darkness  from  afar  I 

XXXII. 

BDWARD   SIQNINO   THE   WARRANT  FOR  THE 
EXECUTION   OF  JOAN   OF   KENT. 

The  tears  of  man  in  yarious  measure  gush 

From  various  sources ;  gently  overflow 

From  blissful  transport  some — from  clefts  of  woe 

Some  with  ungovernable  impulse  rush  ; 

And  some,  coeval  with  the  earliest  blush 

Of  infant  passion,  scarcely  dare  to  show 

Their  pearly  lustre — coming  but  to  go ; 

And  some  break  forth  when  others'  sorrows  crush 

The  sympathising  heart     Nor  these,  nor  yet 

The  noblest  drops  to  ailmiration  known. 

To  gratitude,  to  injuries  forgiven — 

Claim  Heaven's  regard  like  waters  that  have  wet 

The  innocent  eyes  of  youthful  Monarchs  driven 

To  pen  the  mandates,  nature  doth  disown. 


BBVITAL  Ol 

Thb  ssindy  Yoodi  has  ea 
^  mndenting  DeadL  C 
For  diange^  to  wiiom  die 
Rejoieiiig  dSd  tlierf  east  n| 
Theur  Gods  of  wood  and  s 
Of  oomiter-proelamationy  1 
(Prond  triumph  ia  it  for  a 
lifting  them  np^  die  worri 
Of  dM  ICost  lUgh.  Agsh 
The  Creatnre,  to  the  Orel 
Again  with  franldneense  t 
like  dioee  the  Headien  sc 
And  prayer,  man'b  ratka 
BnnsdirowghbUndchanai 


LATIMBE  AM 

How  fostdie  Marian  dest 
See  Lathner  and  Ridlej  ii 
Of  Faith  stand  oonpled  fa 
One  (like  thoee  prophets  ^ 
Transfignred  %  from  this 
A  torch  of  inextingniahab 
The  Other  gahia  a  oonfidi 
And  thos  diey  foQ  their  • 
The  penal  inatroments,  tt 
Are  glorified  wliile  this  oi 
Of  samtly  Friends  the  <  a 
Corded,  and  burning  at  H 

Earth  never  witnessed  ob 

< 

In  constancy,  in  feUowsU 


CRAa 

Outstretching  flame- wai 
(O  God  of  mercy,  may  nc 
Of  judgment  such  preson 
Amid  the  shuddering  thn 
Firm  as  the  stake  to  whk 
His  frame  is  tied ;  firm  ft 
To  the  bare  head.  The  1 
The  shrouded  Body  to  Ifa 
Answers  nith  more  than 
Through  all  her  nerves  H 
Till  breath  departs  in  bHi 
Then,  'mid  the  ghastly  n 
Behold  the  unalterable  hi 
Emblem  of  faith  untooa 

*  See  Note. 

1   For  the  beUef  in  this  ta 
turian*. 
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ECCLESIASTICAL  SONNETS. 
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XXXVI. 

DTEBAL  TIBW   OF  THE  T&OUBLHS  OF  THB 
REFORMATION. 

lloridis  Martyn,  firom  your  fields  of  light, 

lortal  ken  I  Inspire  a  perfect  trust 

e  we  look  ronnd)  that  Heaven's  decrees  are 

1  few  can  hold  committed  to  a  fight      (just : 

shows,  eT*n  on  its  better  Fide,  the  might 

imd  Self-will,  Rapacity,  and  Lust, 

doods  enveloped  of  polemic  dust, 

li  showers  of  blood  seem  rather  to  incite 

to  allay.    Anathemas  are  hurled 

both  sides ;  veteran  thunders  (the  brute  test 

tth)  are  met  by  folminations  new — 

rean  flags  are  caught  at,  and  unfurled — 

h  strike  at  firiends — ^the  flying  shall  pursue— 

^ctory  lickena,  ignorant  where  to  rest  t 

XXXVII. 
nOLISB   RKFORHBBS  IN   XXILB. 


DtniG^  like  Urds  escaped  the  fowler^s  net, 

seek  with  timely  fli^t  a  foreign  strand ; 

bppy,  re-aasembled  in  a  land 

ondeai  Luther  freed,  could  they  forget 

CoimtiT'swoea.  But  scarcely  have  they  met, 

tn  m  fiu^  and  brothers  in  distress, 

to  poor  forth  their  common  thankfulness^ 

ope  dedinee : — their  union  is  beset 

speculative  notions  rashly  sown, 

ee  thieldy-q»rontiiig  growth  of  poisonous 

weeds; 

forms  are  broken  staves;   their  passions, 
DQsster  tfaeoL    How  enviably  blest      [steeds 
who  can,  by  help  of  grace,  enthrone 
ciee  of  God  within  his  single  breasti 

XXXVIII. 
ELIZABETH. 

Virgin  Queen!  o'er  many  an  envious  bar 
iphsnt,  snatched  firom  many  a  treacherous 
i3,  sige  Lady,  whom  a  grateful  Isle     [wile  ! 
blest,  respiring  from  that  dismal  war 
I  by  thy  voice  I  But  quickly  firom  afar 
we  breadies  with  more  malignant  aim ; 
Ben  storms  with  home-bred  ferments  claim 
itous  fellowship.    Her  silver  car, 
epiess  prudence  ruled,  glides  slowly  on ; 
t  by  violence,  from  menaced  taint 
;iag  pure,  and  seemingly  more  bright : 
rfaerefore  yields  it  to  a  foul  constraint 
IS  the  clouds  its  beams  dispersed,  while  shone, 
n  and  angels  blest,  the  glorious  light! 


XXXIX. 

BMINENT  REFORMEBS. 

Methinks  that  I  could  trip  o'er  heaviest  soil. 
Light  as  a  buoyant  bark  from  wave  to  wave. 
Were  mine  the  trusty  staff  that  Jewel  gave 
To  youthful  HooKEB,  in  familiar  style 
The  gift  exalting,  and  with  playful  smile  * : 
For  thus  equipped,  and  bearing  on  his  head 
The  Donor's  farewell  blessing,  can  he  dread 
Tempest,  or  length  of  way,  or  weight  of  toilt— 
More  sweet  than  odours  caught  by  him  who  sails 
Near  spicy  shores  of  Araby  the  blest, 
A  thousand  times  more  exquisitely  sweet, 
The  freight  of  holy  feeling  which  we  meet. 
In  thoughtful  moments,  wafted  by  the  gales 
From  fields  where  good  men  walk,  or  bowers 
idierdn  they  rest 

XL. 
THE  SAME. 

Holt  and  heavenly  Spirits  as  they  are, 

Spotless  in  life,  and  eloquent  as  wise. 

With  what  entire  affection  do  they  prise        [care 

Their  Church  reformed  I  Ubonxing  with  earnest 

To  baffle  all  that  may  her  strength  impair ; 

That  Church,  the  nnperverted  Gospel's  seat ; 

In  their  afflictiouB  a  divine  retreat ;      [prayer  I — 

Source  of  their   liveliest   hope,   and   tenderest 

The  truth  exploring  with  an  equal  mind. 

In  doctrine  and  communion  they  have  sought 

Firmly  between  the  two  extremes  to  steer ; 

But  theirs  the  wise  man's  ordinary  lot. 

To  trace  right  courses  for  the  stubborn  blind. 

And  prophesy  to  ears  that  will  not  bear. 

XLI. 
DISTRACTIONS. 

BisN,  who  have  ceased  to  reverence,  soon  defy 
Their  forefathers ;  lo !  sects  are  formed,  and  spKt 
With  morbid  restlessness ; — ^the  ecstatic  fit 
Spreads  wide ;  though  special  mysteries  multiply. 
The  ScUnti  muit  govern,  is  their  common  cry ; 
And  so  they  labour,  deeming  Holy  Writ 
Disgraced  by  aught  that  seems  content  to  sit 
Beneath  the  roof  of  settled  Modesty. 
The  Romanist  exults ;  fresh  hope  be  draws 
From  the  oonfunon,  craftily  incites 
The  overweening,  personates  the  mad — 
To  heap  disgust  upon  the  worthier  Csnse : 
Totters  the  Throne ;  the  new-bom  Church  is  sad 
For  every  wave  against  her  peace  unites. 

*  Bee  Note. 


POGMS  OF  THB  niAOIKATION. 


xui. 

SUHFOWMEft  not. 

FsAB  httfli  a  hundred  •jm  tiial  sll  agree 

To  phgoe  her  beniing  heart ;  end  them  b  one 

(Nor  idkit  tiiat  1)  whiefa  holdi  oommmiioa 

Widi  OiiiigB  tiial  were  not,  yet  were  wecMl  to  be. 

Ag^Mut  wiUiin  its  f^oooij  caTity 

That  eje  (wfaidi  eeee  as  if  lUfiUed  and  done 

Grimee  tiial  mi^t  etop  die  motion  of  die  aim) 

Bebolda  dM  horrible  eataatroiaie 

Of  an  aaeembled  Senate  onredeemed 

From  •nbteRaneoos  Treaenn^  darkling  power : 

Ifereileoi  aet  of  aorrow  infinite  t 

Wone  dian  dia  prodnet  of  dial  dismal  n^t, 

When  gashing^  eopioos  aa  a  tlnmder^liowery 

The  blood  of  Hogosnotsdnoagfa  Fteis  streamed. 

XUII. 

ILLUSnATION. 

THB  iimO-PEAU  AVO  TMU  WALL  OW  TMU  BHIKB  HBAB 


Thb  Vixg^  Moantain  «,  wearing  like  a  Qneen 

A  brilliant  erown  of  ereriasting  snow. 

Sheds  min  from  her  sides ;  snd  men  below 

Wonder  dial  angfat  of  a^eot  so  serene 

Gan  link  with  desolation.    Smoodi  and  green, 

And  aeeminft  at  a  Ktde  dJstanrw^  riow. 

The  waters  of  die  Rhine;  bntonthejgo 

FMting  and  whitening,  keener  and  more  keen  ; 

Tin  madness  seises  on  die  idiole  wide  Flood, 

Tomed  to  a  fearibl  Ihing  whoee  nostrils  breathe 

Blasts  of  tempestaouB  smoke — wherewith  he  tries 

To  hide  himself,  but  onlj  magnifies  ; 

And  doth  in  more  conspicuous  torment  writhe, 

Deafening  the  region  in  his  ireftil  mood. 

XLIV. 
TROUBLES  OP  CniRLBS  THB  FJBST. 

EvBN  such  the  contrast  that,  where'er  we  move. 
To  the  mind's  eyo  Religion  doth  present ; 
Now  with  her  own  deep  quietness  content ; 
Then,  like  the  mountain,  thundering  from  above 
Against  the  ancient  pine-trees  of  the  grove 
And  the  Land's  humblest  comforts.     Now  her 
Recals  the  transformation  of  the  flood,         [mood 
Whose  rage  the  gentle  skies  in  vain  reprove. 
Hearth  cannot  check.    O  terrible  excess 
Of  headstrong  will !  Can  this  be  Piety  t 
No — some  fierce  Maniac  hath  usurped  her  name  ; 
And  scourges  En^and  struggling  to  be  free  : 
Her  peace  destroyed  1  her  hopes  a  wilderness  ! 
Her  bleesings  cursed — her  glory  turned  to  shame! 

*  Tlie  Jimg-frau. 


XLY. 

PuiUDGD  bgr  fees  detarminad  n 
An  old  wsak  Man  fer  Tsnfeeanes  I 
Land,  <  in  dis  painfld  art  of  ^yhq 
(like  a  poor  bird  sniaqgiM  in  a  I 
Whose  heart  stiQ  fiottan^  tlioi^ 
T6  stir  in  nselsai  sti^gl^)  hadi  I 
On  hope  thai  oonaciooB  innoasDM 
And  hi  hia  priMn  breadiea  eelsali 
Why  tsrrisa  then  diyehsKiott  ' 
ODeadil  theensai^pifaisdysttt 
Whidi  thoQ  prepare  ftdl  often, 
(What  time  a  State  widi  maddlD] 
The  Sahit  or  Patriot  to  dia  wnrii 
AD  woondi^  an  pettahatifliiB  dot 

XLTL 
▲FfUCnORS  OP  EKQl 

Hasp  I  oonld'st  dioa  Tentnve^  OB 
The  fiuntest  note  to  eefao  which 
Gsni^t  tnm  die  hand  of  Mossa 
O'er  Sfaiai's  top,  or  tnm  dm  Sb 
Early  awake,  by  Sik)a*b  hrooky  I 
Of  dread  JehoTsh ;  then,  shooU 
Hear  alao  of  diat  name,  and  ma 
Off  to  the  monntsina,  l&a  a  ^m 
Of  whidi  the  Lord  wsa  weaiy. 
Weep  with  die  good,  beholdh^ 
Despised  by  that  stem  God  to  i 
Their  suppliant  hands  ;  but  hoi 
He  kcepeth  ;  like  the  firmames 
His  statutes  like  the  chambers « 


PART  III. 

FBOU  TBE  BESTOBATION   TO  TH 

I. 

I  SAW  the  figure  of  a  lovely  Ms 
Seated  alone  beneath  a  darksoi 
Whose  fondly-overhanging  can 
Set  off  her  brightness  with  a  p] 
No  Spirit  was  she  ;  that  my  he 
For  she  was  one  I  loved  excee* 
But  while  I  gazed  in  tender  rer 
(Or  was  it  sleep  that  with  my  '. 
The  bright  corporeal  prraence- 
Remaining  still  distinct  grow  t 
Like  sunny  mist ; — at  length  H 
Shape,  limbs,  and  heavenly  fiat 
Each  with  the  other  in  a  lingec 
Of  dissolution,  melted  int-o  air. 

«  See  Note. 


£OCLESIASTICAL  SONNETS. 
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n. 

PATRIOTIC  STMPATHIBB. 

hty  without  a  roioe,  that  Yiaoii  spake 

mj  Sonly  and  sadneas  which  might 

fiflserered  from  our  present  tbene  ; 

beloved  Coumtry  I  I  partak» 

ed  agitatioiis  for  thy  8ak#; 

o,  dost  Tint  oft  n^  aididght  dream ; 

7  meets  me  villi  tfie  eariieet  beam 

which  telb  tiiat  Morning  is  awake. 

imptir  Ay  beanty  or  destroy, 

iP«l)ode  destruction,  I  deplore 

ial  love  the  sad  vicissitade  ; 

last  iaUen,  and  righteons  Heaven  restore 

itrsta,  then  my  spring-time  is  renewed, 

row  bartered  for  exceeding  joy. 


III. 


CHABLB  THB  UOOND. 


-With  n^rtore  greeted,  and  caress'd 
uitie  love— his  kingdom  to  regain ! 
ine's  None,  Adversity,  in  vain 
1,  and  fostered  in  her  iron  breast: 
ihe  tang^t  of  hardiest  and  of  best, 
d  have  taught,  by  discipline  of  pain 
^  privatioin,  now  diasolvee  amain, 
membered  only  to  give  zest 
onness. — Away,  Orcean  revels  t 
what  gain !  if  EngUnd  soon  must  sink 
nlf  which  all  distinction  levels — 
loCry  may  swallow  the  good  name, 
ith  that  draught,  the  life-blood:  misery, 
hame, 
s  loathed ;  from  which  Historians  shrink ! 

IV. 
LATrnrDINABIANISM. 

ith  is  keenly  sought  for,  and  the  wind 

1  with  rich  words  poured  out  in  thought's 

lefenoe; 

r  the  Church  inspire  that  eloquence, 

ktonic  Piety  confined 

lole  temple  of  the  inward  mind ; 

e  there  is  who  builds  immortal  lays, 

doomed  to  tread  in  solitary  ways, 

IS  before  and  danger's  voice  behind ; 

alone,  nor  helpless  to  repel 

ights ;  for  from  above  the  starry  sphere 

icrets,  whispered  nightly  to  his  ear ; 

>  pure  spirit  of  celestial  light 

hroagh  his  soul — '  that  he  may  see  and  tell 

IS  invisible  to  mortal  sight' 


V. 

Walton's  book  of  uvbs. 

TuRRB  are  no  cblours  in  the  fairest  sky 

So  fair  as  these.    The  feather,  whence  the  pen 

Was  shaped  that  trsoed  the  lives  of  these  good  men. 

Dropped  from  an  Angel's  wing.  With  moistened  eye 

We  read  of  fiuth  and  purest  charity 

In  Statesman,  Priest,  and  humble  Gtizen : 

O  could  we  copy  their  mild  virtues,  then 

What  joy  to  live,  wiiat  blessedness  to  die  1 

Methinks  their  very  names  shine  still  and  bright ; 

Apart — like  glow-worms  on  a  summer  ni^t ; 

Or  lonely  tapers  when  from  far  they  fling 

A  guiding  ray ;  or  seen — ^like  stars  on  hi^ 

Satellites  burning  in  a  ludd  ring 

Around  meek  Walton's  heavenly  memoiy. 


VI. 
CLDUGAL  niTBGRITT. 

NoE  shall  the  eternal  roll  of  praise  reject 
Those  Unoonformiiig ;  whom  one  rigorous  day 
Drives  from  their  Cures,  a  voluntary  prey 
To  poverty,  and  grief,  and  disrespect, 
And  some  to  want— as  if  by  tempests  wrecked 
On  a  wild  coast ;  how  destitute  1  did  They 
Feel  not  that  Conscienoe  never  can  betray, 
That  peace  of  mind  is  Virtue's  sore  effect 
Their  altars  they  forego,  their  homes  they  quit. 
Fields  which  they  love,  and  paths  they  daily  trod, 
And  cast  the  future  upon  Providence ; 
As  men  the  dictate  of  whose  inward  sense 
Outweighs  the  world ;  whom  self-deceiving  wit 
Lures  not  from  what  they  deem  the  cause  of  Qad. 


VII. 
PBBSBCUnON  OF  THB  SCOTTISH   COVBIf  ANTBBS. 

When  Alpine  Vales  threw  forth  a  suppliant  cry. 

The  majesty  of  England  interposed  [closed ; 

And  the  sword  stopped ;  the  bleeding  wounds  were 

And  Faith  preserved  her  ancient  purity. 

How  little  boots  that  precedent  of  good. 

Scorned  or  forgotten.  Thou  canst  testify. 

For  Elngland's  shame,  O  Sister  Reafan !  from  wood, 

Mountain,  and  moor,  and  crowded  street,  where  lie 

The  headless  martyrs  of  the  Covenant, 

Slain  by  Compatriot-protestants  that  draw 

From  councils  senseless  as  intolerant 

Their  warrant    Bodies  fidl  by  wild  sword-Uw ; 

But  who  would  force  the  Soul,  tilts  with  a  straw 

Against  a  Champion  cased  in  adamant 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGIKATION. 


»C(itltTT»L   OF   THE   UISHOPS. 

A  VOICE,  from  long-expecting  thoUHdJid!)  »ent. 
Iters  llie  air,  and  troubles  (owtr  and  spire ; 
For  Justice  Uath  alisolved  (lie  init(i(«nt, 
And  Tyranny  in  balked  of  her  deare : 
Up,  dowu,  llie  buBj  Thnmes — rapid  u  fire 
Conrsing  a  train  of  guiiijowder — it  vent. 
And  tnuisporc  finds  in  every  Btrcel  a  vent, 
Till  the  wliale  Qty  rings  hke  on?  vast  quire. 
The  PalhtTK  urge  tho  reople  to  he  Etill,        [vaii 
With  uutUTDtelied  bands  aiid  esnieat  Bpeccb — 
Yen,  niaoy,  hi^lj  n-otit  to  entertain 

»U  reverence  for  the  mitre's  offices. 
And  to  Religioira  self  no  Jiiendlj  will, 
A  rrclnle'ii  blcBsiiig  ask  on  bended  kaeea. 


a  undt^r-cuirvnt,  Btrong  U>  ilraw 
Milliona  of  waves  into  itself,  and  run, 
Prom  Mtt  to  sea,  impervious  to  the  sua 
And  ploughing  atnnn,  the  spirit  of  Nassau 
Swerrea  do^  (how  bleat  if  by  religious  uue 
Swayed,  and  thereby  enabled  to  contend 
With  the  wide  world's  cotnmotiunit)  from  il^  i 
j  verted  by  a 


Had 


lortal  a. 


nobler 


The  Hero  tomi-H  lo  liberate,  not  defy ; 
I,  while  he  inarelics  on  with  sledbsl  In 
queror  beloved !  expected  njixiouslj  1 
'  vaeillating  Bondman  of  the  Pope 
inks  from  the  verdict  of  his  stcdfiiat  I'j 


L  Country,  if  thou  e'er  forget 
la  who  for  thy  dvil  rights  have  bled  1 
How,  like  a  Roman,  ^dney  bowed  his  head. 
And  Kussel's  milder  blood  tlie  scolfuld  wet ; 
But  these  hud  fuUen  for  profillcsa  regret 

>t  tby  holy  Church  her  diampions  bred, 
aims  from  other  worlds  insjnrited 
ir  of  Liberty  to  rise.     Nor  jet 
(Grave  this  within  thy  heart !)  if  spiritual  things 
Be  Imt,  through  apaUiy,  or  scorn,  or  fear, 
Shalt  thou  thy  humbler  bunchiseg  Bnppori, 
However  hardly  won  or  justly  dear: 
What  came  from  heaven  Ui  heaven  by  tuiture  clings. 


A  SUDDEK  conflict  rises  tram  the  swefl 
Of  a  proud  aUvery  met  by  tenels  stnuned 
lu  Liberly'fl  behalf.     Fetus,  true  or  f«gned. 
Spread  tlirougb  all  ranks ;  and  la  [  the  SenliDf] 
Who  loudest  nmg  hia  pulpit  'laimn  bell. 
Stands  at  the  Bar,  absolved  by  female  eyes 
Mingling  their  glancca  wilb  grave  flatteries 
Laviahed  on  Sim — that  EogUod  may  r>:brl 
Against  her  ancient  virtue.    Higd  and  Low, 
Watch-words  of  Parly,  on  all  tongun  ai?  rife ; 
Ab  if  a  Giureb,  though  sprung  fmm  besveD,  orai 
To  oppoailee  and  fierce  extremes  her  Hfe,—  («■ 
Not  to  tbe  golden  mean,  and  qaiet  Sow 
Of  truths  that  softon  hatred,  temper  strife. 


Down  a  swift  Stream,  tlius  far,  a  bold  dnign 
Have  we  pursued,  witli  livelier  stir  of  heart 
Than  his  who  sees,  bono  forward  by  the  Rhins^ 
The  living  Undacapea  greet  bint,  lind  depart ; 
Sees  s^res  bst  uiiking^ — up  again  la  start  I 
i^nd  strives  tlie  towera  to  number,  that  radM  ifl 
O'er  the  dark  steeps,  or  on  die  faca'iioa  line      IH 
Stinding  with  slmtterpd  crests  his  eye  sthnrt.       'i 

Henceforth,  an  on  Uie  bosom  of  a  stream 
That  slackens,  and  spreads  wide  a  watery  gItWB, 
We,  nothing  loth  a  lingering  course  lo  nteamre, 
May  gather  up  our  thoughts,  and  mark  at  letsora 
How  widely  spread  the  interesta  of  oar  theme. 


Well  worthy  lo  be  ma^iHed  are  Ihey 

Who,  with  sad  hearts,  of  friends  and  eouniry  Hak 

A  last  farewell,  their  loved  abodes  fbnook. 

And  halloned  ground  in  which  thar  latbenlay; 

Tlien  to  tlie  new-found  World  explored  theimi^ 

That  eo  a  Clinrch,  unfon^,  uncalled  to  brook 

Ritnal  restraints,  witliin  some  shelteruig  noiA 

Her  Lord  might  worship  and  his  word  obey 

In  freedom.     Men  they  were  who  could  not  bol ; 

Blest  Pilgrims,  surely,  as  they  took  for  guide 

A  win  by  sovereign  Conscienc 

Blest  while  their  Spirits  from  thc'  (rw 

Along  a  Galaxy  that  knows  no  end. 

Bat  in  Hie  gtoiy  who  (or  Sinnem  dit< 
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XIV. 


II.  00NT1NUEO. 


id  Ordinance  abused  they  fled 
sre  both  were  utterly  unknown ; 
em  had  Providence  foreshown 
s  are  missed,  what  evils  bred, 
Mther  raised  nor  limited 
will.     Lo  !  from  that  distant  shore, 

Ordinance,  Piety  is  led 
.and  those  Pilgrims  left  of  yore, 
Mm  free  choice.    So  Truth  and  Love 
e  governed  do  their  steps  retrace. — 
r  Virtues,  such  the  power  of  grace, 
n  your  Children,  thus  approve. 

over  time,  unbound  by  place. 
Charity  in  circles  move. 


XV. 

Xl'DED. — AMERICAN   EPI8C0PACT. 

trmed  with  ApostoUc  light 

tio,  when  their  Country  had  been  freed, 

reverence  to  the  ancient  creed, 

rameof  England's  Church  their  sight, 

I  filial  love  to  reunite 

sd  severed*    Thence  they  fetched  the 

mity,  and  won  a  meed 

1  Heaven.  To  Thee,  0  saintly  White, 

k  wide-spreading  family, 

is  and  unborn  times  shall  turn, 

r  would  restore  or  build — to  Thee, 

ightly  taught  how  zeal  should  bum, 

irew  from  out  Faith's  holiest  urn 

ream  of  patient  Energy. 


XVI. 

Priests,  blessed  are  ye,  if  deep 
)ve  all  offices  is  high) 
heaits  the  sense  of  duty  He ; 
>  are  by  Christ  to  feed  uid  keep 
your  portion  of  his  chosen  sheep : 
ever  in  your  Master's  sight, 
hardest  task  your  best  delight, 
glory  ye  in  Heaven  shall  reap ! — 
>lemn  Office  which  ye  sought 
>k  premonished,  if  unsound 
prove,  faitliless  though  but  in  thought, 
Priests,  think  what  a  gulf  profound 
len,  if  they  were  rightly  taught 
he  Ordinance  by  your  hves  disowned  ! 


xvii. 


PLACES  OP  WORSHIP. 


As  star  that  shines  dependent  upon  star 

Is  to  the  sky  while  we  look  up  in  love ; 

As  to  the  deep  fair  ships  which  though  they  move 

Seem  fixed,  to  eyes  that  watch  them  from  afar ; 

As  to  the  sandy  desert  fountains  are, 

With  palm-groves  slioded  at  wide  intervals, 

Whose  fruit  around  the  sun-burnt  Native  falls 

Of  roving  tired  or  desultory  war — 

Such  to  this  British  Isle  her  christian  Fanes, 

Each  linked  to  each  for  kindred  services ; 

Her  Spires,  her  Steeple-towers  with  glittering  vanes 

Far-kenned,  her  Chapels  lurking  among  trees, 

Where  a  few  villagers  on  bended  knees 

Find  solace  which  a  busy  world  <^i»^*inlf, 

xviii. 

PASTORAL  CHARACTER. 

A  OBinAL  hearth,  a  hospitable  board. 

And  a  refined  rusticity,  belong 

To  the  neat  mansion,  where,  his  flock  among, 

The  learned  Pastor  dwells,  their  watchful  Lord. 

Though  meek  and  patient  as  a  sheathed  sword; 

Though  pride's  least  lurking  thought  appear  a 

wrong 
To  human  kind  ;  though  peace  be  on  his  tongue, 
Grentleness  in  his  heart — can  earth  afford 
Such  genuine  state,  pre-eminence  so  free, 
As  when,  arrayed  in  Christ's  authority. 
He  from  the  pulpit  lifts  his  awfiil  hand ; 
Conjures,  implores,  and  labours  all  he  can 
For  re-subjecting  to  divine  command 
The  stubborn  spunt  of  rebellions  man ! 

XIX. 

THE  UTUROT. 

Yes,  if  the  intensities  of  hope  and  fear 
Attract  us  still,  and  passionate  exercise 
Of  lofty  thoughts,  the  way  before  us  lies 
Distinct  with  signs,  through  which  in  set  career. 
As  through  a  zodiac,  moves  the  ritual  year 
Of  England's  Church  ;  stupendous  mysteries  I 
Which  whoso  travels  in  her  bosom  eyes. 
As  be  approaches  them,  vnth  solemn  cheer. 
Upon  that  circle  traced  from  sacred  stoiy 
We  only  dare  to  cast  a  transient  glance. 
Trusting  in  hope  that  Others  may  advance 
With  mind  intent  upon  the  King  of  Glory, 
From  his  mild  advent  till  his  countenance 
Shall  dissipate  the  seas  and  mountains  hosry. 


POEMS  OF  THB  IHAOIMATION. 


D**R  bo  the  Cbordi,  that,  wBldung  o'er  the  Qpcd* 
Of  InfMU^,  proridM  *  timdj'  ahovnT 
WboM  vittoe  ohaiigi*  (a  a  diriatiui  Flowor 
A  Growth  from  tinhl  N»ture'»  bed  of  weed*  1— 
Fitliact  boitiUh  tbo  nacd  roof  proceodfl 

The  miDUtntiDD  ;  while  puenUl  Love 
Loalu  on,  Nid  Grace  dewcDdeth  front  Bbave 
Al  (he  hifch  wrviK  pledges  now.  Daw  plesdi. 

iro,  ahould  nin  IhoughU  outapreul  Iheir  winga 
meet  the  coming  houn  af  fesMi  mirlh,  [uid  fly 
Tha  iombit— whioh  hou*  uiJ  uiswer  thai  brief  cry. 
The  Inboi't  Dotiee  of  his  socond  birtli — 
ReoJ  the  wNidering  Soul  to  lympftthy 
With  whkt  Duui  hopin  Awn  HnTca,  yot  fears  fnau 


FiTHEB  I  to  God  himself  wo  cuitiot  ^re 
A  holier  name  J  thea  li|;ht]y  do  not  bear 
Both  munea  conjoiaed,  but  of  thy  npirittul  oare 
Be  doly  mindful :  itiU  more  Ksalnn 

ma  Mother,  ttnve 
ining  cQBlom,  that  by  Thoo 
Watched,  and  with  love  and  pious  Indufltry 
1  at  need,  the  adopted  Plant  naj  thrive 
erlastiDg  bloom.    Benign  and  jmre 
This  Ordinaooe,  whether  Ion  it  would  aiipply, 
PreTODt  onunion,  help  defideucy, 

lOB  donbly  snrc. 
Shame  if  the  conseenued  Vow  be  foond 
a  idle  form,  the  Word  an  empty  sound  ! 


From  Little  down  to  Least,  in  dne  degree, 
Around  the  Faetor,  each  in  Dew-wrooght  vest, 
Each  with  a  vernal  posy  at  his  breast, 
We  stood,  a  trembling,  earnnit  Company  I 
With  low  soft  murmur,  like  a  distant  bee, 

lo  Intake,  by  thonght-pcqilejiing  fears  betrayed ; 

1  some  a  bold  onening  answer  made  ; 

How  Huttered  then  thy  aoKions  heart  for  me, 

Beloved  Mother  1  Thna  whose  happy  band 

1  bound  the  flowers  I  wore,  with  faithful  tie  : 
Sweet  flowers  t  at  whose  inaudible  cammuid 

coUDteuance,  phanlom-Ukc,  doth  re>appear  : 
O  lost  too  early  fur  the  frequent  tear. 
And  ill  requited  by  this  heartfelt  sigh  1 


The  yonng-oDM  gathered  in  fr 
With  holiday  delight  on  «*EtTli| 
Til  pasacd  away  ;  far  other  ill 
For  they  arc  taking  the  baptin 
Upon  their  conscious  i 
The  solemn  promise.  StrangO 
And  many  a  btoomlag,  m 
Cuder  the  holy  fear  of  God  tv 
WbUe  on  each  head  his  lawn-r<]l 
An  apostoUo  hand,  and  with  pi 
The  Covenant.  The  Omnipo 
Their  feoblo  Souls  ;  ai 
Who,  looking  round  the  fiur  m 
That  ere  ti)«  Stm  got*  down  (t 


CDNViaXlTION   COari 

1  SAW  a  Holher'a  eye  iatSBBiM 
Upon  a  HaidMtaMMing  as  M 
la  and  tjr  wtram  the  [hodb  Ho^ 
"niings  that  we  judge  of  bji  a  1^ 
Tell,  if  ye  may,  some  etar-crowN 
Tell  wluit  rushed  in,  from  what 
Tlum,  iriien  her  Child  the  hMom 
And  such  vibration  through  tbs 
lliat  tears  burst  forth  nmain.  ] 
Opened  a  lision  of  that  hlisaliil 
WheTDdwellsaSisterHJiildl  Al 
Part  of  her  lost  One's  glory  bal 
Even  to  this  Rite  t  For  thus  1 
The  summer-leaf  had  faded,  pa 


Bt  chain  yet  stronger  must  ths 
One  dnty  more,  Ust  stage  of  thi 
Brings  to  thy  food,  myaterioos. 
The  OSspring,  he^ily  at  the  Fai 
But  not  till  They,  with  all  that 
In  Heaven,  have  lifted  up  thini 
And  magmfy  the  glorious  nanu 
FounUuD  of  grace,  whose  Son  I 
Ye,  who  have  duly  weighed  till 
No  longer  ;  ye,  whom  to  the  as 
The  Allar  calls ;  come  early  m 
That  QUI  secure  for  yon  a  path 
Through  gloomiest  shade ;  put 

weight) 
Armour  divinr,  and  conquer  in 
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ZXTI. 


THB  KABSXAOB  CBBSMOinr. 


I  Priest  before  the  Altar  stands ; 
xme  ^adly,  ye  prepared,  in  sight 
.  chosen  friends,  yonr  troth  to  plight 
rmbofic  ring,  and  willing  hands 
(ined.    Now  sanctify  the  bands 
-to  the  E^wnsed  thy  blessfaig  give, 
Ily  assisted  diey  may  Kre 
B  here  taogfat,  to  thy  conunands. 
e  Chnrcfa,  to  consecrate  a  Vow 
1  would  endless  matrimony  make  ;** 
shadows  forth  and  doth  partake 
potent  hmnan  love  to  endow       [sake ; 
nly,  each  more  prized  for  the  other's 
neek  Bride  !  uplift  thy  timid  brow. 

XXVII. 
JIKSOIVING  AFTKB  CHILDBIRTH. 

e  Power  who  left  his  throne  on  hig^ 

1  to  wear  the  robe  of  flesh  we  wear, 

that  thro'  the  straits  of  Infancy 

pendant  on  maternal  care, 

Doanity  with  Thee  will  share, 

ii  the  thanlcs  that  in  his  People's  eye 

It  njp  ior  ada  Delivarjr 

Ibirth's  perilous  throes.    And  Bhould 

leir 

hopes  hereafter  walk  inclined 

lit  to  make  a  mother  rue 

e  was  bom,  a  glance  of  mind 

bis  observance  may  renew 

U ;  and,  in  the  imagined  view 

)  kneeling,  safety  he  may  find. 

XXVIII. 
VISITATION  OP  THE  SICK. 

h  bells  renew  the  inviting  peal ; 
!  yet  there  be  that,  worn  with  pain 
s,  listen  where  they  long  have  lain, 
isten.    With  maternal  zeal 
e  Church  sends  ministers  to  kneel 
kfflicted ;  to  sustain  with  prayer, 
the  heart  confession  hath  laid  bare— 
I,  from  God's  throne,  may  set  its  seal 
enitent.     When  breath  departs 
islHirthened  so,  so  comforted, 
ingels  greet ;  and  ours  be  hope 
Sufferer  rise  from  his  sick-bed, 
ill  gain  a  firmer  mind,  to  cope 
world,  and  foil  the  Tempter's  arts. 


ZXIX. 

THB  OOMMIirAnON  8BBTICB. 

Shub  not  this  Rite,  negleetad,  yea  abhorred. 

By  some  of  unreflecting  mSttd,  as  calling 

Man   to   curse   man,   (tfaoo^t  monstrous   and 

appallmg.) 
Go  thou  and  hear  the  threatenings  of  the  Lord; 
Listening  within  his  Temple  see  hSs  sword 
Unsheathed  in  wrath  to  strike  the  olTender'b  head^ 
Thy  own,  if  sorrow  for  thy  sfai  be  dead, 
Guilt  unrepented,  pardon  nnimplored. 
Two  aspects  bean  Truth  needful  for  salvation ; 
Who  knows  not  C^f— -yet  would  this  delicate  age 
Look  only  on  the  Gospel's  brighter  page : 
Let  light  and  dark  duly  onr  thoughts  employ ; 
So  shall  the  fearful  words  of  Conunination 
Yield  timely  fruit  of  peace  and  love  and  joy. 

XXX. 

Toaaa  of  pbatbb  at  sba. 

To  kneefing  Wonhippen  no  earthly  floor 
Gives  hofier  invitation  than  the  deck 
Of  a  storm-shattered  Vessel  saved  fimn  Wreck 
(When  all  that  Ifan  oould  do  availM  no  more) 
By  bun  who  raised  tiie  Tempest  and  restrams: 
Happy  the  erew  who  this  have  felt,  and  pour 
Tortk  te  Us  ttBR7,  M  ^»  amA  OEAoi, 
Solemn  thanksgiving.    Nor  will  ihey  impk>re 
In  vam  who,  for  a  rightful  cause,  give  breath 
To  words  the  Church  prescribes  aiding  the  lip 
For  the  heart's  sake,  ere  diip  with  hostile  ship 
Encounters,  armed  for  work  of  pain  and  death. 
Suppliants !  the  Grod  to  whom  your  cause  ye  trust 
Will  listen,  and  ye  know  that  He  is  just 

XXXI. 

PUNBEAL  SBBVIca. 

From  the  Baptismal  hour,  thro'  weal  and  woe^ 
The  Church  extends  her  care  to  thought  and  deed; 
Nor  quits  the  Body  when  the  Soul  is  freed. 
The  mortal  weight  cast  off  to  be  laid  low. 
Blest  Rite  for  him  who  hears  in  faith,  '^  I  know 
That  my  Redeemer  liveth,"— hears  each  word 
That  follows— striking  on  some  kindred  chonl 
Deep  in  the  thankful  heart ;— yet  tears  will  flow. 
Man  is  as  grass  that  springeth  up  at  mom. 
Grows  green,  and  is  cut  down  and  witheretfa 
Ere  nightfiUl — truth  that  well  may  daim  a  sigh. 
Its  natural  echo ;  but  hope  comes  reborn 
At  Jesu's  biddmg.    We  rejoice,  **  O  Death 
Where  is  thy  Sting  I — 0  Grave  where  is  thy  Vio- 
tory!" 


J 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


CLomKO  the  sacrod  Book  which  long  bw  fad 

Our  moditationa,  give  we  to  a  day 

Of  uinukl  joy  one  tnbat&ry  luy ; 

ThiB  day,  when,  forth  hy  inietic  muiaa  led. 

The  viUugo  Children,  wliQe  the  sky  in  red 

With  evening  lights,  advnncis  in  long  array    [gay, 

Tlirongh  tlie  still  charch-yard,  each  witli  goriand 

That,  carried  Bveptre-like,  o'ectope  tlio  head 

Of  the  proud  Bearer.     To  the  wide  cliurch-door. 

Charged  with  tlieso  oEFuHugs  which  their&tlicrg  bore 

For  decora^on  in  tha  Papal  time, 

I  innocent  Procession  softly  movea: — 
Tlicflpititof  Land  ifl  plssfied  in  liearen'a  pure  clime. 
And  Hooker's  voice  tho  apoctaole  approves  1 


Would  that  onrgcrupulous  Siroa  had  dared  toleave 
I.e»9  unnly  meoaurc  of  those  gmceful  ritca 
Aud  usages,  whose  due  return  invites 
A  stir  of  mind  too  natural  to  deceive  ; 
Giving  to  Memoty  help  when  she  WDuid  neave 
rown  for  Hope  1 — 1  dreM  the  boasted  lights 
That  all  too  often  ore  but  fiery  blighta. 
Killing  the  bud  o'er  which  in  vain  we  grieve. 
Go,  seek,  wlicn  Oiiiatmas  buowe  tli9corafui-t  bring, 
The  counter  Spirit  found  in  BOino  gay  church 
Green  with  fresh  holly,  every  pew  a  pereh 
In  H'hich  the  liunet  or  the  thrush  might  sing. 
Merry  and  loud  and  aaTo  from  prying  search. 
Strains  offered  only  to  the  genial  Spring. 


Faou  low  to  high  doth  dissolution  eUmb, 
And  sink  from  bigh  to  low,  along  a  scale 
Of  awful  notes,  whose  concord  shall  not  fail ; 

Which  they  can  hear  who  meddle  not  with  crime, 

Nor  avarice,  nor  over-anxious  care. 

Truth  fails  not ;   but  her  outward  forms  that  bear 

The  longest  date  do  melt  like  frosty  rime, 

That  in  the  monung  whitened  bill  and  jiLain 

And  is  no  more ;  drop  lliie  the  tower  aubllnie 

Of  yesterday,  which  royally  did  wear 

Ilia  crown  of  weeds,  but  could  not  even  sustain 

Some  casual  shout  that  broke  the  silent  air. 


Monastic  Domes '.  fallowing  my  downward  a^, 
Untouched  by  duit  regret  I  marked  your  bU  t 
Now,  ruin,  beauty,  ancient  atilbuxs,  oil 
Dispose  to  judgment*  tompenite  aa  we  lay 
On  oar  past  selves  in  life's  dnliniog  day  : 
For  08,  by  discipline  of  Time  made  nue, 
We  learn  lo  tolerate  the  infirmiiies 
And  faults  of  others — gently  as  he  may. 
So  with  our  0B11  the  miid  Innmelor  deals, 
Teaching  oa  lo  forget  them  or  fot^vt. 
Perversely  cnriooa,  llien,  for  hidden  ill 
Why  should  we  break  Time's  charitable  BS^I 
Once  ye  were  holy,  ye  are  holy  stitl ; 
Your  spirit  freely  let  me  drink,  und  live ! 


ETe.1  while  1  apeak,  the  sacred  roob  at  Fnon 

Are  shattered  bto  dust  ■,  and  Bclf-exiled 
From  altars  lhr«Btened,  levelled,  or  defiled, 
Wander  the  Minister*  of  God,  as  ehauos 
Opens  B  way  for  life,  or  coDsoiiaiiee 
Of  fiuth  invites.    More  welcome  l«  bd  hii8 
Tho  fiigitiveB  than  (o  the  British  ttnod. 
Where  priest  and  layman  with  the  vigiUoW 
Of  true  compassion  greet  tbcm.     Cre^^i  and  t*at 
Vanish  before  the  unreserved  embrace 
Of  catholic  humanity : — diatrest 
They  ciune,-'aDd,  while  the  monl  lempcal  roan 
lliruughuut  the  Country  they  have  left,  our  sbKca 
Give  to  their  Fiuth  a  fearicaa  resdng-plaoe. 


Thus  all  things  lead  lo  C^banty,  secared 
By  ^aE^t  who  blessed  the  soft  and  happy  gak 
That  landward  ui^ed  tfae  great  Deliverer's  siul. 
Till  in  the  sunny  bay  his  fleet  was  moond  t 
Propittoua  hour  I  bad  we,  like  them,  endured 
Sore  stress  of  apprehension  *,  with  a  mind 
Sickened  by  injuries,  dreading  worse  desi^SM^ 
From  month  to  month  trembling  and  unassottd, 
How  had  we  then  rejoiced  1     But  we  hare  Ml, 
As  a  loved  mbstanee,  theh-  futurity : 
Good,  which  they  dared  notbupe  fiir,we  have  moi; 
A  Slate  whose  geniTouB  will  through  canli  is  doh ; 
A  State — which,  balancing  herself  between 
Ucence  and  slavish  order,  dorrs  be  tret^. 
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XXXVIII. 


NSW   CHUSCHES. 


,  and  triumphs  on  the  Mauy 
h1  anmes,  not  to  be  withstood — 
thej!  if,  on  transitory  good 
sedulous  of  abject  gun, 
ih,  surely  not  preserved  in  vain  1) 
shape  due  chMi«<»l«  which  the  Flood 
nth  may  enter — ^till  it  brood 
le  reahn,  as  o'er  the  Egyptian  plain 
lining  Nile.     No  more— the  time 
s    of  her   want;  through   England's 
ds, 

te,  the  wished-for  Temples  rise  I 
sabbath  bells'  harmonious  chime 
)  breeze — the  hearenliest  of  all  sounds 
r  hill  prolongs  or  multiplies ! 

XXXIX. 

CHUSCH  TO  BE  XRBCTSD. 

choscQ  site ;  the  virgin  sod, 
rom  age  to  age  by  dewy  ev^ 
*ear^  and  grateful  earth  receive 
stone  from  hands  that  build  to  God. 
ad  hawthorns,  hardened  to  the  rod 
torms,  yet  budding  cheerfully ; 
t  oaks  of  Druid  memory, 
urvive,  to  shelter  the  Abode 
Faith.     Where,  haply,  'mid  this  band 
ihepherds  sate  of  yore  and  wove 
ds,  there  let  the  holy  altar  »taud 
g  adoration ; — while — above, 
ibly  portrayed,  the  mystic  Dove, 
)rotect  from  blasphemy  the  Land. 

XL. 
CONTINUED. 

as  rung,  my  spirit  Bimk  subdued, 
Btroug  emotion  of  tlie  crowd, 
|)ale  brow  to  dread  hosannos  bowed 
is  of  incense  mounting  veiled  the  rood, 
ered  like  a  pine-tree  dimly  viewed 
Ipine  vapours.     Such  appalling  rite 
1  prepares  not,  trusting  to  the  might 
ruth  with  grace  divine  imbued ; 
not  conceal  the  precious  CroRs, 
shamed :  tlie  Sun  with  his  first  smile 
that  B^-mbol  crowning  the  low  Pile : 
>sh  air  of  incense-breathing  mom 
gly  embrace  it ;  and  green  moss 
d  its  arms  through  centuries  unborn. 


xu. 


NEW  CHURCH-TARD. 


The  endrding  ground,  in  native  turf  arrayed. 
Is  now  by  solemn  consecration  given 
To  social  interests,  and  to  favouring  Heaven, 
And  where  the  rugged  oolts  their  gambols  played. 
And  wild  deer  bounded  through  the  forest  glade, 
Unchecked  as  when  by  merry  Oatlaw  driven. 
Shall  hymns  of  praise  resound  at  mom  and  even  ; 
And  soon,  full  soon,  the  lonely  Sexton's  spade 
Shall  wound  the  tender  sod.    Encincture  small. 
But  infinite  its  grasp  of  weal  and  woe  I 
Hopes,  fears,  in  never-ending  ebb  and  flow; — 
The  spousal  trembling,  and  the  'dust  to  dust,' 
The  prayers,  the  contrite  struggle,  and  the  trust 
That  to  the  Ahnighty  Father  looks  through  all. 


XLII. 
CATHBDRaLS,  BIG. 

Open  your  gates,  ye  everlasting  Piles  I 
Typesofthespuritual Church  which  God  hath  reared; 
Not  loth  we  quit  the  newly*hallowed  sward 
And  humble  altar,  'mid  your  sumptuous  aisles 
To  kneel,  or  thrid  your  intricate  defiles. 
Or  down  the  nave  to  pace  in  motion  slow ; 
Watching,  with  upward  eye,  the  tall  tower  grow 
And  mount,  at  every  step,  with  living  wiles 
Instinct — ^to  rouse  the  heart  and  lead  tlie  will 
By  a  bright  ladder  to  the  world  above. 
Open  your  gates,  ye  Monuments  of  love 
Divine !  thou  Lincoln,  on  thy  sovereign  hill ! 
Thou,stately  York  I  and  Ye,  whose  splendours  cheer 
Isis  and  Cam,  to  patient  Science  dear  I 


XLIII. 

insioe  of  kino's  college  chapel,  cambridor. 

Tax  not  the  royal  Saint  with  viun  expense. 

With  ill-matched  aims  the  Architect  who  planned — 

Albeit  labouring  for  a  scanty  band 

Of  white  robed  Scholars  only — thb  immense 

And  glorious  Work  of  fine  intelligence ! 

Give  all  thou  canst ;  high  Heaven  rejects  the  lore 

Of  nicely-calculated  less  or  more ; 

So  deemed  the  man  who  fashioned  for  the  senne 

lliese  lofty  pillars,  spread  that  branching  roof 

Self-poised,  and  scooped  into  ten  thousand  cells. 

Where  light  and  shade  repose,  where  music  dwells 

Lingering — and  wandering  on  as  loth  to  die ; 

Like  thoughts  whose  very  sweetness  yieldeth  proof 

That  they  were  bom  for  immortality. 


WBiT  kwfbl  p^peetire  I  whils  from  our  sight 
With  gradiul  itealth  tho  bttpnl  wicdoiiB  hida 
Th<jr    PortrutuTM,  their   slane-work   glimmers, 

dyed 

In  the  soft  choquGriDgB  of  a  dcepy  light. 
UuljT,  or  King,  or  Bunted  Eremite, 
Whoe'er  ye  be,  that  thua,  youraolvcn  unBeen, 
Imbue  your  prison-bars  with  solema  sheen, 

ae  on,  until  yo  fade  with  coming  Night ! — 
But,  froin  the  arms  of  ulence — Uat  1  0  list ! 

:  music  buTBtuth  into  second  life  ; 

I  notes  luiuriate,  every  sifine  is  kissed 
By  sonnd,  or  ghoel  of  sound,  in  aaty  slrifo  ; 
Heul-thrilling  stiwos,  that  oat,  before  the  eye 
Of  the  deroul,  a  red]  of  acata^  I 


Thby  dreamt  not  of  a  penahsble  home 
Who  thus  could  build.     Be  nune,  id  hours  of  fcai 
Or  gmrelling  thought,  to  «e«k  A  refuge  here  ; 
Or  through  the  aisles  of  Weatmiiiater  to  roam ; 
Where  bubbles  bunt,  and  folly's  dancing  foam 
Mf^tta,  if  it  erosa  Ihelhreahold  ;  whore  tlip  wnalli 
iwc-strucli  nisdom  droops  :  or  let  my  pnth 
d  to  that  younger  Pile,  whoso  aliy-like  dome 
Hath  typified  by  rcaeh  of  daring  art 
Infinity's  embrace  ;  nhoee  guardian  crest. 
The  silent  Cross,  among  tho  stora  shall  spread 

now,  when  She  hath  also  sees  her  bresat 
Filled  with  memeutoa,  satiate  with  ite  part 
Of  gralefiil  Engliwd's  overflowing  Dead. 


Glokt  to  God  I  and  to  (he  Power  who  ome 
In  filial  duty,  clothed  with  love  divine, 
That  made  liis  human  (alienucle  shine 
Like  Ocean  burning  with  porporeal  flame  ; 
Or  like  the  Alpue  Mount,  that  takes  iu  Doina 
From  roseate  hues,  far  kenned  at  mom  and  vm 
In  boms  of  peace,  or  when  the  alonn  is  djitca 
Along  the  nether  neon's  rugged  fhune  ! 
Garth  prompts — Hearen  nrgea ;  let  us  H«fc  | 

light. 
Studious  of  that  pure  LDtorconrse  begim 
When  fltat  our  infant  brow^  thor  lnslr«  won  ; 
So,  like  the  Mountain,  may  wo  grow  mora  M^ 
From  unimpeded  conuocreo  with  the  Stin, 
At  the  approach  of  all-bvolTlng  nighL 


War  sleeps  the  future,  as  a  soabe  enrolled. 
Coil  within  coil,  st  noon-tide  I  For  the  Woft 
Vieldn,  if  witli  mipreHnrnptnouB  &ith  expli 
Power  at  whose  touch  the  sluggard  shall 
His  drowsy  rings.      Look  forth  I — that 


Thit  STHrtu  upon  nhimi-  tKiflom  we  have  pan 
Floating  at  case  wlitic  nations  luivc  eKced 
Nations,  and  Death  has  gathered  to  hi*  fold 
Long  lines  of  mighty  Kings — look  forth,  my  Sa 
{Nor  in  tliis  viaon  bo  then  alow  to  tniat) 
The  living  Waters,  Iras  and  less  by  guilt 
Stained  and  polluted,  brighten  aa  they  roll, 
Till  tliey  have  reached  the  etomal  City— tiult 
For  the  perfected  Spirits  of  tho  Jun ! 
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I. 


tanxas  are  a  memorial  of  a  diqr  paaeed 
sr  Sootty  and  other  Frienda  ▼iaiUiig  the 
arrow  onder  hia  gnidanoe,  immediately 
rtore  from  Abbotiford.  for  Naplea. 
irrow  BaHsited  will  atand  in  no  need  of 
r  Readers  acquainted  with  the  Author*! 
■Qggeatedby  that  celebrated  Stream.] 

mthy  who  may  h^ve  gained, 
winaome  Marrow/ 
fant  in  the  lap 
looked  on  Yarrow ; 
Newark's  Castle-gate 
thont  a  warder, 
f  listened,  and  with  Thee, 
rel  of  the  Border  I 

s  ruled  wide  on  that  sweet  day, 

f  installing 

ns,  while  sere  leaves 

•  bough,  or  falling ; 

i,yed,  and  sunshine  gleamed — 

)  embolden ; 

&ery  hues,  and  shot 

e  throngh  the  golden. 

;hts  the  Stream  flowed  on 

itation ; 

any  a  crystal  pool 

ntemplation : 

no  private  care 

1  mind  enthralling, 

y  of  happy  hours, 

ays  recalling. 


Brisk  Youth  appeared,  the  Mom  of  youth, 

With  freaks  of  graceful  folly,— 
Life's  temperate  Noon,  her  sober  £ve^ 

Her  Night  not  melancholy ; 
Past,  present,  future,  all  appeared 

In  harmony  united, 
like  guests  that  meet,  and  some  from  far. 

By  cordial  love  invited. 

And  if,  aa  Yarrow,  through  the  woods 

And  down  the  meadow  ranging. 
Did  meet  us  with  unaltered  face. 

Though  we  were  changed  and  changing ; 
If,  then,  some  natural  shadows  spread 

Our  inward  prospect  over, 
The  Boul*B  deep  valley  was  not  slow 

Its  brightness  to  recover. 

Eternal  blessings  on  the  Muse, 

And  her  divine  employment! 
The  blameless  Muse,  who  trains  her  Sons 

For  hope  and  calm  enjoyment ; 
Albeit  sickness,  lingering  yet, 

Has  o'er  their  pillow  brooded ; 
And  Care  waylays  their  steps — a  Sprite 

Not  easily  eluded. 

For  thee,  O  Soorr  I  compelled  to  change 

Green  Eildon-hill  and  Cheviot 
For  warm  Vesuvio's  vine-dad  slopes ; 

And  leave  thy  Tweed  and  Tiviot 
For  mild  Sorento's  breezy  waves ; 

May  classic  Fancy,  linking 
With  native  Fancy  her  fresh  Md, 

Preserve  thy  heart  from  sinking  1 


w 

i^^l 

us                                              POEUS  OF  THE  IBUGINATTON. 

0 1  while  the)'  miDister  to  thoo. 

Flow  on  fiir  ever,  Varrc 

E*ch  rying  with  the  oOict, 

Fumi  thy  jiensiTe  dnt 

Uty  Ilealtb  return  to  mellow  Age 

WeU  pleased  thai  futun 

For  siinple  hearts  thy 

And  Tiber,  mnd  «ch  brook  Mid  rill 

To  dream-Ught  dear  wh 

Dear  to  the  conuDOD  i 

With  oniniafined  beauty  rfiine. 

And  d«r«r  still,  as  now 

Nor  lose  one  r«y  of  glory  I 

To  memory's  sfaadowj 

B;  t»]a  of  lore  Uid  »rrow. 

H»t  abed  the  power  of  Ykrrow  ; 

And  itruuDO  anknown,  hilln  i-ct  unpcen. 

Wherever  lliey  invite  Thi*. 

0.1   Iir«   MPiBTTRB     OP 

At  pumt  Nstore's  gnlerul  rnll. 

With  gUdneaa  miut  roquJlP  Tliw. 

A  TtiornLa,  not  of  clomi 

A  Ei^ciotui  welcome  alui!I  be  thine, 
Siicb  tootu  of  love  ud  honour 

An  thy  own  Ymtow  Rive  to  mo 
When  Grat  I  fcuefl  iijinn  hiir: 

Belic^id  what  I  liBd  rMLTtHl  10  see. 

Nor  of  the  setting  smi'a 

Spiiila  of  Pnn-er,  iMeml 
Fop  kindred  Power  dep 
Wliilo  Tweed,  best  i>la 

Drrainis  treMHired  up  fn.m  e»rly  d»yii, 
The  holy  uid  the  lender. 

Saddens  his  voit-e  agun, 
Lift  up  yonr  hearts,  yo 
Of  the  whole  world's  go 

And  wh.^  for  tU*  fndl  worH,  were  .11 

lllessings  and  prayers  Ll 
Than  seeptivd  king  or  I 

Follow  this  wondrous  P 

Ki  no  reBponaiie  hirp,  no  pen. 

Ye  winds  of  ocean,  and 

Memori  J  tribnle  offer  T 

Wafting  yoDT  Charge  U 

Yea,  nhsl  were  michty  NntureV  self! 

Hlt  features,  lould  they  win  iia, 

I'nbclpcd  by  the  poetic  voire 

Tliat  hourly  flpenkB  within  us ! 

' 

Nor  deem  iliat  l.iciJisod  Roniftiiee 

A    PL.CB   or    BCJtr*L  IR 

Play-B  falso  wiUi  mil-  nff.cCons ; 

Part  f.iioed  hy  mnn,  p| 

That  curbs  a  foaming  H 

Tlie  l.are'8  best  conchy 

Ah,  no  1  the  vi«ooB  of  the  pwt 

Which  moonlit  elves,: 

Sustiun  the  heart  in  feeling 

Enter  in  dance.    Ofd 

Life  aa  oho  is— our  clxan-eful  Life. 

No  vestige  now  remiOl 

With  friends  and  kindred  deahng. 

Bereft  Ones,  and  in  la 
Their  prayers  out  10  i 

B«ir  witneHs,  Ye,  whose  thoughts  that  dav 

Proud  lomh  is  none:  bl 

In  Yarrow's  groves  were  centred  ; 

By  humble<-l...ic-»fl 

Who  tljroiigh  tlie  silent  portal  arch 

Level  will,  eanli.  Bmo 

Of  mouldering  Newark  enter'd  ; 

Union  not  sad,  «lLt-ni 

And  clomb  tlie  winding  stair  tliat  once 

The  spangled  tui-f,  aiM 

WitliMiVa(£froiutb« 

By  die  '  last  Minstrel,'  {not  Hie  last !) 

Ere  he  Ilia  Tale  remonled. 

\ 
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IT. 

HT    OF    A    KANSK    IN    THE    SOUTH    OP 
SCOTLAND. 

xavdled  doods,  fiu^fleeIDg  hllli — 
liAppiest-lookmg  homes  of  men 
Britain  over,  tfarongh  deep  glen, 
iod,  and  by  forest  rills, 
le  plains  cheered  by  the  lark  that  trills 
1  wari)ling8 — does  aught  meet  your  ken 
inimate  the  Poet's  pen, 
more  sorely  by  its  aspect  fills 
with  sinless  envy,  than  the  Abode 
Priest:  who,  faithfdl through  all  hours 
charge,  and  truly  serving  God, 
eart  and  hand  for  trees  and  flowers, 
nralks  his  predecessors  trod, 
lineal  rights  in  lands  and  towers. 

V. 
IN  B06LIN  CHAPEL,  DURING   A  STORM. 

I  now  thy  organist ; — a  clank 
lot  whence)  ministers  for  a  bell 
oie  change  of  sendee.     As  the  swell 
kched  its  height,  and  even  when  sank 
n  prelnde,  Roslin  !  to  a  blank 
low  it  thrilled  thy  sumptuous  roof, 
arches, — not  in  yain  time-proof, 
isdan  rites  be  wanting  I  From  what  bank 

live  herbs  I  by  what  hand  wei*e  they 
I  [unknown  1 

V  falls   not,  where  rain-drops   seem 
Temple  they  a  friendly  niche     [grown, 

their  sculptured  fellows,  that,  green- 
t>eauty  more  and  more,  and  preach, 
te,  of  all  things  blending  into  one. 

VI. 
THE  TROSACnS. 

t  a  nook  within  this  solemn  Pass, 

1  apt  confessional  for  One 

lis  summer  spent,  his  autumn  gone, 

i  but  a  tale  of  morning  grass 

:  eve.     From  scenes  of  art  which  chase 

it  away,  turn,  and  with  watchful  eyes 

1  Nature's  old  felicities, 

■B,and  smooth  lakes  more  clear  tlian  glass 

unbreathed  upon.    Tliricc  happy  quest, 

>lden  perch  of  aspen  8pi*ay 

NTorkmanship  to  rival  May) 

;  warbler  of  the  ruddy  breast 

sweeten  by  a  heaven-taught  lay, 

year,  with  all  its  cares,  to  rent ! 


VII. 

The  pibroch's  note,  discountenanced  or  mute ; 

The  Roman  kilt,  degraded  to  a  toy 

Of  quiunt  apparel  for  a  half-spoilt  boy ; 

The  target  mouldering  like  ungathered  friiit ; 

The  smoking  steam-boat  eager  in  pursuit. 

As  eageriy  pursued ;  the  umbrella  spread 

To  weather-fend  the  Celtic  herdsman's  head-r 

AU  speak  of  manners  withering  to  the  root, 

And  of  old  honours,  too,  and  passions  high : 

Then  may  we  ask,  though  pleased  that  thought 

Among  the  conquests  of  civility,       [should  range 

Survives  ima^nation — to  the  change 

Superior !    Help  to  virtue  does  she  give  t 

If  not,  0  Mortals,  better  cease  to  live ! 

VIII. 
COMPOSED   IN  THE  GLEN  OF    LOCH  BTIVE. 

<*  This  Land  of  Rainbows  spanning  glens  whose 

walls, 
Rock-built,are  hung  with  rainbow-coloured  mists — 
Of  far-stretched  Meres  whose  salt  flood  never 

rests — 
Of  tuneful  Caves  and  playful  WaterfaHs — 
Of  Mountains  varying  momently  their  crests — 
Proud  be  this  Land !  whose  poorest  huts  are  halls 
Where  Fancy  entertains  becoming  guests  ; 
While  native  song  the  heroic  Past  recals." 
Thus,  in  the  net  of  her  own  wishes  caught, 
The  Muse  exclaimed ;  but  Story  now  must  hide 
Her  trophies.  Fancy  crouch ;  the  course  of  pride 
Has  been  diverted,  other  lessons  taught, 
That  make  the  Patriot-spirit  bow  her  head 
Where  the  aU-conquering  Roman  feared  to  tread. 

IX. 

EAGLES. 
COWPOfZD  AT  DUNOLLHE  CAITLS  IN  TBS  lAT  OV  OBAN. 

Dishonoured  Rock  and  Ruin  !  that,  by  law 
Tyrannic,  keep  the  Bird  of  Jove  embarred 
Like  a  lone  criminal  whose  life  is  spared. 
Vexed  is  he,  and  screams  loud.    The  last  I  saw 
Was  on  the  wing  ;  stooping,  he  struck  with  awe 
Man,  bird,  and  beast ;  then,  with  a  consort  paired. 
From  a  bold  headland,  their  loved  aery's  guard. 
Flew  high  above  Atlantic  waves,  to  draw 
Light  from  the  fountain  of  the  setting  sun. 
Such  was  this  Prisoner  once ;  and,  when  his  plumes 
The  sea-blast  rufBes  as  the  storm  comes  on. 
Then,  for  a  moment,  he,  in  spirit,  resumes 
His  rank  'mong  freebom  creatures  that  live  free. 
His  power,  his  beauty,  and  his  majesty. 


,  Jl  in  moivy  o'ar  tiio  rMord*.  hong 
d»tr»th«ndnioiuiUui,aliunpe<l''y''"*^*-'°' 
odi  »ih1  niin  darkening  M  we  go,—     [toiiguo 
I*  where  ■  word,  ghoW-Ukc,  norTive*  to  show 
kt  criinBa  from  hMo,  or  tksperete  lowf,  li»v" 
■pniiig  1 
roto  huiiiiur  nusroneeiYcd,  or  fsniaoa  wr^iiji, 
rfhit  fiiuJa,  not  quenihod  but  fed  by  mnnul  woe. 
,  thuueh  k  wild  Yindiclivo  B»ce,  uutunol 
civil  btU  nod  laboim  of  Ihe  pen, 
iiild  B«Fiilfnt«  \m  «comod  bj  those  Ben»  Hen, 
/ho,  to  •i>r«d  »idc  the  re.erenee  ihoy  doimed 
^■01  pnirinrohiil  oerupatioiis,  named 
Voii  towering  I'e*U, 'SliephtFTda  of  Eli vc  Glen*  r 


DocnLDiil  «nd  doobUnn  with  htbofd 
Who,  Uuit  hm  gsinod  "l  le"8* 

ileirht, 
Tlii«  brief  this  ample  w»y-Bito  Od 
And  rcsM  not  Ihinktol !  WheflM- 
With  some  lovod  friend,  or  by  thai 
Whistliog  to  clouds  Bjiddij-botTi  M 
At  die  sun'e  outbreak,  as  oiUi  lig^ 
E>e  tlicy  deocend  lu  Qooliah  roi*» 
Ofnilleyflo*™".  Nor,*lulelhB 
Will  we  torsel  lluJ,  u  thv  fowl  m 
Ahsolote  BiJlliieB,  poised  idoft  in  a 
And  fishis  front,  unmoved,  tin  W 
SonuiytheS>)al.throiiglipow«r»Uil 
Will  rret,  luid  rase,  »nd  pom, 
Angels  slinre. 


E«OL-oa  nf  garlnnds,  of  tlio  Arcadinn  crook, 
And  idl  thM  Crceee  uid  ItiJy  hovo  ning 
Of  Swains  reposing  myrtle  grovte  among  ! 
«n  couch  on  nakod  rocka,— will  croea  a  brook 
»ola  with  ehiU  raiuB,  nor  enr  cut  ■  look 
^  wity  or  lliat,  or  give  il  even  ■  thought 
H«  than  by  sinoothoal  pathway  may  be  brought 
«  a  yaHint  mind.     Can  written  book 
Mh  whiiHJi«jr  Wm  I  Up,  hardy  Mounfainoer! 
I    And  guide  the  Btri,  ainbitioua  to  bo  One 
Of  Nature's  privy  eotincil,  u  than  art. 
On  cloud-sequeBlered  heights,  that  tee  and  hear 
To  wliRl  dread  Powi?™  "t'  dpl.'KBtcf  his  port 
I    On  oirth.  who  works  in  llic  lipnven  of  hearena. 


See  wluit  gay  wild  flowers  dock  tU 
Whose  smoke,  fortli-issuing  when* 
Sliinea  in  Uio  groeling  of  the  mxA 
Like  wrsoUiB  of  vapour  w'"""  — "  " 


Tlie  lira 


rill. 


foidst 


I 


LP  lirarnd  mountain  nu  aruiiB  ■ 
nndwhyshouldBtthout— Urighty 
Hmnauity  ia  ImmblB,  finds  no  spl 
Which  her  Hoaven-guided  feat  n 

Tliu  wiJIi  are  cTTisVod,  sunk  isthi 
Undressed  Die  pBtliway  leading  t 
But  Into,  as  NnUire  loves,  the  loi 
Search,  for  Ounr  worth,  somo  gel 


WELLBUng  the  Bard  who  caUod  thegrave.in  Btnuns 
TliougUtfnl  and  tad,  Iho  'narrow  houac.'   No  atylo 
Of  fond  Eepukhral  flattery  can  beguUo 
Grief  of  her  sdug  ;  nor  cheat,  where  he  detains 
The  deeping  duBt,  stem  Death.     How  iwoocile 
With  truth,  or  with  Hwh  other,  decked  rcmoinB 
Of  a  once  warm  Abode,  and  that  new  Pile, 
For  the  departed,  built  with  curious  paina 
And  mauMlean  pomp  1     Yet  here  they  aland 
Together,— 'mid  trim  walks  and  artful  bowern. 
To  he  looked  down  upon  by  ancient  hflls, 
Tliat,  for  the  llviug  and  the  dead,  demand 
And  prompt  a  liarmony  of  genuine  powers  ; 
Daicord  that  elevates  the  mind,  and  atills. 


Meek,  pati 


hajipy. — Stand  n 


- 

■-' 

THE  H!C 

sv.           ^ 
HLAKn  M 

llic  nomim  Klhul.  n 
with  Uie  I'lul'l  "n't  X 

If  to  Tradition  f^tl,  be  due. 
And  echoes  from  old  verae  ^ 
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eek  Saint,  Colomba,  bore 

;8  to  lona's  shore, 

ID  light  of  Datare  blessed 

:aiii  region  of  the  west, 

ere  gentle  nuuuien  ruled 

n  dauntless  virtues  schooled, 

1,  for  centuries,  a  bar 

s  to  the  tide  of  war : 

ill  Arts  did  entrance  gain 

igfaty  Force  had  striven  in  vain  ; 

the  works  of  skilful  hands, 

•en  brought  from  foreign  lands 

18  dimes,  was  not  unknown 

that  fixed  the  Roman  Gown  ; 

k,  whose  shape,  I  ween, 

Highland  Broach  is  seen, 
Bruach  of  maaey  frame, 
le  breast  of  some  grave  Dame 
'  path,  or  at  the  door 
itched  hut  on  heathy  mour : 
te  of  yore  its  mould, 
aterial  finest  gold ; 
»eseem  the  fairest  Fair, 
he  graced  a  royal  chair, 
ithin  a  vaulted  hall, 

lustre  on  the  wall 

elds  of  mighty  heroes  hung, 

*al  heard  what  Ossian  sung. 

Age  expired — it  slept 
tomb : — the  bramble  crept 
I's  hearth  ;  the  grassy  sod 
le  floors  Ills  sons  had  trod  : 
vhere  art  thou !     Their  state 
t-bom  must  abdicate  ; 
,  while  with  fire  and  sword 
lers — horde  impelling  horde, 
the  sorrowing  mountains,  drest 
ands  in  homelier  vest, 
e  female  bosom  lent, 
to  borrow,  ornament ; 
)  inner  world  a  place 
•  tlie  dews  of  heavenly  grace ; 
'  this  last  retreat 
y ;  to  his  favourite  seat 
i  his  way  by  soft  approach, 
nassicr  Highland  Broach. 

nations  came  of  rage 

,  in  a  darker  age ; 

where,  clan  encountering  elan, 

r  perished  to  a  man ; 

nd  mother,  when  despair 

have  triumphed,  baffling  prayer. 


One  small  possession  lacked  not  power. 
Provided  in  a  calmer  hour. 
To  meet  such  need  as  might  befal — 
Roof,  raiment,  bread,  or  burial : 
For  woman,  even  of  tears  bereft. 
The  hidden  silver  Broach  was  left. 

As  generations  come  and  go 
Their  arts,  their  customs,  ebb  and  flow ; 
Fate,  fortune,  sweep  strong  powers  away, 
And  feeble,  of  themselves,  decay  ; 
What  poor  abodes  the  heir-loom  hide. 
In  which  the  castle  once  took  pride ! 
Tokens,  once  kept  as  boasted  wealth. 
If  saved  at  all,  are  saved  by  stealth. 
Lo !  ships,  from  seas  by  nature  barred. 
Mount  along  ways  by  man  prepared ; 
And  in  far-stretching  vales,  whose  streams 
Seek  other  seas,  their  canvass  gleams. 
Lo !  busy  towns  spring  up,  on  coasts 
Thronged  yesterday  by  airy  ghosts ; 
Soon,  Uke  a  lingering  star  forlorn 
Among  the  novelties  of  mom. 
While  young  delights  on  old  encroach. 
Will  vanish  the  last  Highland  BixMich. 

But  when,  &om  out  their  viewless  bed. 
Like  vapours,  years  have  rolled  and  spread ; 
And  this  poor  verse,  and  worthier  lays. 
Shall  yield  no  light  of  love  or  praise  ; 
Then,  by  the  spade,  or  cleaving  plough. 
Or  torrent  from  the  mountain's  brow. 
Or  whirlwind,  reckless  what  his  might 
Entombs,  or  forces  into  light ; 
Blind  Chance,  a  volunteer  ally, 
That  oft  befriends  Antiquity, 
And  clears  Obhvion  from  reproach. 
May  render  back  the  Highland  Broach'*'. 


*  Huw  much  the  Broach  ia  80inetiiuc&  prized  by  pcnons 
in  bumble  ttations  may  be  gathered  from  an  occurrence 
mentioned  to  me  by  a  female  friend.  She  had  bad  an 
opportunity  of  benefiting  a  poor  old  woman  in  her  own 
but,  who,  wishing  to  make  a  return,  said  to  her  daughter, 
in  Erse,  in  a  tone  of  plaintive  camostness,  **  I  would  give 
anything  I  have,  but  I  hope  she  does  not  wiidi  for  my 
Broach  !**  and,  uttering  these  words,  she  put  her  hand  upon 
the  Broach  which  fastened  her  kerchief,  and  which,  blic 
imagined,  had  attracted  the  eye  of  btr  b^iefactrc&s. 


z  2 


1  th«  httd  of  Loch 


■hnre  DppOAlM  this  IsUbd  la  Ibv  7««r  IIIL4,  lb«  Author 
tfl4mvd  tbfve  pirtieulBit  and  UiAt  Lhli  penoa  Ilira 
IliLnc  [ben  had  nciiiiLmd  [ha  ii,ppetUilm  of  'The 
BnmlE.'  P«  "The  UtDwDlg'iOall,"  p.  Kll,  toHbldi 
th*  fullnwliic  b  >  K4UCI- 

'  Huw  diuppeuvd  he  \ '    Ask  tbe  newt  sod  toad  ; 

Ask  of  his  fellow  men,  and  Hibj  vrill  lell 

How  be  wKi  found,  cold  a*  au  iciale, 

UndET  an  arch  of  QM  forlom  abode  ; 

Where  he,  anpropp'd,  and  b;  the  gatliering  flood 

or  jetktB  hcmmM  roond,  had  dwelt,  prepared  to  Xry 

Privation's  wonrt  eilrDnuIies,  aad  die 

With  no  one  mw  uve  the  omniprceeat  God. 

Verily  ao  (o  hve  wua  an  awful  choice — 

A  ch□iI^e  that  wnn  the  aspect  of  a  doom  ; 


VORHS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


In  mind  the  kndaoape.  i 
The  riTer  glidoi,  the  wo 
Tlien  why  repine  thai  ni 
Needless  renewal  of  an  < 
Better  to  thank  a  dear  a 
For  joy  in  sanny  houis 
Than  Uame  the  pi«senl, 
Memory,  like  sleep,  ha 

obey, 
Dreams,  vivid  dreams,  I 
How  little  that  she  cher 


But  in 


For  Sonls  familiar  with  the  eternal  Vinee ; 

And  (hiBfotj^cn  Taper  to  tlie  last 

Drove  from  itself,  we  trust,  all  frightful  glixiccu 


Tboi'oB  joy  attend  Thee  orient  at  liic  birth 

Of  dawn,  it  cheers  the  lofty  spirit  most 

To  wallah  thy  course  when  Day-light,  fled  froiu  isu-lh. 

In  the  grey  sky  bath  left  his  lingering  Ghost, 

Perplexed  as  if  between  a  splraidonr  lost 

And  splendour  slowly  mustering.     Since  the  Sun, 

The  absolute,  the  world^bcorhing  One, 

RellDquished  lialf  his  empire  to  the  host 

Emboldened  by  thy  guidance,  boly  Star, 

Holy  as  princely,  who  that  looks  on  thee 

Touching,  as  now,  in  thy  hunulity 

i  mounljuii  borders  of  this  seat  of  care, 
Can  qutslion  that  thy  countenance  is  bright, 

eatial  Power,  aa  much  with  loTe  as  light! 


rcREO  b  BolhweD'a  towers,  at  ^mea  the  llrare 
(So  beautiful  is  Clyde)  for^t  to  moura 
The  liberty  tliey  lost  at  Bannockbum. 
Ooav  on  thoae  sleeps  /  roamed  at  larg^  and  have 


AuiD  a  fertile  region  gr 
And  fresh  with  rivere,  » 
The  dn«l  Owner,  in  his 
To  DaCumliee  tliis  tawny 
Children  of  Art,  that  da 
(Conched  in  Ihoir  den)  v 
Over  the  burning  wilda 
The  wind  with  terroi  w. 
Satiate  are  IheK;  and  sC 
Hcnee,  while  we  gaze,  a 
Yet  is  the  Prophet  csln 
Daunt  liim — if  his  Conqf 
Oatstretched  and  listlcM 
Man  placnd  him  here,  aa 


Avow— a  precious,  an  M 
Yet  19  it  one  thai  other) 
Like  tllis  anlieard^f,  m 
Like  this  contented,  that 
For  great  and  sacred  ia^ 
Of  Streams  to  Nature'^^ 
And  ne'er  did  GeuiuB  d| 
Tree,  flower.uid  greeny 
Bat  Praise  can  waste  bA 
Anguish,  and  death :  &■ 
tins  mixed  its  eurrcnt  M 
Her  hmvcn-oflcnding  ui 
Never  for  like  distint 
Shrink  trom  Ihg  m 
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zxi. 

TZD  BT  A  TIBW  FBOM  All  EXINBfCX  IN 
XKOLSWOOD    FOEUT. 

St  lioge  of  andent  Caledon 

Damey  no  more  is  Inglewood, 

!pt  firam  hOl  to  hUl,  firam  flood  to  flood : 

■st  thorn  the  ni^tly  moon  has  shone ; 

I  thoo^  uni^propriate  Wild  be  none, 

cssprad  wide  where  Adam  BeU  might  deign 

fm  o'  the  Qoo^  were  they  alive  again, 

or  meaj  feast  their  Tenison. 

rts  the  holy  Abbot* s  gliding  Shade 

ch  with  monnmental  wreck  bestrown ; 

lal  Warrioisdiief,  a  Ghost  unlaid, 

Q  his  castle^  though  a  skeleton, 

may  watdi  by  night,  and  lessons  con 

r  ihaX  perishes,  and  rights  that  fade. 

XXIL 
lABX's-HOBll  TBEK,  NBA&  PENRITH. 

ood  an  Oak,  Aat  long  had  borne  affixed 

nge  tnmk,  or,  with  more  subtle  art, 

its  withering  topmost  branches  mixed, 

my  antkrs  of  a  hunted  Hart, 

^  Dog  Hercuks  pursued — his  part 

aperately  sustaining,  till  at  last 

ak  and  died,  the  life-veins  of  the  chased 

iser  bursting  here  with  one  dire  smart 

the  rictory,  mutual  the  defeat ! 

IS  the  troj^y  hung  with  pitiless  pride ; 

ther,  with  that  generous  sympathy 

inti  not,  eren  in  rudest  breasts,  a  seat ; 

r  this  feeling's  sake,  let  no  one  chide 

hat  would  guard  thy  memory,  Habt's-horn 

XXIII. 
FANCY   AND  TRADITION. 

mn  took  within  this  ancient  grove 
ist  embrace ;  beside  those  crystal  springs 
mit  saw  the  Angel  spread  his  wings 
teot  fli^t ;  the  Sage  in  yon  alcove 
ouig ;  on  that  hill  the  Bard  would  rove^ 
tto^  where  now  the  linnet  cmly  sings : 
ray  where  to  truth  Tradition  dingi^ 
icy  localises  Powers  we  love, 
idy  History  licensed  to  take  note 
91  gone  by,  her  meagre  monuments 
in  nffice  for  persons  and  events : 
ii  an  ampler  page  for  man  to  quote, 
kr  book  of  manifold  contents, 
1  alike  in  palace  and  in  cot 

«  Bee  Note. 


XXIV. 


OOUNTBSS'  PILLAR. 


[On  the  rosdflde  betweea  Penrith  and  Appl^,  there 
■tande  a  pillar  with  the  foUowing  ineorlptloo  :— 

*  Thie  pillar  wae  erected,  in  the  jear  1896^  tj  Anne 
ConnteM  Dowager  of  Pembroke,  Jfce.  for  a  memorial  of 
her  laet  parting  with  her  pious  mother,  Margaret  OmmteM 
Doweger  of  Cumberland,  on  the  M  of  April,  1610 ;  in 
memory  whereof  die  hath  left  an  annnitj  of  41.  to  be 
distributed  to  the  poor  of  the  paridi  of  Brougham,  ofery 
9d  day  of  April  fbr  ever,  upon  the  itone  table  placed  hard 
by.   LausDeol*] 

Whilb  the  Poos*  gather  round,  till  the  end  of  thne 
May  this  bright  flower  of  Charity  display 
Its  bloom,  unfolding  at  the  appointed  day; 
Flower  than  the  loveliest  of  the  vernal  prime 
Lovelier — transplanted  from  heaven's  purest  dime  1 
'Charity  never  laileth : '  on  that  creed. 
More  than  on  written  testament  or  deed. 
The  pious  Lady  built  with  hope  sublime. 
Alms  on  this  stone  to  be  dealt  out,  for  ever/ 
*  Laub  Dbo.'    Many  a  Stranger  passing  by 
Has  with  that  Parting  mixed  a  filial  sigh. 
Blest  its  humane  Memorial's  fond  endeavour ; 
And,  fastening  on  those  lines  an  eye  tear-gUzed, 
Has  ended,  though  DO  Clerk,  with  <  God  be  praiaod !  * 

XXV. 

ROMAN  ANTiqDITIES. 
(FBOM  THX  SOMAW  fTATIOII  AT  OLD  rKMKITH.) 

How  profitless  the  relics  that  we  cull. 
Troubling  the  last  holds  of  ambitious  Rome, 
Unless  they  chasten  fSuides  that  presume 
Too  high,  or  idle  agitations  lull  I 
Of  the  world's  flatteries  if  the  brain  be  full. 
To  have  no  seat  for  thought  were  better  doom, 
Like  this  old  helmet,  or  the  eyeless  skull 
Of  him  who  gloried  in  its  nodding  plume. 
Heaven  out  of  view,  our  wishes  what  are  they ! 
Our  fond  regrets  tenadous  in  their  grasp  1 
The  Sage's  theory  1  the  Poet's  Uy  t— 
Mere  FibulBB  without  a  robe  to  clasp ; 
Obsolete  lamps,  whose  li^t  no  time  recals; 
Uxns  without  ashes,  tearless  lacrymals  I 


XXVI. 

APOLOGY, 

FOR  TBB  PORBOOINO  P0RM& 

No  more :  the  end  is  sudden  and  abrupt. 
Abrupt — as  without  preconodved  design 
Was  the  beginning ;  yet  the  several  Lays 
Have  moved  in  order,  to  each  other  bound 


ua 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


By  n  cDDtiniioiia  uid  rKlcnowledged  tie 
Though  niuipparciit — like  thase  Shapes  distinct 
Tlut  yet  Eiu-vive  aisculptured  on  the  mdls 
I    Uf  palaces,  or  teraplca,  'mid  Iho  wreck 
Of  famed  Perscpolia ;  each  following  each. 
As  might  beseem  a  Btnlvly  embnwy. 
In  Bet  array  ;  these  bearing  in  their  hands 
Ensign  of  citil  power,  woiipon  of  war. 
Or  girt  to  bo  presented  at  the  Ihrono 
Of  the  Great  King  ;  and  others,  u  Uicy  go 
lu  prieBlly  Test,  with  holy  offerings  charged, 
Or  leuling  Tictims  dnst  for  su rifiGO. 
Nor  will  Iho  Power  we  serre,  tlut  aacrod  Power, 
The  Spirit  of  bnmanity,  disdain 


Whence,  as  a  comnt  from  ili^  fmrntaln-hnd, 
Our  IhoDghta  have  i«ued,  and  our  fediog) 
Receiving,  «iUingly  or  not,  fresh  BtrHigth 
From  Idndred  sources ;  while  around  m  ra^hel 
(Life's  three  first  seaeons  tuvuig  paiBed  s"»r) 
Leaf-scattering  winds ;   iind  hoai-fmet  spiiniJ^ 

fell 
(Foretaste  of  winteT)  On  the  moorland  beightaj 
And  every  day  bnm^t  with  it  tidings  new 
Of  nsh  change,  ominous  for  the  fa\Me  wtkL 
Heneo,  if  dejection  has  tao  oft  eniToached 
Upon  that  sweet  and  tender  melandiotj 
Which  may  ilself  bo  cheriihed  and  cuuud 
More  than  enough  ;  a  fatilt  eo  natui^ 
<£vca  vrith  the  young,  tho  hopeful,  or  the  ^^ 
For  prompt  trrgireacM  will  not  sue  in  (ain. 


EVENING    VOLUNTARIES. 


CaLH  ia  the  fragrant  air,  and  loth  lo  lose 

Day's  grateful  warmlli,  tlio' moist  with  falling  dcwa. 

Look  for  tlie  stars,  yon  "U  say  that  there  are  none ; 

Look  up  a  second  time,  and,  one  by  one. 

You  mark  them  twinkling  ont  with  rilvepy  hght, 

And  wondor  how  they  coulil  elude  the  si^l  I 

The  birdn,  of  late  so  noiqy  in  OiiAe  bowcra. 

Warbled  n  whilo  with  faint  and  fainter  powcm. 

Bat  now  are  silent  as  the  dim-seen  flowrrs ; 

Nor  does  the  village  Church-clock's  iron  lone 

Tlie  time's  and  season's  inSucnce  disown  ; 

Nino  beats  distinctly  to  each  otiicr  bound 

In  drowsy  sequence — how  unlike  the  sound 

That,  in  rough  winter,  ofl  inflicts  a  fear 

On  fireode  listeneri,  donbting  what  they  hear  I 

The  shepherd,  bent  on  rlmng  with  the  sun, 

Hnd  elosed  his  door  before  llio  day  was  done. 

And  now  with  tliankfnl  heart  to  bed  doth  creep. 

And  joins  his  little  children  in  their  sleep. 

The  bat,  lured  forth  whero  trees  the  lane  o'orahade. 

Flits  and  icflita  along  the  eloso  arcade ; 

The  hnsy  dor-hawk  cliascs  tlio  whito  moth 

With  burring  nolo,  which  Industry  and  Sloth 

Might  both  be  pleased  with,  for  it  suits  ihetnloth. 

A  stream  is  hcord^l  saa  it  not,  hut  know 

By  its  soft  mode  whoooe  Ihc  wMcrs  flow ; 


Wheels  and  tha  Inad  of  hoob  an  h^ri 
One  lioat  there  was,  hut  it  will  tooefa  Ih 

Wiai  the  next  dipping  of  it<<  slnckene.1  < 
Faint  mund,  that,  fur  Ihc  gxyestof  the  j 
Mlgiit  give  to  serioos  thonght  a  mamenl 
As  a  last  token  of  man's  toilsome  day  I 


i 


The  Son,  that  seemM  so  mildly  b 

Flung  back  from  distai 

Whose  blaze  is  now  subdued  to  tender  gleaoi. 

Prelude  of  night's  approacli  wiili  soothioK  difin 

Look  round; — of  all  the  clonds  not  one  isnwin; , 

'Tii>  the  still  hour  of  thinking,  feeling,  iflviig. 

Silent,  and  steilfast  as  the  Tanlted  sky, 

Tlie  bonndleffl  plain  of  waters  seems  to  He  :— 

Comes  that  low  sound  from  breezes  rustbng  a^ 

The   gross-crowned   headland   that   cnnoali  1^ 

No  ;  'lis  (be  eanh-Toiee  of  Ibe  mi^ly  ea. 
Whispering  how  ntcek  and  gentle  he  ran  be! 
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T  supreme !  who,  arming  to  rebuke 
St  put  off  the  graciouB  look, 
lyaelf  with  terrors  like  the  flood 
led  into  his  fiercest  mood, 
cipline  thy  Will  ordain 
course  that  must  for  me  remain ; 
h  quick-eared  spirit  to  rejoice 
IS  of  thy  softest  voice ! 
path  these  mortal  feet  may  trace, 
ugh  my  soul  the  blessing  of  thy  grace, 
i  a  perfect  love,  a  faith  sincere 
die  wisdom  that  begins  with  fear, 
nd ;  and,  for  a  season,  finee 
ares,  to  rest  absorbed  in  Tliee ! 
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III. 

(bt  the  sea-side.) 

>uched,  the  sea-fowl  gone  to  rest, 
storm  hath  somewhere  found  a  nest ; 
— wave  with  wave  no  longer  strives, 
ig  of  the  deep  survives, 
>tion !  soon  will  it  be  laid, 
ide  alone  the  water  swayed, 
drawings,  interminglings  mild 
shade  in  beauty  reconciled — 
rospect  far  as  sight  can  range, 
recorapence,  the  welcome  change, 
he  ships  that  drove  before  the  blast, 
•y  angry  breakers  as  they  passed ; 
in  of  flying  clouds  bcmockcd  ; 
llow  surge,  at  anchor  rocked 
of  dcatli  ?     Some  lodge  in  peace, 
3  care  who  bade  the  tempest  cease ; 
K>  heedless  of  past  danger,  court 

0  waft  them  to  the  far-off  port ; 
hanging  sea  and  sky  between, 

1  those  winged  powers  is  seen, 
iourse,  nor  'mid  tiiis  quiet  heard  ; 
'  gladly  would  the  air  be  stirred 
nowledgment  of  thanks  and  praise, 
npcr  as  those  vesper  Uys 

\rirgin  while  accordant  oars 

w  bark  along  Calabrixm  shores ; 

ervice  through  the  mountains  felt 

loved  vision  all  things  melt : 

^  hymns  that  soothe  with  graver  sound 

ast  of  Norway  iron-bound ; 

le  wide  and  open  Baltic,  rise 

a1  care,  Lutherian  harmonies. 

voice  is  here  1  but  why  repine, 

le  star  of  eve  comes  forth  to  shine 


On  British  waters  with  that  look  benign! 

Ye  mariners,  that  plough  your  onward  way, 

Or  in  the  haven  rest,  or  sheltering  bay. 

May  silent  thanks  at  least  to  God  be  given 

With  a  full  heart;  'our  thoughts  are  heard  in 

heaven  I' 
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IV. 

Not  in  the  ludd  intervals  of  life 

That  come  but  as  a  curse  to  party-strife ; 

Not  in  some  hour  when  Pleasure  with  a  sigh 

Of  languor  puts  his  rosy  garland  by ; 

Not  in  the  breathing-times  of  that  poor  skive 

Who  daily  piles  up  wealtli  in  Manunon's  cave — 

Is  Nature  felt,  or  can  be ;  nor  do  words. 

Which  practised  talent  readily  affords. 

Prove  that  her  hand  has  touched  responsive  chords ; 

Nor  has  her  gentle  beauty  power  to  move 

With  genuine  rapture  and  with  fervent  love 

The  soul  of  Genius,  if  he  dare  to  take 

Life's  rule  from  passion  craved  for  passion's  sake ; 

Untaught  that  meekness  is  the  cherished  bent 

Of  all  the  truly  great  and  all  the  innocent. 

But  who  it  innocent  ?    By  grace  divine. 
Not  otherwise,  0  Nature !  we  are  thine, 
Through  good  and  evil  thine,  in  just  degree 
Of  rational  and  manly  sympathy. 
To  all  that  Earth  from  pensive  hearts  is  stealing. 
And  Heaven  is  now  to  gladdened  eyes  revealing. 
Add  every  charm  the  Universe  can  show 
Through  every  change  its  aspects  undergo — 
Care  may  be  respited,  but  not  repealed ; 
No  perfect  cure  grows  on  that  bounded  field. 
Vain  is  the  pleasure,  a  fiUse  calm  the  peace. 
If  He,  through  whom  alone  our  conflicts  cease. 
Our  virtuous  hopes  without  relapse  advance. 
Come  not  to  speed  the  Soul's  deliverance ; 
To  the  distempered  Intellect  refuse 
His  gracious  help,  or  give  what  we  abuse. 
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V. 

(bt  the  side  of  rydal  mere.) 

The  linnet's  warble,  smking  towards  a  close. 
Hints  to  the  thrush  'tis  time  for  their  repose ; 
The  shrill-voiced  thrush  is  heedless,  and  again 
The  monitor  revives  his  own  sweet  stnun  ; 
But  both  will  soon  be  mastered,  and  the  copse 
Be  left  as  silent  as  the  mountain-tope, 


En3  Botnc  comtEtuidiiig  ri 

Tbc  throng  gf  rookg,  (lut  ddv,  from  twig  or  iHsl^ 

(After  &  BUwly  tligfal  en  home-bmuid  vings. 

And  ■  ImI  giuno  of  mazy  hoTcrings 

AnHind  Uitir  undent  gro»«)  »itli  awing  nwii* 

Diilurb  Hid  liquiJ  mv 


O  NightiDgala  1    Who  erer  heud  Iby  Bong 
Mi^t  here  be  maved,  till  Fancy  grovni  ao  utroog 
Thai  liatanii^  unae  i*  pardunably  Fh»ted 
Where  wood  or  strewn  by  Ihee  *•»  norer  greeted. 
Surely,  &oni  fairvst  apotfl  of  f&vonred  landA, 
Were  not  wuio  gifla  withheld  Lj  jealnus  liiujd», 
Tbis  bour  of  dceponing  darkneM  here  would  be 
A>  a  freab  niomiug  for  new  bannuny  ; 
And  lays  aa  [ircimpt  would  hnil  the  dawn  of  Night : 
A  ciown  she  has  both  beantUul  and  bright, 
Whrti  tbe  East  liindlee  with  tlie  full  moon's  li^t ; 
Not  like  the  rt«ag  sun's  imiatient  glow 
Daaxliug  the  mounlainti,  but  on  overflow 
Of  aalcrnn  splendour,  in  mutstioD  slow. 

Wanderer  by  spring  with  gradual  progress  led. 
For  iwoy  iirotoundly  folt  as  widely  spreai  ; 
To  king,  to  peasant,  (a  rough  i^or,  dear. 
And  to  tho  soldier's  (rumpet-weariod  ear  ; 
IIow  woletitou  wonldst  tlion  be  to  this  gTe«D  Vale 
Furor  than  Tompe  1  Vel,  sweet  Nightingale  t 
From  the  warm  biwio  thai  bean  Ihee  on,  alight 
At  will,  and  stay  thy  rolgratory  flight ; 
Build,  at  thy  chiiiiM,  or  nog,  by  poid  or  foont, 
Who  ahall  compUin,  or  eall  thee  lo  account  I 
The  wisest,  happiest,  of  our  kind  arc  Ihcy 
That  oYer  walk  coutent  with  Nature's  way, 
God's  goodnesi — meosuriDg  bount]'  u  it  may ; 
Fur  whom  the  gmvcat  thought  of  what  they  miss, 
Chasteoing  the  Mne«a  of  a  present  bliss, 
U  with  that  wlmleeome  offici'  satisfied. 
While  Dnre^^ing  sadnett  is  alhed 
In  thankfiil  boaoms  to  a  modest  pride. 


And  has  restored  to  nsi 

That,  while  the  sun  rode  hi^,  «■ 

-An  embleiD  this  of  what  the  sobt 
Can  do  for  mindB  disposed  to  fed  it 
Thus  oft,  whoa  we  in  vain  have  ^ 
The  petty  pleasures  of  the  garish  d 
Meek  eve  sbuta  a^  tbe  whole  dsui) 
(UubBshfiil  dwarfs  each  jittering  ■ 
And  leavee  the  disencumbered  tipb 
To  reuBume  ■  staid  umplidty. 

Tis  well— hot  what  are  he^  of 
When  wisdom  Hands  m  need  of  m 
Why  do  good  thooghts,  invoked  oi 
Like  Augels  Cram  their  bowers,  oi 

If  yet  To-morrow,  unbolied,  may  ■ 
"  I  come  to  open  out,  for  fresh  dig 
The  eiaitic  ranitiiM  of  yesterday  I ' 


Son  ■■  a  chnd  ia  yon  bine  Kdge— the  U  ve 
Seems  Enn  aa  solid  crystal,  hresUblese,  clear, 
And  motiaiileas  ;  and,  lo  tho  gazer's  eye. 
Deeper  than  oeeau,  in  the  immensity 
Of  its  vague  mountains  and  unreal  eky  ! 
But,  from  the  procen  in  that  still  retreat, 
Tnni  to  minuter  clumges  at  oar  feet ; 
Obstsve  bow  dewy  Twilight  has  withdrawn 
The  oRmd  of  daisiee  from  the  aliaTen  lawn. 


The  leaves  that  rostled  on  diis  as 
And  sky  that  danced  among  those 
Rest  smooths  the  way  for  steep ;  i 
Soft  ahadea  and  dews  hare   she 

On  drooping  ej'clid  and  tia  elonn 

Sound  is  there  none  at  which  the 
Might  leap,  the  weakest  nerve  of  I 
Savo  wheu  the  Oulet's  miexpecte 
Pierces  the  ethereal  vault ;  and  ( 
Of  unfiubalaQtial  imagery,  the  dn 
From  the  hushed  vale's  realitiea, 
To  the  still  hike)  tlie  imoginalire 
Seema,  'uiid  inverted  moontuiu. 

Grave  Creature  ! — whether, 

ahincB  bright 

,  On  thy  iringB  opened  wide  for  SD 

'  Thou  art  discovered  in  a  roofle«a 

Rinng  bom  what  may  enoe  Ix 

I  Or  spied  where  thou  Mtt'st  mopii 
At  the  dim  centre  of  a  churdiyai 
Or,  from  a  rifted  crag  or  ivy  tod 
Deep  in  a  forest,  thy  secure  ahod 
Thou  giv'st,  for  pastime's  sake,  b> 
A  poMhng  notice  of  thy  whereak 
May  the  night  never  oome,  oar  4 
When  I  shall  scorn  thy  voice  oc ) 
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MBie  ages  mm  peroeiTed  a  soul 

Or,  crowning,  star-like,  eadi  some  sovereign  height. 

enoe  in  thy  BBpeet,  headless  Owl  I 

Warbled,  for  heaven  above  and  earth  bdow. 

.thena  rererenoed  in  the  atadions  grova  ; 

Strams  suitable  to  both.— Sndi  holy  rite, 

Bar  the  gdden  sceptre  grasped  by  Jove, 

Methinks,  if  audibly  repeated  now 

g^s  fitYoorite  perchy  while  round  him  sate 

From  hill  or  valley,  oould  not  move 

Mk  xerblTing  the  decrees  of  Fate^ 

Snblimer  transport,  purer  love. 

ooy  wert  present  at  Hinenra's  ride  : — 

Than  doth  this  silent  spectacle— the  gleam — 

» that  second  lanmi ! — far  and  wide 

The  shadow — and  the  peace  supreme ! 

DBOitihave  heard,  and  rockand  care  replied. 

1834. 

II. 

No  sound  is  uttered^ — but  a  deep 

And  solemn  harmony  pervades 

Till. 

The  hollow  vale  from  steep  to  steep, 

mfrmmptm  appesrad,  many  ymn  ago*  among  the 

And  penetrates  the  glades. 

Hi  poflDiy  from  whleh.  In  aubaeqiicnt  editions,  it 

Faj>distant  images  draw  nigh. 

leliidad.    It  is  xeprlnted,  at  the  request  of  the 
I  In  iriioie  pieawoe  the  linea  were  thrown  off.] 

Called  forth  by  wondrous  potency 

Of  beamy  radiance,  that  imbues, 

n  son  has  long  been  set. 

Whatever  it  strikes,  with  gem-like  huesl 

The  stars  are  out  by  twos  and  threes, 

In  virion  exqniritdy  dear. 

m  little  birds  are  piping  yet 

Herds  range  along  the  mountain  ride ; 

Among  the  bushes  and  trees  ; 

And  glistening  antlers  are  descried ; 

cre's  a  cnckoo^  and  one  or  two  thrushes, 

And  gilded  flocks  appear. 

id  a  iar-off  wind  that  rashes, 

Thine  is  the  tranquil  hour,  purpureal  Eve ! 

id  a  sound  of  water  that  gushes, 

But  long  as  god-like  wirii,  or  hope  divine. 

id  the  cuckoo's  soTcreign  cry 

Informs  my  spirit,  ne'er  can  I  believe 

lis  all  the  hollow  of  the  sky. 

That  this  magnificence  is  wholly  thine  I 

Who  would  'go  paradmg ' 

— From  worids  not  quickened  by  the  sun 

London,  *  and  masqpiending,' 

A  portion  of  the  ^  is  won ; 

i  such  a  night  of  June 

An  intermingling  of  Heaven's  pomp  is  spread 

ith  that  beautifiil  soft  half-moon, 

On  ground  which  British  shepherds  tread  1 

id  all  these  innocent  blisses  t 

i  such  a  ni^t  as  this  is  I 

1804. 

HI. 

And,  if  there  be  whom  broken  ties 

Afflict,  or  injuries  assail. 

Yon  hazy  ridges  to  their  eyes 

IX. 

Present  a  glorious  scale, 

Climbing  sufiused  with  sunny  air. 

IKD  UrON  AM  STBNING  OF  EXTKAOHDINART 

To  stop— no  record  hath  told  where ! 

SPLENDOUR  AUD   BKAUTT. 

« 

And  tempting  Fancy  to  ascend. 

1. 

And  with  immortal  Spirits  blend  I 

ns  eflhlgenoe  disappeared 

— Wings  at  my  shoulders  seem  to  play ; 

lying  haste,  I  might  haye  sent, 

But,  rooted  here,  I  stand  and  gaze 

( the  speechless  deads,  a  look 

On  those  bright  steps  that  heaven-ward  raise 

Bk  astonishment ; 

Their  practicable  way. 

a  endued  with  power  to  stay, 

Come  forth,  ye  drooping  old  men,  look  abroad. 

uetify  one  dosing  day, 

And  see  to  what  £rir  countries  ye  are  bound  I 

nil  Mortality  may  see — 

And  if  some  traveUer,  weary  of  his  road. 

ist— ah  no,  but  what  ca»  be ! 

Hath  riept  since  noon-tide  on  the  grassy  ground. 

VIS  when  fidd  and  watery  cove 

Ye  Genii  1  to  his  covert  speed ; 

iDoddated  echoes  rang. 

And  wake  him  with  such  gentle  heed 

choirs  of  £enrent  Angels  sang 

As  may  attune  his  soul  to  meet  the  dower 

ntpen  in  the  grove ; 

Bestowed  on  this  transcendent  hour  I 

Such  buca  from  thai  cphwtittl  Um 
Wcro  vont  ID  Mmua  bcfoiv  miiHi  efe, 
Wbcro'or  it  nudcml  in  tha  morn 
OfbUasfiUinfiuitfy. 
This  glimpso  of  glorj',  vli;  ranswed  t 
Na/,  nlhcr  qmk  witli  gretituile ; 
For,  if  II  vadgc  of  thi»c  j^ouna 
Survived,  'twas  onlir  in  mj'  dronw. 

■d  Pnncr  I  vhom  poaco  and  calttuiew  ten 
No  l«s  than  Naturc'a  throatniiDg  ru'icc, 
If  aught  unworthy  be  my  thmtio. 
From  Thee  if  I  would  snrrvoi 
Ob,  lei  thy  grace  rcmiinl  mo  of  the  li^lit 
Foil  early  loal,  and  fnuOasly  doplorcd  ; 
Which,  al  tlib  moment,  on  my  waking  utHil 
Appcan  to  ahin*,  by  miraelo  nMorcd ; 
Uj  aool,  though  yot  eonfliwil  to  earth, 
Hejtncfla  in  a  aeeooA  birth  • 
—Til  past,  th«  Tiuoiu 
And  night  appniachm 


7  splendour  Tildes; 

The  Creecont-moiHi,  the  St 

ith  her  shades. 

Glories  oF  evening,  as  ye 

ma. 

WLthbutaspanoffikyl 

Speak  one  of  you,  niy  do 

t  (bird  Stania  at  tbli  CkIi.  ua 

Which  is  the  attendBnl  P^ 

IT  mivhli-f  eltifr 
Ili'W  (kucy  ak-ii'na  by  vauiw  bopM  bcael ; 
How  bafllod  ptuJaoM  on  the  a|nri(  prey, 
Aud  fmltlna  wlabea  eal  the  hturt  away. 
The  9iiloT  know* ;  ho  bnt,  whose  lot  is  cast 
On  llii)  roleiiUvM  Ma  that  bolda  bim  Taat 
On  ohanoo  depvmlant,  and  the  fleUo  star 
Of  poWDT,  Ihroogh  long  and  mvlanehctly  war. 

tl  it  1*1  in  aiitht  of  foreign  ahorve, 
l>iilly  to  think  ou  old  fMnillar  doon, 
lloartba  loml  in  cliiklhooil,  and  ancestral  floors 
Or,  toned  about  along  a  waMe  of  foam, 

luniiHito  on  that  delightful  home 
Wtileh  with  the  dear  Dotroth^il  koi  u,  come  ; 

anio  and  wu  and  is,  yet  meets  t)ie  eye 

cr  but  in  the  world  of  momorj ; 

a  a  droun  recalled,  whom  smoDthest  range 

DSBcd  by  knowledge,  or  by  dread,  nf  change , 


And  if  not  w,  whuoe  pei^e 
A  thing  too  bright  for  btel 
Hail  to  the  Tirtaea  wbkh  t 
Extracts  from  fiature'a  tit 
Aod  welcome  ghiry  won  in 
As  brarely  as  the  foe  was  I 
But  to  each  gallant  C^itaii 
A  leaa  imperious  sympathy 
Such  as  my  vene  nowyieldi 


Or  a 


Such  as  will  promptly  flow 
Where  good  men,  dinppci; 
Of  wealth  and  po".-or  and  h 
Or,  luiviog  known  the  Eplai 
Sigli  for  the  obscurilico  of  1 


WlNREELRR  I  that  Stoop'st  fl 

Tu  human  life's  unsettled  a 
Who  lov'at  tvitb  Night  aof 
So  might  it  aeom,  Ibo  carM 

Uiffll -Jiield  from  harm  tho| 
Wh:il  pleasureonccencon^ 
Which  yet  ill  Iliy  U-half  di 
An  idolizing  Jn.iimn'  as  oQ 
1  slight  ihem  ull ;  oiiiJ,  on  ■ 
Sole-sitting,  only  can  to  tU 
TImt  bid  me  hail  thee  oa  fl 
So  call  thee  for  hcavco's  ft 
known  ' 

By  confidence  supplied  an| 
When  not  a  twinkling  sfaO^ 
Abates  tlie  perils  of  a 
And  for  lc£s  obvious  be 
Their  way,  with  Ihy  pi 
Bolli  for  the  adve 

raiipni;  n 
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lafiled  Ik^'s  alow  fever  in  his  reins, 
onnds  and  weakness  oft  his  labocir*s  sole 


ispiring  Moontains  and  the  winding  Streams, 
«8  of  Night !  are  gladdened  by  thy  beams ; 

of  thine  the  wilderness  pervades, 
enetrates  the  forest*8  inmost  shades ; 
chequering  peaceably  the  minster's  gloom, 
t  tlie  pale  Mourner  to  the  lost  one*s  tomb ; 
reach  the  Prisoner — to  his  grated  cell 
me,  though  silent  and  intangible ! — 
ves  there  one,  of  all  that  come  and  go 
t  great  waters  toiling  to  and  fro, 
ho  has  watched  thee  at  some  quiet  hour 
med  aloft  in  undL^mted  power, 
Bed  by  vapoury  streaks  and  clouds  that  movo 
ig  the  lustre  they  in  part  reprove — 
metimes  felt  a  fitness  in  thy  sway 

up  thoughts  that  shun  the  glare  of  day, 
ake  the  serious  happier  than  the  gay  * 

lovely  Moon !  if  thou  so  mildly  bright 

Hise,  yet  surely  in  thy  own  despite, 

cer  mood  the  phrenzy-stricken  brain, 

I  a  compensating  faith  maintain ; 

lere's  a  sensitive,  a  tender,  part 

thoQ  canst  touch  in  every  human  heart, 

aling  and  composure. — But,  as  least 

ightiest  biDows  ever  have  confessed 

mination ;  as  the  whole  vast  Sea 

tirough  her  lowest  depths  thy  sovereignty ; 

es  that  countenance  with  especial  grace 

m  who  ui^  the  keel  her  pUUna  to  trace 

ring  its  way  right  onward.    The  most  rude, 

firom  home  and  country,  may  have  stood — 

iQ  long  gazing  hath  bedimmed  his  eye, 

mute  nature  ended  in  a  sigh — 

d  by  accordance  of  thy  placid  cheer, 

ome  internal  lights  to  memory  dear, 

aes  stealing  forth  to  soothe  the  breast 

ritfa  its  daily  share  of  earth's  unrest^ — 

awakenings,  visitations  meek ; 

ly  influence  whereof  few  will  speak, 

1  it  can  wet  with  tears  the  hardiest  check. 

when  thy  beanty  in  the  shadowy  cave 

len,  buried  in  its  monthly  grave ; 

vhile  the  Siulor,  mid  an  open  sea 

by  a  &vouring  wind  that  leaves  thought  free, 

the  deck — no  star  perhaps  in  nght, 

)thing  save  the  moving  ship's  own  light 

er  the  long  dark  hours  of  vacant  ni;;ht — 


Oft  with  his  musings  does  thy  image  blend. 
In  his  mind's  eye  thy  ereseent  horns  aseend. 
And  thou  art  still,  O  Moon,  that  Satlor's  Fbibid  I 

1836. 


XII  r. 
TO  THE  MOON. 

(KTDAI..) 

QuKBN  of  the  Stars !— so  gentle,  so  benign. 
That  ancient  Fable  did  to  thee  assign, 
When  darkness  creeping  o'er  thy  silver  brow 
Warned  thee  these  upper  regions  to  forego. 
Alternate  empire  in  the  shades  below —  - 
A  Bard,  who,  lately  near  the  wide-spread  sea 
Traversed  by  gleaming  ships,  looked  up  to  thee 
With  grateful  thoughts,  doth  now  thy  rising  hail 
From  the  dose  ooofines  of  a  shadowy  vale. 
Gkry  of  nig^  conspicuous  yet  serene. 
Nor  less  attractive  when  by  glimpses  seen 
Through  cloudy  umbrage,  well  might  that  fair  face. 
And  an  those  attributes  of  modest  grace, 
In  days  when  Fancy  wrought  unchecked  by  fear, 
Down  to  the  green  earth  fetch  thee  from  thy  sphere. 
To  sit  in  leafy  woods  by  fountains  dear ! 

0  still  belov'd  (for  thine,  meek  Power,  are  charms 
That  fascinate  the  very  Babe  in  arms. 
While  he,  uplifted  towards  thee^  laughs  outright, 
Spreading  his  little  palms  in  his  glad  Mother's  sight) 
O  still  belov'd,  once  worshipped  1   Time,  that  frowns 
In  his  destructive  flight  on  earthly  crowns, 
Spares  thy  mild  splendour;  still  those  far-shot 

beams 
Tremble  on  dancing  waves  and  rippling  streams 
With  stainless  tondi,  as  chaste  as  when  thy  praise 
Was  sung  by  Virgin-choirs  in  festal  lays ; 
And  through  dark  trials  still  dost  t&ou  explore 
Thy  way  for  increase  punctual  as  of  yore^ 
When  teeming  Matrons — yielding  to  rude  faith 
In  mysteries  of  birth  and  life  and  death 
And  painful  struggle  and  deliverance — prayed 
Of  thee  to  visit  them  with  lenient  aid. 
What  though  the  rites  be  swept  away,  the  fanes 
Extinct  that  echoed  to  the  votive  strains ; 
Yet  thy  mild  aspect  does  not,  cannot,  cease 
Love  to  promote  and  purity  and  peace ; 
And  Fancy,  unreproved,  even  yet  may  trace 
Faint  types  of  sufi*ering  in  thy  beamless  fiice. 

Then,  silent  Monitrcss !  let  us — ^not  blind 
To  worlds  unthought  of  till  the  searching  mind 
Of  Science  laid  them  open  to  mankind — 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION, 


Told,  tlao,  ha«  tlie  voiceless  besTenii  ilecUre 
God'a  ^017 1  ■"'I  u:luiow)«lguig  thy  Bhw 
la  liiM  blst  charge;  let  lu — witliaut  offonce 
To  loghl  of  hijjheal,  holiest,  inflnence — 

IB  whuoier  good  'tis  giren  thee  to  di^wu 
Hay  Bage  and  oimple,  catching  with  one  eye 
~  MOttbgakj. 


Learn  from  thy  mane,  when 
<Ta  look  on  tempeMa,  and  bi 
To  keep  with  Guthfbl  step  III 
Eelipsing  or  eclipsed,  hj  oig 
And  trotn  example  of  thy  mi 
Gently  to  brwjt  dedine  and 
Meek,  patient,  Bledfut,  and  ' 
Than  thy  rerival  yields,  for 


POEMS, 

OOUPOSED  OR  BDOGESTBD  DCniNa  A  TOUl 


IN  TBK  SUMMER  4 


Adikd,  Rydalian  Laurd*  1  that  hare  grown 
And  spread  as  if  ye  knew  that  days  might  eunie 
i^  ye  would  Hliellcr  in  a  linppy  home, 
iifl  fair  Mount,  A  Poet  of  your  on-n, 

lue  the  God  ;  but,  hminting  your  green  ahado 

leaaons  through,  is  linmbly  ]ileued  to  braid 

Ground-flowera,  beneath  your  guard Juialiip,  self 

Farewell  I  no  Minstrcts  now  with  harp  new-st 
Forsummerwondedngquit  their  hoUBrhold  bo 

not  for  this  wants  Poeay  a  tongue 

To  cheer  the  Itinerant  on  whom  she  poura 

Her  spirit,  while  he  crosses  lonely  moors, 

lusing  Kta  forsaken  halls  among. 


Of  Tnith  and  Bawoty,  BtrifM 
Ftz  as  she  ntayi  primenl  Blil 
Fur  Land  I  t?  'Hine's  paia 
By  Social  Order's  n-atchfiil  a 
With  uneiamplcd  union  inM 

eye  and  mind,  the  preaa 
With  golden  prospect  for  tdl 

lat  be  reverenced  which  1 


Wnr  should  the  Enthusiast,  journeying  through 

this  Isle 

Repine  as  if  his  hoar  were  come  loo  lato  I 
Not  unprotected  in  her  mouldermg  state, 
Antiqtut;  solutes  liim  with  a  nmile. 
Mid  frmtftd  llelds  that  ring  with  jocnnd  toil, 
And  pleasnre-grounds  where  Taste,  reRned  Co-mate 


Teist  called  Thee  Merhv  & 
A  happy  people  won  for  the* 
With  cntj  heard  in  many  »i 
And,  spite  of  change,  for  ma' 
EnddLring  title,  a  responravlt 
To  the  heart's  fond  beUof ;  t 
Whose  sterner  judgments  di 
For  inattentive  Fancy,  like  i 
Which  foolish  birds  are  cai^ 
This  face  of  rural  beauty  ba4 
For  disconl4.>nl,  and  porertyM 
These  spreading  towns  a  cloJ 
Forbid  it,  Heaven  I— and  1^ 
Shall  be  thy  rightful  name,  H 
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IT. 
TO  THZ  RITER  ORBTl,  NBAB  KSSWICK. 

GxBTAy  what  fearful  listening !  when  huge  etonee 
RmnUe  along  thy  bed,  block  after  block  : 
Or,  whirling  with  reiterated  shock. 
Combat,  while  darimess  aggrayates  the  groans : 
Hot  if  AoQ  (like  Cocytos  from  the  moans 
Heaid  on  his  raefnl  margin)  thence  wert  named 
The  Moomer,  thy  tme  nature  was  defiuned, 
And  the  habitoal  murmur  that  atones 
For  thy  worst  rage,  forgotten.    Oft  as  Spring 
Deeka,  oo  thy  sinuous  banks,  her  thousand  thrones, 
SeatB  of  ^ad  instinct  and  love's  carolling, 
Tha  eonoert,  for  the  hi^py,  then  may  vie 
With  liveliest  peals  of  birth-day  harmony  : 
To  a  grieved  heart,  the  notes  are  benisons. 

V. 
TO  THB   KIVER  DERWENT. 

Amo!*o  the  mountains  were  we    nursed,  loved 
I 
the  eagle's  nest — ^within  brief  sail, 
I,  of  his  hM  wing  floating  on  the  gale, 
Wliere  thy  deep  voice  could  lull  me !  Fiunt  the 
Of  famnan  life  when  first  allowed  to  gleam    [beam 
On  mortal  notice. — Glory  of  the  vale, 
Sodi  thy  meek  outset,  with  a  crown,  though  frail. 
Kept  in  perpetual  verdure  by  the  steam 
Of  Ay  soft  breath  I — Less  vivid  wreath  entwined 
Kemaan  victor's  brow  ;  less  bright  was  worn. 
Meed  of  some  Roman  chief — in  triumph  borne 
With  e^ytives  chained ;  and  shedding  from  his  car 
The  sonaet  splendours  of  a  finished  war 
Upon  the  proud  enslavers  of  mankind  ! 


VI. 
IH  SIOHT  OF  THE  TOWN  OP  COCKSRMOUTH. 

CKlMra  tiM  Author  was  bora,  and  his  Father's  remftins 
or  laid.) 

A  vonrr  of  life  between  my  Parents'  dust, 

And  yoon^  my  buried  Little-ones  I  am  I ; 

And  to  Hume  graves  looking  habitually 

In  Idndied  (juiet  I  repose  my  trust 

IMi  to  the  innocent  is  more  than  just, 

And,  to  the  sinner,  mercifully  bent ; 

80  nay  I  hope,  if  truly  I  repent 

^  meekly  bear  the  ills  which  bear  I  must : 

^  Vou,  my  Offspring  I  that  do  still  remain, 

'  et  nay  outstrip  me  in  the  appointed  race, 

"^'^,  through  fault  of  mine,  in  mutual  pain 

J^e  bi^athed  together  for  a  moment's  space, 

'"•  wrt»g,  by  love  provoked,  let  love  arraign, 

"*'  <*ily  love  keep  in  your  hearts  a  place. 


VII. 

ADDRESS  FBOM  THE  SPIRIT  OP  COCKERMOUTH 

CASTLE. 

**  Thou  look'st  upon  me,  and  dost  fondly  think. 
Poet  1  that,  stricken  as  both  are  by  years. 
We,  differing  once  so  much,  are  now  Compeers, 
Prepared,  when  each  has  stood  his  time,  to  sink 
Into  the  dust    Erewhile  a  sterner  link 
United  us ;  when  thou,  in  boyish  play. 
Entering  my  dungeon,  didst  become  a  prey 
To  soul-appalling  darkness.    Not  a  blink 
Of  light  was  there ; — and  thus  did  I,  thy  Tutor, 
Make  thyyoungthoughtsacquaintcd  with  thegrave ; 
While  thou  wert  chasing  the  wing'd  butterfly 
Through  my  green  courts ;  or  climbing,a  bold  suitor. 
Up  to  the  flowers  whose  golden  progeny 
StiU  round  my  shattered  brow  in  beauty  vrave." 

VIII. 
nun's  well,  BRIGHAM. 

The  cattle  crowding  round  this  beverage  clear 
To  sUke  their  thirst,  with  reckless  hoofs  have  trod 
The  encircling  turf  into  a  barren  clod ; 
Through  which  the  waters  creep,  then  disappear. 
Bom  to  be  lost  in  Derwent  flowing  near ; 
Yet,  o'er  the  brink,  and  round  the  lime-stone  cell 
Of  the  pure  spring  (they  call  it  the  «  Nun's  Well,»^ 
Name  that  first  struck  by  chance  my  startled  ear) 
A  tender  Spirit  broods — the  pensive  Shade 
Of  ritual  honours  to  this  Fountain  paid 
By  hooded  Votaresses  with  saintly  cheer ; 
Albeit  oft  the  Virgin-mother  mild 
Looked  down  with  pity  upon  eyes  beguiled 
Into  the  shedding  of  'too  soft  a  tear.' 

IX. 

to  a  priend. 
(oir  xna  bakes  or  ths  dkewsht.) 

« 

Pastor  and  Patriot !— at  whose  bidding  rise 
These  modest  walls,  amid  a  flock  that  need. 
For  one  who  comes  to  watch  them  and  to  feed, 
A  fixed  Abode — keep  down  presageful  sighs. 
Threats,  which  the  unthinking  only  can  despise. 
Perplex  the  Qiurch ;  but  be  thou  firm, — be  true 
To  thy  first  hope,  and  this  good  work  pursue. 
Poor  as  thou  art.    A  welcome  sacrifice 
Dost  Thou  prepare,  whose  sign  will  be  the  smoke 
Of  thy  new  hearth ;  and  sooner  shall  its  wreaths. 
Mounting  while  earth  her  morning  incense  breathes, 
From  wandering  fiends  of  air  receive  a  yoke, 
And  straightway  cease  to  aspire,  than  God  disdain 
This  humble  tribute  as  ill-timed  or  vain. 


'■MtT  i)DCBi  01  sovn. 

t  MDCtn  or  Tm  DmrtiTT.  oamiatun. 
e  uircs,  Wid  to  tbo  Gncea  vuwhI, 
drow  buk  tlic  wiin|ile  IIaI  die  won  ; 
IhlMlig,  ttiftt  on  Ilio  CiualirikD  Hhon.- 
^  hailvd,  how  (onchingl}'  she  bow«l  I 
■  SUr  (liui,  from  a  bo>vy  eloiul 
tfso  folugr  poiKd  in  air,  forlli  doru, 
4  soft  nmiDa'  g&lc  bC  nvcniug  pArW 
Din  thmt  did  iu  In* eliims  oiuhnHid) 
-Jtnd ;  but  Time,  tlio  old  Satimibu  uor, 
il  on  ilia  wing  M  hor  tcwt  pnaacU  Oicnoiuid, 
■top  prcliuivD  la  •  long  uray 
Ks  uid  dcgnulutliHu  band  io  hand — 
(ling  dLptivit^,  uid  ihuddoriag  fi«r 
d  by  the  enmiguiucd  block  oS  Follieringay ' 


Yut,  wlultf  Fach  UBrful  Art  M 
Wliat  boalB  ibv  gun  if  Nuur 
And  WLsdoni,  as  ibc  holds  a  ' 


lua,  OS  THE  coi; 
■re  tbaabfT  on  a  bed  of  down, 
iHod,  licnHtado  uukllo«D, 
.  .ur  lot:  DO  hiui(«r  of  (he  ban* 
.ke  him  whose  javelin  &om  the  lair 
MM  twued  the  liuu ;  no  aae  pluda  the  roae. 
Wbotte  proETered  beaaly  in  (aJe  duJltf  hlowe 
lilid  n  trim  gardtn's  sumum  luxuriM, 
Wilb  joy  like  bis  who  climbs,  on  hands  and  kiio 
For  Bomi^  rare  plant,  you  Headland  uf  SL  Beiw. 

This  indeptmdrnee  npon  oar  and  sail, 
■  new  indifference  lo  breeze  or  gale, 
B  elroight-liued  progress,  fOrroBTng  a,  flul  Ira. 
And  regular  aa  if  locked  in  certainty^- 
Deprras  Ibo  boors.     Up,  Spirit  of  the  storm  1 
That  Courage  may  find  aometiiing  to  pcrfunn  ; 
That  Fortitude,  whoso  blood  disdains  to  free»' 
At  Danger's  bidding,  may  confront  the  seas, 
film  as  tlie  towering  Headlands  of  St.  Beca. 

Dmd  cliff  of  Qarnth  I  that  wild  wiib  may  sleep, 

Id  t£  if  men  and  creatures  of  the  Deep 
Breatlied  the  same  element ;  too  many  wrecks 
Hare  struck  thy  wdes,  loo  many  ghaally  decks 
Hut  thou  looked  down  npon,  that  audi  a  tliou;;lit 
Should  hero  be  welcome,  and  in  verse  enwrougbt ; 
With  ihy  Bicm  aapoot  better  lar  agree* 
lltt«ruice  of  tliauka  that  we  bavo  pagl  with  eaoc, 
millions  Uuia  shall  do,  the  Headlands  of  St.  I)««s. 


I  When  Bi^  aougiil  of  jore  tb 
TcmpCBtoouB  wind»  be»  holy . 
Hie  knelt  In  prayer — the  waies 
And,  from  her  vow  well  w»gba< 
Itoec,  where  she  btndied  the 
of  St.  Be«& 

■Cmol  of  htart  were  thi^,  blo 
I  Who  In  these  WUde  then  sCm 
The  strong  were  merciless,  wil 
Tdl  ihia  bright  Stranger  eamil 
.\Dd  as  a  creaaet  true  that  dot 
or  beamy  luatro  from  a  Iowe» 
Guiding  the  mariner  through  i 
And  diooring  oft  hit  peaceful 
like  the  fixed  Light  tliat  cm 
St.  Bcci. 

To  wd  the  VatareaB,  mintde* 
Wrought  in  men's  mindo,  hk< 
So  piety  took  root ;  and  Saii|i 
What  humaniiing  virtnos  aem 
Sprang  up,  and  spread  their  fit 
How  sarage  butoliu  melted  at 
Of  gospel-lrath  cndiaiued  in  I 
Wafiwi  o'er  wavea,  or  cpospiM 
From  her  religions  Manmon  i 

When  her  sweet  Voice,  that  & 
Was  glorified,  and  look  its  pM 
Tlic  silent  sUirs,  ainon;;  the  ad 
sntry  blazed  with  saoA 
And  periah&l  utterly  ;  but  h 
own  the  spot,  that  wi 
1  lay  in  eartli  expectaj 
WithquickfuliigimpulBcan 
And  lo  I  a  itntcOcr  pile,  the  A 

There  are  the  naked  c1othed,i 

And  Charily  c.^s tendetli  tt 

Her  mterressions  made  fur  di 

or  tardy  penitents ; 

Among  the  good  (when  lovefl 

Sici;eiied,  or  died)  in 

Tlianks  lo  llie  nuslcn 

Who,  to  tlinl  service  haaai  ij 

Keep  watch  before  tile  alliu 

Are  not,  in  sooth,  their 
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led,  oompoeed,  and  formalized  by  art, 
a  wiser  sorrow  in  the  heart  t 
nyer  for  them  whose  hour  is  past  away 

0  the  LiTiqg,  profit  while  ye  may  ! 
B  party  and  tiiat  the  worst,  he  sees 

thinks  that  priestly  cmming  holds  the  keys 
M8t  unlock  the  secrets  of  St  Bees. 

ienoe,  the  timid  bang's  inmost  light, 
of  the  dawn  and  solace  of  the  night, 

1  these  Rednses  with  a  steady  ray 

ny  an  hour  when  judgment  goes  astray. 
lOQim  not  hastily  their  rule  who  try 
to  deq>iae,  and  flesh  to  mortify  ; 
me  with  zeal,  in  winged  ecstasies 
tjrer  and  praise  forget  their  rosaries, 
ear  the  loudest  surges  of  St.  Bee& 

me  so  prompt  to  succour  and  protect 
iriom  traveller,  or  sailor  wrecked 
i  bare  coast ;  nor  do  they  grudge  the  boon 
I  staff  and  cockle  hat  and  sandal  shoon 
for  the  pilgrim :  and,  though  chidings  sharp 
)nietime8  greet  the  strolling  minstrel's  harp, 
ot  then  idien,  swept  with  sportive  ease, 
rms  a  feast-day  throng  of  all  degrees, 
ening  the  archway  of  revered  St  Bees. 

id  the  cliffs  and  echoing  hills  rejoice 
dme  the  Benedictine  Brethren's  voice, 
ing,  or  commanding  with  meet  pride, 
med  the  Giieis  to  lay  tlieir  feuds  aside, 
ider  one  blest  ensign  serve  the  Lord 
estine.     Advance,  indignant  Sword  ! 
ig  till  thou  from  Panym  hands  release 
'omb,  dread  centre  of  all  sanctities 
1  In  the  quiet  Abbey  of  St  Bees. 

dk  we  now  to  them  whose  minds  from  far 
the  fortunes  which  they  may  not  share, 
in  Judea  Fancy  loves  to  roam, 
IpA  to  make  a  Holy-land  at  home  : 
ar  of  Bethlehem  from  its  sphere  invites 
ud  the  cr^-stal  depth  of  maiden  rights  ; 
eddcd  Life,  through  scriptural  mysteries, 
iward  ascends  with  all  her  charities, 
;  by  the  hooded  Celibates  of  St  Bee8. 

it  e'er  forgotten  how  by  skill 
stered  Arcliitccts,  free  their  souls  to  fill 
ore  of  Gud,  throughout  the  Land  were  raised 
tes,  on  whose  symbolic  beauty  gazed 
t  and  mail-clad  Chief  with  pious  awe ; 
his  day  men  seeing  what  they  saw. 


I 


Or  tlie  bare  wreck  of  futh's  solemnities, 
Aspire  to  more  than  earthly  destinies ; 
Witness  yon  PUe  that  greets  us  from  St  Bees. 

Yet  more;  around  those  Churches,  gathered  Towns 

Safe  from  the  feudal  Castle's  haughty  frowns ; 

Peaceful  abodes,  where  Justice  might  uphold 

Her  scales  with  even  hand,  and  culture  mould 

The  heart  to  pity,  train  the  mind  in  care 

For  rules  of  life,  sound  as  the  Time  could  bear. 

Nor  dost  thou  fail,  thro*  abject  love  of  ease. 

Or  hindrance  raised  by  sordid  purposes, 

To  bear  thy  part  in  this  good  work,  St  Bees. 

Who  with  the  ploughshare  clove  the  barren  moors, 
And  to  green  meadows  changed  the  swampy  shored! 
Thinned  the  rank  woods;  and  for  the  cheerful 

grange 
Blade  room  where  wolf  and  boar  were  used  to  range! 
Who  taught,  and  showed  by  deeds,  that  gentler 

chains 
Should  bind  the  vassal  to  his  lord's  domains! 
The  thoughtful  Monks,  intent  their  God  to  please. 
For  Christ's  dear  sake,  by  human  sympathies 
Poured  from  the  bosom  of  thy  Church,  St  Bees ! 

But  all  availed  not ;  by  a  mandate  given 
Tlirough  lawless  will  the  Brotherhood  was  driven 
ForUi  from  their  cells ;  tlieir  andeut  House  laid  low 
In  Reformation's  sweeping  overthrow. 
But  now  onoe  more  the  local  Heart  revives, 
Tlie  inextinguishable  Spirit  strives. 
Oh  may  that  Power  who  hushed  the  stormy  seas. 
And  cleared  a  way  for  the  first  Votaries, 
Prosper  the  new-bom  College  of  St.  Bees  ! 

Alas  !  the  Genius  of  our  age,  from  Schools 

Less  humble,  draws  her  lessons,  aims,  and  ruk*s. 

To  Prowess  guided  by  her  insight  keen 

Matter  and  Spirit  are  as  one  Machine ; 

Boastful  Idolatress  of  formal  skill 

She  in  her  own  would  merge  the  eternal  will  : 

Better,  if  Reason's  triumplis  match  witli  tlu'he, 

Her  flight  before  the  bold  credulities 

Tliat  furthered  the  first  teaching  of  St  Bi'cs.'^ 

1833. 

*  See  Excunion,   seventh   part;   and   Ecclcdnhtical 
Sketches,  teoond  part,  near  the  beginning 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION, 


iGiRO  the  hoiglitB  of  SowTel)  or  Blnck-comb, 
In  his  lone  pourss  the  Shepherd  oft  will  jisuse, 
1  Btrive  to  fnthom  the  mjBlctuiiu  laws 
which  tho  clouds,  tmyed  in  light  or  gloom. 
On  Mona  eottle,  and  the  Hhnpts  assume 
>f  k11  her  peaks  and  riilgos.     Wh»l  he  dniws 
From  Bonsc,  faith,  reason,  liixey,  of  iho  muse. 
He  will  lake  with  liiin  lo  the  sUeiil  lomb. 
Or,  by  his  fire,  a  child  upon  his  knee. 
Haply  the  untaught  Philostpphor  may  apeak 
Of  the  BtroDgc  nght,  nor  hide  hia  theory 
That  aatisEM  the  simplG  and  the  meek, 
Blest  in  thdr  pious  ignorance,  though  weak 
To  oopo  with  Sages  nndevoully  free. 


Bold  words  affirmed,  in  days  when  tailh  was  strong 
And  doahts  and  acroplea  seldom  tcaied  the  brain, 
That  no  adTeBturert  bark  had  powor  to  gain 
These  shores  if  he  approached  them  bent  on  wrong ; 
For,  suddenly  up-conjured  from  the  Main, 
Miats  rose  to  hide  tho  Land— that  search,  thoagh 

Ion? 
And  eagiT,  might  be  atill  purauod  in  vain, 
O  Fancy,  what  an  age  waa  iJiat  for  aong  ! 
That  age,  when  not  hy  lavm  inanimatp, 
A»  men  believed,  tho  waters  were  impelled. 
The  air  controlled,  tho  stara  their  courses  held  ; 
But  clement  and  orb  on  aiii  did  wait 
Of  Powert  endued  with  ririljle  form,  instinct 
Witli  will,  and  to  their  work  by  passion  linked. 


DiBIBK  we  past  illusions  lo  recal  t 

To  reinstate  wUd  Fancy,  would  we  hide 

Truths  whose  tiiict  val  Sdence  haa  drawn  aradel 

No, — let  this  Age,  high  as  she  may,  instal 

ler  Oiteem  the  tJiirBt  that  wrought  man's  fall, 

I  universe  is  infinitely  wide ; 
And  conquering  Reason,  if  self-glorified, 

I  nowhere  move  microHsed  by  some  new  wall 
Or  gulf  of  mj-Blery,  which  thou  alone, 

In  progress  toward  the  fonnl  of  Love, — the  thront 
Of  Power  whose  miniatera  the  records  keep 
or  periods  fixed,  and  laws  eatahlished,  less 
sh  to  exalt  than  prove  i(s  nothingness. 


The  feudal  Keep,  the  buticnu  of  Coboni, 
Even  when  they  rose  to  died:  or  lo  repel 
Tidea  of  aggwa^ve  war,  ort  sMTed  M  well 
Greeily  ambition,  armed  lo  treat  wilt  soom 
Juat  limits  -,  hut  yon  Tower,  whose  sDnlfs  adr^j 
This  perilous  buy,  standa  dear  of  all  ofleim  j^ 
Bleat  work  it  ia  of  lore  aod  tDDooence, 

A  Tower  of  (flfnge  built  for  the  else  foriom. 

Spare  it,  ye  waves,  and  lift  the  mariner, 
Struggling  tor  life,  into  ita  saving  armsl 
Spare,  too,  Iho  homan  hdpera  I    Do  Ibey  k^^ 
'Mid  your  Gerce  shock  like  men  afnud  to  Air/ 
No;  their  dread  serriee  nerves  llielieart  it  wjib* 
And  they  are  led  by  noblo  H  i  u.jibt  *. 


BT    TBB  $U«UOBE,   UUI  W  MM 

Way  stand  we  gazing  on  tlie  spaddlng  BkiK 
With  wander  smit  by  ita  tnnspansCTt 
And  all-enraptored  wilh  ila  pnrity  1 — 
BocauHi  the  nnstajnvd,  the  dear,  Ihe  OTililBM 
Have  ever  !d  them  aomething  at  benign; 
Whether  in  gem,  in  water,  or  in  aky, 
A  deeiong  infant's  brow,  or  mkefnl  ^ 
Of  a  yonng  maiden,  only  not  divine. 
Seareely  the  hand  forbears  to  dip  its  palm 
For  beverage  drawn  aa  from  a  mountats-wcfl. 
Temptation  centres  in  the  liquid  Calm ; 
Our  daily  raiment  seems  no  obstacle 
To  inatoutaneous  plunging  in,  de«p  S(«! 
And  revelling  in  long  embrace  with  the«t 


A  \ovTa  too  certain  of  his  powif  to  mda 

Ou  the  smooth  bottom  of  this  dear  bri^  KB, 

To  Nght  BO  aliallow,  with  a  battacr's  giM 

Leapt  from  this  rock,  and  bat  for  timdy  aid 

He,  by  tho  alluring  ekment  betraywl. 

Had  perished.     Then  might  Sea-nympfaa  (and  ■ 

Of  Btlf-reproach)  havo  chanted  elegies  (■( 

Uewailtng  hie  sad  tiktc,  when  he  was  laid 

In  peaceful  earth  :  for,  doubtless,  he  ma  fiai^ 

Ulierly  in  himself  devoid  of  guile ; 

Knew  not  the  doublfrdeaUng  of  a  SRiDe ; 

Nor  auij-ht  that  makes  men's 

Or  deadly  snare;  aod  He  sur 

Tlie  Power  that  saved  him  ic 
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XYIII. 
I8LB  OV  MAX. 

tf  grief  for  lenient  time  too  keen, 
erooring  waves  had  caoeed — or  guilt 
had  witneBBedy  sway  the  man  who  built 
bead,plaoed  where  nothing  couldbe  seen, 
rdy  of  ocean  tronbled  or  serene  t 
>-eoldier  on  paternal  huid, 
e  channel  holds  angnst  command, 
b;  raised^ — a  Tetersn  Marine, 
isty  tamed  firom  the  neighbouring  sea 
memory  of  a  listless  life 
)etween  two  callings.    May  no  strife 
d  here  beset  him,  doomed  though  free, 
,  to  worse  inaction,  till  his  eye 
1  the  daOy  sight  of  earth  and  sky  t 

XIX. 

BT  A  BSnRBD  MARIMXE. 
(A  VBIZin)  OV  TBS  AUTHOB.) 

youth  I  ploughed  the  restless  Main, 
restless  and  as  apt  to  change ; 
ery  dime  and  ocean  did  I  range, 
ength  a  competence  to  gain ; 
Sea  I  went,  and  poor  I  stiU  remain, 
rear  I  strove,  but  strove  in  vain, 
ips  manifold  did  I  endure, 
9  on  me  never  deign'd  to  smile ; 
t  a  resting-place  have  found, 
Qou^  life's  comforts  to  procure, 
ove  on  this  our  favoured  Isle, 
(pot  where  Nature's  gifts  abound ; 
have  no  reason  to  complain, 
r  to  Sea  I  went,  and  poor  I  stillremain. 

XX. 

LT  BALA-8ALA,  XSLX  OF  MAN. 

WED  TO  BB  WBITTBV   BT  A   PBIXBD.) 

fortune,  but  in  mind  entire 

in  principle^  I  seek  repose 

ent  trees  this  convent-pile  enclose*, 

itifuL    When  vain  desire 

peace,  I  pray  the  eternal  Sire 

*ul-aibduing  shade  on  me, 

ed,  pensive,  thankful  Refugee ; 

at  with  some  sparks  of  heavenly  fire 

le  cells  vouchsafed.    And  when  I  note 

rer's  brow  yellowed  as  with  the  beams 

rer  there,  albeit  streams 

reather-stains  that  semblance  wrought, 

silent  Monitor,  and  say 

ny  aged  brow,at  all  hours  of  the  day  1" 

*  RoBhen  Abbey. 


XXI. 


TTNWALD  HILL. 


Oncb  on  the  top  of  Tynwald's  formal  mound 
(Still  marked  with  green  turf  circles  narrowing 
Stage  above  stsge)  would  sit  this  Island's  King, 
The  laws  to  promulgate,  enrobed  and  crowned  ; 
While,  compassing  the  littie  mount  around. 
Degrees  and  Orders  stood,  each  under  each : 
Now,  like  to  things  within  feite's  easiest  reach. 
The  power  is  merged,  the  pomp  a  grave  has  found. 
Off  with  yon  doud,  old  SnafeU !  that  thine  eye 
Over  three  Realms  may  take  its  widest  range ; 
And  let,  for  them,  thy  fountains  utter  strange 
Voices,  thy  winds  break  forth  in  prophecy. 
If  the  whole  State  must  suffer  mortal  change, 
like  Monads  miniature  of  soverdgnty. 

XXII. 

Despond  who  will — I  heard  a  vdce  exclaim, 

«  Though  fierce  the  assault,  and  shatter'd  the  defence, 

It  cannot  be  that  Britain's  social  frame. 

The  glorious  work  of  time  and  providence. 

Before  a  flying  season's  rash  pretence. 

Should  fiidl ;  that  She,  whose  virtue  put  to  shame. 

When  Europe  prostrate  lay,  the  Conqueror's  sim. 

Should  perish,  self-subverted.    Black  and  dense 

The  doud  is ;  but  brings  tJuU  a  day  of  doom 

To  Liberty  t    Her  sun  is  up  the  while, 

That  orb  whose  beams  round  Saxon  Alfred  shone : 

Then  laugh,  ye  innocent  Vales !  ye  Streams,  sweep 

on. 
Nor  let  one  billow  of  our  heaven-blest  Ide 
Toss  in  the  £uming  wind  a  humbler  plume." 

XXIII. 

IN  THE  FRITH  OF  CLYDE,  AILSA  CRAG. 
Dimnra  ah  bclifsb  or  thb  son,  jhlt  17* 

Since  risen  from  ocean,  ocean  to  defy. 
Appeared  the  Crag  of  Ailsa,  ne'er  did  mom 
With  gleaming  lights  more  gracefully  adorn 
His  ddes,  or  wreathe  with  mist  his  forehead  high: 
Now,  faintly  darkening  with  the  sun's  eclipse. 
Still  is  he  seen,  in  lone  sublimity. 
Towering  above  the  sea  and  littie  ships ; 
For  dwarfs  the  tallest  seem  while  sailing  by, 
Each  for  her  haven ;  with  her  frdg^t  of  Care, 
Pleasure,  or  Grie^  and  Toil  that  seldom  looks 
Into  the  secret  of  to-morrow's  hre ; 
Though  poor,  yet  rich,  without  the  wealth  of  books. 
Or  Bafjbi  that  watchful  Love  to  Nature  owes 
For  her  mute  Powers,  fix'd  Forms,  or  transient 
Shows. 

AA 
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Abkin  I  a,  aingle-crosl^d  TEneriJTe, 
A  St.  Helena  next — in  sbape  and  hao, 
Varjing  her  crowds  penka  uicl  liclges  blue ; 
Who  bnt  miiBt  mvct  »  olond-seat,  or  ekiff 
Built  for  the  air,  or  wiogtii  tlippogriff  I 
TtiOit  he  might  By,  wherfl  no  one  conld  pnrsae, 
From  tlus  dull  Monster  and  har  sooty  erew  j 
And,  u  a  God,  light  on  tliy  tapmoot  cUfF. 
Impotent  wish  I  which  renaoa  would  deepise 

tie  mind  know  no  union  of  extremes, 
No  natural  bond  between  the  boldeat  Bchemea 
Ambition  franiBfl,  and  iieart-humilities. 
Beneath  alem  mountaina  many  a.  soft  vole  lies, 
And  lottj  springti  give  birlh  to  lowly  rtreaniB. 


IShi  (onner  eerlea,  p.  iST.] 
Thb  captiTe  Bird  wm  gone  i — lo  oli7  or  moor 
Perohance  had  (town,  delivered  by  the  stonn ; 
Or  hs  had  pined,  and  aimk  to  feed  the  worm ; 
Hini  found  we  not :  but,  climbing  a  loll  tower. 
There  saw,  impaved  with  rude  fidelity 

irtmosBic,  in  a  roi'fie"  floor, 
An  Eagle  nith  strefclii'd  winfjs,  butbeamlesseye — 
An  Eagle  that  could  naillier  v/aS  nor  soar, 
Efligy  of  the  VaoiBhcd— (shall  I  dare 
To  call  thee  sol)  or  symbol  of  fierce  deeds 
And  of  the  towering  courage  which  past  dmes 
Rejoiced  in — lake,  whatc'er  ihoa  be,  a  flhare, 
Not  undoBerved,  of  the  memorial  rhjines 
Tbat  animate  my  way  where'er  it  leads ! 


'  to  (he  clouds,  not  to  the  cliff,  he  Hew ; 
when  a  storm,  on  sea  or  mountain  bred. 
Came  and  delivered  lilm,  alone  he  sped 
Into  the  eaatle-diingeon's  darkest  mow. 

r,  near  his  master's  hoose  in  open  view 

Kennelled  and  chained.     Ye  tamo  domos^c  fois 
fare  of  him  I    Thon,  saucy  cockatoo. 

Look  to  thy  plnmago  and  thy  life  I — The  roe, 

Fleet  as  the  west  wind,  is  for  Mm  no  qnony ; 
meed  in  ether  ho  will  never  tarry, 

Eycina  the  sea's  blue  dcptlis.    Poor  Bird  I  even 
h  man  of  brother  man  a  creature  moke 

Tbat  dings  lo  slavery  fur  ita  own  md  sake. 


On  have  I  caught,  upon  a  fitfal  bT«ote, 

Fragments  of  far-off  nielodicn. 

With  ear  not  coveting  the  whole, 

A  part  so  charmed  the  pensive  son} ;  i 

niiile  a  dark  storm  before  my  nght 

Was  yielding,  on  a  mminlaiii  height  | 

Loose  tapoars  have  I  watched,  that  won 

Prismatic  colours  from  the  sod  ;  | 

Nor  felt  a  wish  that  heavoa  woah)  show 

The  Image  of  its  perfect  bow.  ^ 

What  need,  then,  of  these  finished  Slninil 

Away  with  conaterfeit  Remains  I  , 

An  abbey  in  its  lone  recess,  , 

A  temple  of  the  wilderness, 

Wroeks  though  Ihey  be,  annoimQe  with  I^H 

The  majesty  of  honest  dealing. 

Spirit  of  Ossian  I  if  imbound 

In  language  Ihou  may'st  yet  be  found. 

If  anght  {introsted  to  the  pen 

Or  floating  on  (he  tongues  of  men, 

Albeit  shatlared  and  impair^ 

Sobsirt  diy  dignity  to  gnard. 

In  coQcert  with  memorial  claim 

Of  old  grey  slone,  and  higli-twm  name 

Tliat  cleaves  to  rocli  or  pillared  cave 

Where  moans  the  blast,  or  beats  the  wmve^ 

Let  Truth,  stem  arbitrcss  of  all. 

Interpret  that  Original, 

And  for  prcsumpluoog  wrongs  atone ; — 

AuthcnUc  words  be  given,  or  none  ■ 

Time  is  not  blind  ; — yet  Re,  who  spans 

Pyramid  pointing  to  the  stars. 

Hath  preyed  with  ruthless  appetite 

On  all  Uiat  marked  the  primal  flight 

Of  the  poetic  eostasy 

Into  the  land  of  mystery. 

No  tongue  is  able  lo  rehcaree 

One  measure,  Orpheus !  of  thy  verse  ; 

Musieus,  stationed  with  his  lyre 

Supreme  among  the  Elysan  qnire'. 

Is,  for  the  dwellers  upon  earth. 

Mute  as  a  lark  ere  morning's  birth. 

Why  grieve  for  these,  though  past  »wmy 

Tiio  music,  and  extinct  the  lay  ! 

When  thousands,  by  severer  donin. 

Full  early  to  the  »lent  tomb 

Have  sunk,  at  Nature's  call :  or  atrairt 

From  hope  and  promise,  self-betn^vd  ; 
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and  witheriDg  on  their  brows ; 
ith  remorse  for  broken  vows ; 
-else  how  mig^t  they  rejoice! 
adlesB,  by  their  own  sad  choice  I 

rds  of  mightier  grasp  I  on  yon 

call,  the  chosen  Few, 

t  not  off  the  acknowledged  guide^ 

ered  not,  nor  turned  aside; 

>fty  genios  could  survive 

I,  under  sorrow  thrive ; 

the  fiery  Muse  revered 
tx>l  of  a  snow-white  beard^ 

with  meditative  tears 

from  the  lenient  cloud  of  years. 

Ts  in  soul !  though  distant  times 
1  you  nursed  in  various  dimes, 
1  the  orb  of  life  had  waned, 
ide  of  love  retained : 
'bile  in  you  each  sad  regret 
spending  hope  was  met, 
red  among  human  kind, 
ices  for  the  pasang  wind ; 
g  sunbeams,  loth  to  stop, 
oniling  on  the  last  hill  top ! 
he  tender-hearted  maid 

her  joys  begin  to  fade ; 
ply,  to  the  rugged  chief 
le  crushed,  or  tamed  by  grief; 

on  Morven*s  lonely  shore, 
ming  through  imperfect  lore, 
of  Fingal ;  such  was  blind 
s  of  ampler  mind ; 
ton,  to  the  founts  h^ul 
by  Urania  led ! 

XXVIII. 
GATE  OP  STAFFA. 

it  surely,  in  the  motley  crowd, 
us  has  felt  the  far-famed  sight ; 
we  feel  it  f  each  the  other's  blight, 
i  hurrying,  volatile  and  loud, 
motions  only  that  invite 
)f  Fingal  to  his  tuneful  Cave 
>ze  entered,  and  wave  after  wave 
«cming  the  timid  light ! 
Votary  who  at  will  might  stand 
take  into  his  mind  and  heart, 
tracted  reverence,  the  effect 
^portions  where  the  almighty  hand 
the  worlds,  the  sovereign  Architect, 
1  to  work  as  if  with  human  Art  t 
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XXIX. 

CAVB  OF  8IAFFA. 
AfTIB  THS  CROWD  HAD  DBPASTKO. 

Thakks  for  the  lessons  of  this  Spot— fit  school 
For  the  presumptuous  thoughts  that  would  assign 
Mechanic  laws  to  agency  divine ; 
And,  measuring  heaven  by  earth,  would  overmle 
Infinite  Power.    The  pillared  vestibule, 
Expanding  yet  precise,  the  roof  embowed. 
Might  seem  designed  to  humble  man,  when  proud 
Of  his  best  workmanship  by  plan  and  tool. 
Down-bearing  with  his  whole  Atlantic  weight 
Of  tide  and  tempest  on  the  Structure's  base. 
And  flashing  to  that  Structure's  topmost  height, 
Osean  has  proved  its  strength,  and  of  its  grace 
In  calms  is  conscious,  finding  for  his  fireight 
Of  softest  music  some  responsive  place. 

XXX. 

GAVE  OF  8TAFFA. 

Yb  shadowy  Beings,  that  have  rights  and  claims 
In  every  cell  of  Fingal's  mystic  Grot, 
Where  are  ye  t    Driven  or  venturing  to  the  spot. 
Our  fathers  glimpses  caught  of  your  thin  Frames^ 
And,  by  your  mien  and  bearing,  knew  your  names ; 
And  they  could  hear  Ms  ghostiy  song  who  trod 
Earth,  till  the  flesh  lay  on  him  like  a  load. 
While  he  struck  his  desolate  harp  without  hopes  or 
Vanished  ye  are,  but  subject  to  recal ;  [aims. 

Why  keep  vfc  else  the  instincts  whose  dread  law 
Ruled  here  of  yore,  till  what  men  felt  they  saw. 
Not  by  black  arts  but  magic  natural  I 
If  eyes  be  still  sworn  vassals  of  belief. 
Yon  light  shapes  forth  a  Bard,  that  shade  a  Chief. 

xxxx. 

FLOWBBS  ON  THE  TOP  OP  THE   PILLAB8  AT  THE 
ENTRANCE  OP  THE  CAVE. 

Hope  smiled  when  your  nativity  was  cast. 

Children  of  Summer  I   Ye  fresh  Flowers  that  brave 

What  Summer  here  escapes  not,  the  fierce  wave. 

And  whole  artillery  of  the  western  blast, 

Battering  the  Temple's  front,  its  long-drawn  nave 

Smiting,  as  if  each  moment  were  their  last 

But  ye,  bright  Flowers,  on  frieze  and  architrave 

Survive,  and  once  agahi  the  Pile  stands  fast : 

Calm  as  the  Universe,  from  specular  towers 

Of  heaven  contemplated  by  Spirits  pure 

With  mute  astonishment^  it  stands  sustained 

Through  every  part  in  symmetry,  to  endure. 

Unhurt,  the  assault  of  Time  with  all  his  hours, 

As  the  supreme  Artificer  ordained. 

A  aS 
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On  to  lou!— Wlut  em  aha  afTord 
To  vt  nre  Duttur  for  a  tbanglilfal  a^ 
Heared  over  ram  wilh  Btabilitj 
In  urgrrBt  ooDtnat  I     To  diSiue  lh«  Woan 
(TbyP&nmount,  might;  Nfttore!  uid  Time's  Lord) 
Her  TemplH  roBc,  'mid  pagMi  gloom ;  but  whj, 
Even  for  ■  roomcul,  tuts  our  Tone  deplored 
Their  wrongi,  since  Ifaey  fulfilled  tbeir  ialtiDy  1 
And  when,  mbjected  tO  >  conmiiui  daam 
Of  mutkbilitf,  Ihote  fsr-tuncd  Piles 
Shall  iinpfBhr  from  botli  the  dater  Ules, 
loiut's  Saiiita,  forgetting  Dot  past  djijB, 
Gnrhuid*  ilull  wear  of  unuaathiue  bloom, 
While  lieBTen*BT«st  sea  of  vtucae  chants  IhairpruM. 


How  nd  >  welcome !  To  each  luyager 
Some  ragiged  child  holds  up  for  a&le  a  stote 
Of  WBTC-worn  pebbles,  plesding  on  the  shore 
Where  onco  came  monk  and  nan  with  gentle  stir, 
Blessngs  10  ^Te,  news  ask,  or  suit  prefur. 
Yet  is  yon  nent  trim  chorch  a  grateful  spock 
Of  Doielly  amid  the  Mcred  wrecic 
Strewn  far  and  wide.    Think,  proad  Philosopber  1 
Fallen  thangfa  idio  be,  this  Gloi?  of  the  west, 
Still  on  her  sona^  the  benms  of  mercy  shine ; 
And  '  hopes,  perhaps  more  heavenly  bright  than 
A  grace  by  thee  unsoaght  and  UQposscst,      [thinsp 
A  fajlh  more  fixed,  a  rapture  more  divine 
Sliall  gild  llieir  passage  (o  elemsl  rest' 


Ueb 


Blaek  in  tha  people*!  rdnda  and  words,  yet  thef 
Were  at  that  time,  «■  now,  in  colonr  grey. 
But  what  U  colour,  if  upon  the  rock 
Of  eonscience  sonla  are  placed  by  deeds  that  lack 
Concord  irilh  oaths  I  What  differ  night  and  day 
Then,  when  heforo  the  Perjured  on  his  way 
Hell  opeoi,  and  Iha  heavens  in  vengeance  cnek 
AboTe  his  head  nplifled  in  tain  prayer 
Td  Saint,  or  Fiood,  or  to  tlte  Godhead  whom 
He  had  iuBtilled— Peasant,  King,  or  Thane  t 
Fly  where  the  culprit  may,  giult  meets  a  doom ; 
And,  &om  inviuble  worlds  at  need  lud  bKre, 
Come  linlu  for  social  order's  awful  chain. 


BoHEwiBD  we  turn.  1 
Where  Chrtstiao  piety*i 
(KiiuUed  from  Heaven 
Of  time)  shone  lilm  the 
And  fare  thee  well,  to  I 
Remoto  St.  Eilda,  lone 
For  many  a  voyage  mat 
When  with  more  hues  t 
Thoa  a  mysterioos  intd 
Extracting  from  clear  ■ 
And  out  of  sun-bright  n 
That  thickens,  spreads,  ■ 
Make*  known,  when  Uk 
Thy  whereabout,  to  wai 


tPt  have  not  posted  lot 
Wb  who  were  led  to^j 
By  some  too  boldly  naoi 
Where  be  the  wreldied 
Those  rrowded  flreda  K 
As  from  the  hive  wbeta 
Sorrow  leems  hers  exd 
It  neither  damps  the  ga; 
Alas  !  too  busy  Rival  ol 
Whose  merchants  Print 
Soon  may  the  ponolaal  < 
To  serve  tliy  need,  in  n 
Whoso  nursling  current 
The  poor,  the  loual;,  he 


"  Tbem  r  said  a  Strip!!: 
Towards  a  low  roof  with 
"Is  MoBgiel  Farm;  am 
Where  Bums  ploughed 

A  plain  below  sdetohed 
Above  sea-clouds,  the  F 
And,  by  that  ample  nol 
Of  earth,  sky,  sea,  and  i 
Beneath  '  the  random  In 
Myriads  of  daisies  have 
Near  the  lark's  neat,  an 

e  passed  away  ;  lol 
Thal^  by  the  unirilliiig  | 

lender  chann  of  po 
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ZXXTIXI. 
THS  RITKE  BDSlf,  CUMBBRLAHD. 

tin  now  thy  hetatty  had  I  yiewed 
ipees  aaij,  and  ooafBM  with  ahame 
•rae  of  wme,  wfaate'er  ItB  Tarying  mood, 
I  hat  oDce  the  aoond  of  thy  sweet  name : 
died  from  Fandiae  that  honour  came, 
Jly  borne ;  for  Natore  gives  thee  flowers 
vwe  no  rirala  among  British  bowers ; 
f  bold  rocks  are  worthy  of  their  fiune. 
ing  thy  eonrsey  fiur  Stream  I  at  length  I  pay 
life's  nei^ibour  does  of  neighbourhood ; 
laTB  traced  thee  on  thy  winding  way 
leaaore  aometimes  by  this  thonght  restrained 
ngs  fer  off  we  toil,  while  many  a  good 
ig^ty  beeaose  too  near,  is  never  gained. 

XXXIX. 

monvMEsn  of  mbs.  howaed, 
(bj  KoUekent,) 

BsaAL  caumoa,  wsab  cossTf  oa  thi  bamxi  ov 
THB  SDsa. 

BCD  on  the  dying  Mother's  lap,  Ues  dead 
w-bom  Babe ;  dire  ending  of  bright  hope  I 
ulptnre  here,  with  the  divinest  scope 
inoii8feitb,heayenward  hath  raised  that  head 
iently ;  and  through  one  hand  has  spread 
h  so  tender  for  i\e  insensate  Child — 
'a  lingering  Ioto  it  parting  reconciled, 
larting,  for  the  spi&it  is  all  but  fled) — 
re,  who  contemplate  the  turns  of  life 
^  this  stillmedium,m«consoledand  cheered; 
ith  the  Mother,  think  the  severed  Wife 
to  be  lamented  than  reyered ; 
im  that  Art,  triumphant  over  strife 
h\tf  hath  powers  to  Eternity  endeared. 

XL. 
SUGOBIXD  BY  THB  FOBBGOINO. 

iniLLiTT  I  the  sorereign  aim  wert  thoa 

liben  schools  of  philosophic  lore ; 

i^tricken  by  stem  destiny  of  yore 

htipc  Mose  thee  served  with  thoughtful  vow ; 

what  of  hope  Elysium  could  allow 

fondly  seized  by  Sculpture,  to  restore 

•  to  the  Mourner.    But  when  He  who  wore 

cnwn  of  thorns  around  his  bleeding  brow 

n»d  oar  sad  bong  with  celestial  lig^t, 

^  Arts  whidi  still  had  drawn  a  softening  grace 

B  Aadowy  foonteins  of  the  Infinite, 

onned  with  that  Idea  fStce  to  £M;e : 

mots  around  it  now  aa  planets  run, 

''^  its  ocbtt  round  the  central  Sun. 


xu. 

NUNNXBT. 

Thb  floods  are  roused,  and  will  not  soon  be  weary ; 

Down  from  the  Pennine  Alps*  how  fiercely  sweeps 

Cbooun,  the  stately  Eden's  tributary ! 

He  raves,  or  throng  some  moody  passage  creeps 

Plotting  new  mischief— out  again  he  leaps 

Into  broad  light,  and  sends,  through  regions  airy. 

That  voice  which  soothed  the  Nuds  while  on  the 

steeps 
They  knelt  in  prayer,  or  sang  to  blissM  Mary. 
That  union  ceased :  then,  cleaving  easy  walks 
Through  crags,  and  smoothing  paths  beset  with 

danger, 
Came  studious  Taste;  and  many  a  pensive  stranger 
Dreams  on  the  banks,  and  to  the  river  talks. 
What  change  shall  happen  next  to  Nunnery  Dell  I 
Canal,  and  Viaduct,  and  Railway,  tell ! 

XLII. 
STBIMBOATS,  VIADUCTS,  AMD  BAILWAYS. 

MonoNS  and  Means,  on  land  and  sea  at  war 

With  old  poetic  feeling,  not  for  this, 

Shall  ye,  by  Poets  even,  be  judged  amiss  I 

Nor  shall  your  presence,  howsoe'er  it  mar 

The  loveliness  of  Nature,  prove  a  bar 

To  the  Mind's  gaining  that  prophetic  sense 

Of  future  change,  that  point  of  vision,  whence 

May  be  discovered  what  in  soul  ye  are. 

In  spite  of  all  that  beauty  may  disown 

In  your  harsh  features.  Nature  doth  embrace 

Her  lawful  offspring  in  Man's  art ;  and  Time, 

Pleased  with  your  triumphs  o'er  his  brother  Space, 

Accepts  from  your  bold  hands  the  proffered  crown 

Of  hope,  and  smiles  on  you  with  cheer  sublime. 

XUIL 

THB  MOHVIfSlIT   COMKOMIT  CAIXSD  LOVO  ICIO  AND  BSa 
DAUOBTZaf,  MSAB  TBB  miYBm  XDBir. 

A  WBIOHT  of  awe,  not  easy  to  be  borne. 

Fell  suddenly  upon  my  Spirit — cast 

From  the  dread  bosom  of  the  unknown  past, 

When  first  I  saw  that  family  forlorn. 

Speak  Thou,  whose  massy  strength  and  stature  scorn 

The  power  of  years — pre-eminent,  and  placed 

Apart,  to  overlook  the  circle  vast — 

Speak,  Giant-mother  t  tell  it  to  the  Mom 

While  she  dispels  the  cumbrous  shades  of  Night ; 

Let  the  Moon  hear,  emerging  frxnn  a  cloud; 

At  whose  behest  uprose  on  British  ground 

That  Sisterhood,  in  hieroglyphic  round 

Forth-shadowing,  some  have  deemed,  the  infinite 

The  invioUbla  God,  that  tames  the  prondf  t 


*  The  chain  of  OroMfclL 


fflMNotab 


■ 

^^^^KM 

ue                                             POEUS  OF  THE  IHAGIKATIOK, 

xur 

iMwatea. 

LontSES !  in  tliy  aajtetie  Pile  are  aeeo 

As  fllory  says,  in  antique  days 

Catbedrnl  pomp  imd  grace,  in  apt  accurd 

A  8torn-hrow"d  house  appeared  ; 
FoU  to  a  Jewel  rich  in  li^t 

Willi  tlio  biiroDuJ  CHstlc'B  slcmer  miuu  ; 

There  eet,  and  guarded  wtU ; 

And  duirtere  won  and  guarded  by  the  sword 

C«ge  for  a  Bird  of  plumage  bright. 

or  ancioiit  boaoar ;  whence  Uiat  goodly  stale 

Sweet-voiced,  nor  wishing  for  a  flight 

Of  polity  vhicb  »iso  niEn  venonte, 

Beyond  her  native  dell. 

And  will  munUun,  if  God  hia  belp  alTord. 

For  BdTj  promises  oud  hopes  luborned      [firoroed. 

To  will  this  bri^t  Bird  from  hor  e>^ 

To  make  this  Gem  thear  own. 

The   Bti^ngtfa    nf     backward-looking  thoagliU  is 

Came  Barous  bold,  with  Mor«  «f  gaU, 

Fall  If  ye  most,  yc  TowerBund  Pimtscles, 

And  Knights  of  higb  renown  ; 

Wilh  what  ye  BymboUsa  ;  autlientic  Story 

But  one  She  prised,  and  only  om.; 

SirEgUmerewaehe; 
Full  happy  seafton,  when  was  known. 

WiU  lay,  Ye  diMppcwed  with  EngUnd's  Glory  ! 

Ye  Dules  and  HiUe !  to  you  alooe 

XLT. 

Their  mutual  loj-olly — 

Known  chiefly.  Aire  1  to  thy  glen, 

Thy  brook,  and  bowcre  of  holly ; 

Whoae  heart  with  gntituda  to  theo  indioea, 

Where  Passion  cauglit  what  NMore  t>a 

If  he  shonld  apei^,  by  fancy  touehed,  uf  tigua 

That  all  but  love  is  foUy  ; 

Where  Fact  wilh  Fancy  stooped  to  plq 

Yet  be  unmoTed  wilh  wiiiheB  to  alUel 

Doubt  came  not,  nor  regret- 

How  in  thy  mind  and  moral  frame  agree 

To  trouble  hours  Umt  winged  tfaeir  way, 

Fortitode,  and  that  ChriWlan  Charity 

Whoso  sun  eould  never  set. 

And  if  the  Motto  on  Ihy  'scutclieoii  l.-aoli 

Wilh  truth, '  Tbb  Maoistract  anows  thb  Uxn  ;' 

But  in  old  times  Love  dwelt  not  long 

J%at  BcBTching  leal  tliy  puhlic  course  hoa  stood ; 

Scquester'd  with  repose ; 

As  will  be  owned  alike  by  bad  and  good, 

Best  ihroTO  the  fire  of  chaste  desire. 

Soon  as  the  measuriDg  of  life's  little  Epan 

Fanned  by  the  bpealli  of  foes. 

Shall  place  thy  virtuee  out  of  Enry's  reach*. 

«  And  prorea  the  Lover  true ;" 

So  8paLe  Sir  Eglamore,  and  prised 

The  drooping  Emma  to  hia  breast. 

XLTI. 

And  looked  a  Liliid  adico. 

THE  SOMNAMDULiaT. 

They  parted.— Well  with  him  il  Ored 

List,  yo  wbo  pass  by  Lyulpli's  Tower+ 

Through  wide-spread  regions  errant  j 

At  eve  (  how  softly  til  en 

A  knight  of  proof  in  love's  behoof 

Doth  Aira-fon?e,  tliat  torrent  lioarae. 

Speak  from  the  woody  glen  ! 

And  She  her  liflppiDMs  can  biuld 

Fit  music  for  a  Bolemn  valo  1 

On  woman's  quiet  houre ; 

And  boUer  seems  the  grouud 

Thongb  fain^  compared  with  qxar  ud 

To  bim  who  calchea  on  the  gale 

The  solace  beads  and  masse*  yield, 

The  spirit  of  a  mournful  tale. 

And  neodlowort  and  fiowera. 

Embodied  in  the  sound. 

Yet  bleet  was  Enuna  when  alie  Iwwd 

»  E«.  N-,tt 

upon  the  bank!  olUJlnriUr.    Fanes  ii  tke  wwd  iwd  in 

Though  brain  would  swim,  and  eye*  gi 

(1»  Like  IHffTfn  For  Wstcr-fsU. 

And  biich  her  bleahes  mounted  ; 
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twr,  while  lustre  Gill 
w  p*lli  be  cboosei ; 


'B/ramini  Iba  light  hen  Iowa. 
I  (OHBa  BM  back ;  u  ampler  tfiucm 
laiguiiu  lor  noUw  deed*  i 
Uw^p*«a  (ran  pUoa  to  pl*er, 
B  aC  U  Wb9>  ii  no  tncv, 
Sm  *bt  bcr  CcMf  biM^ 

Oil  &Mt  imf  ifnul,  tut  in  tlin  put 

HK^vit&Klaitanrntre; 
On  %ht  Sbo  bM  of  nhst  ho  nns, 
JUdttit  noold  now  MmlcDi  bur. 
■  Sa  k  Iw  m;  dnofard  Kniifht  1" 

IbtarinwiinrivSDWB; 
■wfcykmiiutiitl)  with  heavier  woigbt ; 
BV  fcliiii  ronDd  bor,  ml  the  nighl 

bA^EItt  (onieliiiua  mlted  abroad, 

Duprifla  nidi  ipiick  words  lilendtng, 
U«  AM|«lt  QaeeD  wboM  Itaoda  are  acea 

Wlb  hnded  spoil  contraiduig  i 
Bk  A(  it  luHHvnt  oT  blood,— 

Ttt  oaa  !■  not  more  pure 
TtM  lioiM  aloft,  wliilo  l!<rt)Dgll  lliu  wood 
As  fth^  W  «»},  the  wui'diiig  Flood 

SvaKhDcbDl^lunt 

VUl  Uil  ih*  bnt-liralie  alcepa  Ibe  doe, 

^■1  avb  ^00*  an  voluiig. 
k  4ltt  myed,  glUfs  on  Ihc  tlaid 

"    '  il  pubn;  taiing. 


'*'  >■  ■  hidljr  bower : 
^■^  on  this  iliD  night  descried  I 
Bjr  iha  ia  thai  Jouc  place  copied  I 

^■Mrtf  QfctiM. « Ihiniu  (he  Knight, 

Ih  w^  (tap  ha*  ^wartcd, 
^^^■kflakoagfaailiBt  beanl  thoir  mw^ 

*llk*lMae  dwda  the]' parted. 
'*iW,  iIm  bi»7  Sleeper  M»  1 

'^loid  |0  flafsn  Mcm, 
'■<%haitlMliollrlm 
^^Mp  vsnU  ^nek,  aa  ra[ndtjr 

'^hnbw  (oiheitnam. 


What  means  the  Spectre  I     Wb;  intent 

To  Tinlate  tlie  Tree, 
Thought  EghuDDTe,  bj  which  I  swore 

Unfading  constancy  I 
Here  am  I,  and  lo-morrow's  sun. 

To  her  I  Itft,  shall  prove 
Tlikt  bllsa  is  ne'er  so  muvly  woo 

Of  valoor,  truth,  and  love. 

So  bom  the  spot  whereon  be  stood. 

He  mo'ed  with  stealthy  pace ; 
And,  dntwing  nigh,  with  his  Uiing  vyr. 

He  ivoogniaod  Ibe  liKe ; 
And  whispeicB  cangbt,  and  speeches  smsU, 

Some  to  the  groBU-leaTed  ti«e. 
Some  mattered  lo  the  torrent-lall ; — 
■■  Roar  on,  and  bring  him  with  thy  call ; 

"  I  heud,  and  so  may  lie  1" 

Soutehattcrcd  waa  the  Knight,  nor  Lnew 

If  Emma' a  Ghost  it  wsrv. 
Or  boding  Shade,  or  If  the  Mud 

Her  TBTj  sdf  stood  there. 
He  looehod  ;  what  followed  who  shall  tell  I 

The  aoCt  touch  snapped  (be  tliread 
Of  slumber — ahrieking  bauk  ihe  fell. 
And  the  iitream  whirled  ber  down  the  dell 

Along  ila  foauiiug  bed. 

In  plunged  the  Knight ! — wUeh  on  firm  gnmod 

The  raecDod  Maiden  lay. 
Her  eyes  grew  bright  with  blissful  light, 

Confunon  priratnil  away  ; 
Sib  botrd,  ere  lo  Uie  throne  of  gnoa 

Her  hithfol  Spirit  Hew, 
His  loiee — b(^ld  his  speaking  lace  ; 
And,  dying,  from  his  own  embrace. 

She  felt  that  be  wis  tme. 

So  was  he  tncondled  to  life : 

Brief  words  msy  sptsk  ilio  r»t ; 
Within  the  deU  be  built  a  cell. 

And  there  waa  Sorrow's  gucal ; 
In  hennits'  weeds  repose  he  found, 

From  ™n  temptations  free  ; 
Beude  the  torrent  dwelliiiR— boimd 
By  one  deep  hean-eonlrolliug  sound. 

And  awed  to  piety. 

Wild  stream  of  Aira,  hold  Iby  coarse, 

Niir  [liar  tnciuDnal  laya, 
Where  clouds  that  qinad  in  solemn  shade, 

Are  edged  with  golden  raya  I 


DeftT  art  thou  to  the  light  of  heaTau, 
Though  minlaler  of  bottov  ; 

Sweet  U  th;  voice  at  peniiiE  eren  ; 

And  thou,  in  loTera'  hooiis  forgiven, 
Shalt  take  thy  pLwo  with  Yarrow  ] 


Not  in 


I  any,  Cordelia,  was  the  mctid  sought. 
Which  ■  fine  skill,  of  Indiim  growdi,  has  wrought 
Into  tliifl  flexible  yet  tutliful  Chain  ; 

■  ia  it  silver  of  ronuntic  Spun 
But  bum  our  lovod  Holvellyn's  dcptha  WM  brought, 
r  ovn  domestic  mounlain.    Thing  and  thooght 
I  strangely  ;  triflcK  light,  and  portly  vain. 
Can  prop,  bh  yon  liavB  leunt,  our  nobler  being  : 
Yea,  Ladv  whih  atoot  your  oeck  is  H«Diid 


(Your  canul  glance  oft  meeliDg}  thia  bright  i 
What  witchery,  for  pure  gifts  of  inward  mod^ 
Lurka  in  it,  Memory')  Helper,  FBncy*B  Lord, 
For  precious  tremblinga  in  your  boaom  foood 


Most  sweet  it  is  with  mmplifted  eyes 

To  pace  the  ground,  if  path  be  then  or  naoe. 

While  a  fair  rpgioit  round  the  tisveller  lie« 

Which  he  forbears  again  to  look  open  ; 

Flensed  rather  with  mme  eofl  ideal  acoi^ 

The  work  of  Fancy,  or  Borne  happy  lono 

Of  medit&tioQ,  elipping  in  between 

Tbe  beuity  coming  and  the  beaulj  gone. 

If  Thought  and  Lave  desert  ua,  btan  tbst  day 

Let  us  break  off  all  eammerco  with  the  Uose: 

With  Thought  and  Love  oompaniona  of  oar  w 

Whate'er  the  senses  take  or  may  refuse, 

Tho  Mind's  internal  heaven  sbaQ  shed  bcr  dR 

Of  ioBf  imian  <»  the  iuiinblest  lajr,  , 


/ 
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POEMS    OP    SENTIMENT   AND    REFLECTION. 


EXPOerULATION  AND  REPLY. 

*  Wbt,  WilGaiii,  on  that  M  grey  stone, 
TluM  for  the  length  of  half  a  day. 
Why,  'W^Diamy  at  yoa  thus  alone, 
And  dream  yoor  time  awayt 

WlHve  mn  yoae  books  f— that  light  bequeathed 
To  Beinp  dse  foriom  and  blind  I 
Up !  19 1  and  drink  the  spirit  breathed 
F^ram  dead  men  to  th^  kind. 

Ton  kxik  lomid  on  your  Mother  Earth, 
As  if  die  forno  purpose  bore  yon ; 
As  if  yoQ  were  her  first-bom  birth. 
And  oooe  liad  ETed  before  yoa!" 


Out  mnrafng  thus,  by  Esthwaite  lake. 
Whan  life  was  sweet,  I  knew  not  why, 
To  ma  my  good  friend  Matthew  spake, 
And  tfms  I  made  reply. 

*  The  eye— It  eannot  choose  bat  see ; 
We  cannot  bid  the  ear  be  still ; 
Onr  bodies  fed,  where'er  they  be^ 
Agsinet  or  with  our  wilL 


Nor  less  I  deem  that  there  are  Powers 
WUdi  of  dMmsehres  our  minds  impress ; 
That  we  can  feed  this  mind  of  oars 
Ua 


TUnk  yoa,  "mid  all  this  mi^ty  sum 
Of  tfaingi  for  ever  q>eaking, 
TWit  nothing  of  itwlf  will  come. 
Bat  we  mnst  still  be  seeking  t 

— Tbea  ask  not  wherefore,  her^  alone, 
CoDTerdng  as  I  may, 
I  sit  upon  this  old  grey  stone. 
And  dream  my  time  away.** 


17IB. 


IL 
THE  TABLES  TURNED. 

AH  BTSKIlfO  9CMXE  OH  THS  lAlIB  IDBJCCT. 

Up  I  ap  I  my  Friend,  and  qnit  your  books ; 
Or  sardy  yoa  11  grow  doable : 
Up  t  ap  1  my  Friend,  and  clear  year  looks; 
Why  aU  this  toil  and  troable  t 

The  san,  above  the  moantain's  head, 

A  freshening  lastre  mellow 

Throa^  all  the  long  green  iidds  has  spread. 

His  first  sweet  evening  ydlow. 

Books  t  'tis  a  dnll  and  endlees  strife : 
Come,  hear  the  woodland  linnet. 
How  sweet  his  made  I  on  my  life. 
There's  more  of  wisdom  in  it 

And  hark  t  how  blithe  the  throede  sings  I 
He,  too,  is  no  mean  preacher: 
Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things. 
Let  Nature  be  your  teacher. 

She  has  a  worid  of  ready  wealth. 
Our  minds  and  hearts  to  bless — 
Spontaneous  wisdom  breathed  by  health, 
IVuth  breathed  by  cheerfulness. 

One  impulse  frtxm  a  vernal  wood 
May  teach  yoa  more  of  man. 
Of  moral  evil  and  of  good. 
Than  an  the  sages  can. 

Sweet  is  the  lore  whidi  Natore  brings ; 
Onr  meddling  intellect 
Mis-sh^>es  the  beauteous  forms  of  thhigs: — 
We  murder  to  dissect 

Enongh  of  Science  and  of  Art ; 

Close  op  those  barren  leaves; 

Gome  forth,  and  bring  with  yon  a  heart 

That  watches  andreodvea. 

ITM. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^9 

^^■^B 
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There's  &e«lam,  and  aorae 

III. 

Of  shame  ■carcoly  seeming  1 

There's  virtue,  the  title  it 

LINES   WRITTEN   IN   EARLY  SPRING. 

Yet  wants  beavcu  knowawlu 

1  nuno  B  iluniHnd  blDndod  Qotea, 

Whllo  in  a  grovo  I  ulc  reclined. 

This  picture  from  nature  n 

In  tint  BUeet  mood  Hben  pleoBimt  UwD^U 

Yet  the  I>lM>  would  at  on. 

llring  od  UionghlB  to  the  tuioil. 

hctrt; 
And  I  for  li'o  ccntuHes  rij 

To  her  fair  work,  did  N.tun-  link 

Soch  an  odd  such  a  kind  h. 

Tfao  hunuin  soul  tlut  Uiron^  mo  nw ; 

And  mudi  it  sricved  jay  bovt  ta  Uunk 

Wh.t  man  has  m»de  of  uian. 

Througli  primrosa  tufa,  to  thtl  green  bower. 

'■ 

Tlia  pcriwinkU  tnuleil  its  wrcatbi  ; 

TO  MY  ai 

And  'lis  my  failh  tliM  CTcry  floour 

Ii  IS  the  first  mild  doj 

Each  mmnle  Bft-e«ter  1 
The  redbreast  mugs  fr 

Tlie  bird*  uound  me  hopped  u>il  placed, 

That  stands  beside  oni 

Hot  thv  leant  molion  whiqh  ihej  nuJe, 

There  is  a  blesaiug  in 

It  seemed  a  IbnU  of  pleuure. 

Which  seems  a  sense  . 
To  the  bare  trna,  and 

The  budding  twigs  !ipT«ad  ont  tlieir  tm, 

AndgnwBtnthegtvei 

To  catvli  the  breezy  air  ; 

And  1  mn«l  think,  do  all  I  en, 

Mysisterl  ('tis  »  wi* 

That  Ihore  vM  pleosDro  thero. 

Now  that  our  monuQi 
Make  baste,  your  man 

If  thlB  belief  from  hoorcn  be  sent. 

Come  forth  and  fed  A 

If  Bucb  bo  Nature's  holj  pbui, 

Have  I  not  reSMon  lo  hrnient 

Edward  win  come  wfj 

Whntnmiibiwraadcofmiuif 

Put  uo  with  speed  yn 

IT* 

Aod  bring  no  lieok:  ft 
Well  give  to  idleue^ 

IT. 

No  joylcBB  forma  shaO 

A   CHAfiACTEH. 

Our  Uving  calendar:  ■! 

I  lunTCL  how  NatDTO  could  ever  (ind  space 

We  from  to-daj,  my  | 

For  BO  many  itrango  cootraats  in  one  human  face  : 

The  opening  of  the  ylj 

There  'a  thought  and  no  tliought,  and  there  'b  pole. 

FrDmlieorf  toheaKi 
From  earih  lu  mnn,  1 

— Itisthohourofle 

andvnin; 

One  moment  now  mi 

Such  atrength  ai,  it  ever  affliction  and  pain 

Than  years  of  toiling 
Our  minds  shall  drin 

Could  pierce  through  a  temper  Uiat  'a  soft  to  diBoaso, 

The  spirit  of  (lie  seal 

Some  wleiit  hiB-s  our 

And  attonlion  full  ten  times  u  macb  as  tiierB  needs ; 

Which  tlioy  sbflil  lot 

Pride  where  there's  noenvy.lhere 'a  Bomuch  of  joy; 

We  for  the  year  too. 

F 

AndnuldnesF,  and  spirit  both  fomard  and  coy, 

I 

Our  temper  from  t<H 
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Asd  ftom  the  Ueawd  power  that  rolls 
Aboul^  bdowy  above. 
Well  frame  the  measure  of  our  souls : 
Tbej  shall  be  toned  to  love. 

Then  ecKOBf  my  Sister  1  come j  I  pray, 
With  qwed  pot  on  your  woodland  drees ; 
Aad  bring  no  book :  for  this  one  day 
We  11  ^Te  to  idlCTiess. 

1796. 


VI. 
SIMON  LEE, 

THE  OLD  HtJlflSUAlf  ; 

vini  AM  ncmsirr  dt  wmoi  as  wai  coacaijiiD. 

Ill  the  sweet  shire  of  Cardigan, 
Not  fiur  from  pleasant  Ivor-haU, 
An  old  Man  dwells,  a  little  man, — 
ISs  said  he  onoe  was  tail. 
FUl  five4md-thirty  years  he  lived 
A  >miii"ig  hnntsman  merry : 
And  atin  the  eentre  of  his  cheek 
Is  red  as  a  ripe  cherry. 

No  man  fike  hhn  the  horn  could  sound. 

And  bin  and  valley  rang  with  glee 

When  Echo  bandied,  round  and  round, 

Ihs  flaHoo  ei  Smon  Lee. 

In  tlioae  proud  days,  he  little  cared 

For  husbandry  or  tillage ; 

To  blither  tasks  did  Simon  rouse 

The  sleepers  of  the  village. 

He  aO  the  eountry  could  outrun. 

Could  leave  both  man  and  horse  behind ; 

And  often,  ere  the  chase  was  done. 

He  reeled,  and  was  stone-blind. 

And  stiU  there's  something  in  the  world 

At  which  his  heart  rejoices ; 

For  when  the  chiming  hounds  are  out, 

He  dearily  loves  their  voices ! 

But,  oh  the  heavy  change ! — bereft 

Of  health,  strength,  friends,  and  kindred,  see  I 

Old  Simon  to  the  world  is  left 

In  Cveried  poverty. 

His  Master's  dead, — and  no  one  now 

Dwells  in  the  Hall  of  Ivor ; 

Men,  dogs,  and  horKS,  all  are  dead ; 

Hm  m  the  sole  amrvivor. 


And  he  is  lean  and  he  is  sick ; 
His  body,  dwindled  and  awry. 
Rests  upon  ankles  swoln  and  thick  ; 
His  legs  are  thin  and  dry. 
One  prop  he  has,  and  only  one. 
His  wife,  an  aged  woman, 
lives  with  him,  near  the  waterfall. 
Upon  the  village  Common. 

Beside  their  moss-grown  hut  of  clay, 
Not  twenty  paces  from  the  door, 
A  scrap  of  land  they  have,  but  they 
Are  poorest  of  the  poor. 
This  scrap  of  land  be  from  the  heath 
Enclosed  when  he  was  stronger ; 
But  what  to  them  avails  the  land 
Which  he  can  till  no  longer  I 

Oft,  working  by  her  Husband's  side, 
Ruth  does  what  Simon  cannot  do; 
For  she,  with  scanty  cause  for  pride, 
Is  stouter  of  the  two. 
And,  though  you  with  your  utmost  skill 
From  labour  could  not  wean  them, 
'Tis  litde,  very  little— all 
That  they  can  do  between  them. 

Few  months  of  life  has  he  in  store 
As  he  to  you  will  tell. 
For  still,  the  more  he  works,  the  more 
Do  his  weak  ankles  swelL 
My  gentle  Reader,  I  perceive 
How  patiently  you  've  waited. 
And  now  I  fear  that  you  expect 
Some  tale  will  be  related. 

O  Reader  I  had  you  in  your  mind 

Such  stores  as  silent  thought  can  bring, 

O  gentle  Reader  I  you  would  find 

A  tale  in  every  thing. 

What  more  I  have  to  say  is  short. 

And  yon  must  kindly  take  it : 

It  is  no  tale ;  but,  should  you  think. 

Perhaps  a  talc  you  '11  make  it 

One  summer-day  I  chanced  to  see 
This  old  l^lan  doing  all  he  could 
To  unearth  the  root  of  an  old  tree, 
A  stump  of  rotten  wood. 
The  mattock  tottered  in  liis  hand ; 
So  vain  was  his  endeavour. 
That  at  the  root  of  the  old  tree 
Ho  might  have  worked  for  ever. 
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•■  Yon  're  oyertasked,  good  Simon  Loe, 
GiiB  me  jour  tool,"  to  bim  I  raid ; 
And  at  the  word  right  gladly  ho 
ReoeJTed  my  proffered  ud. 
I  MTUck,  and  irith  t,  unglo  blow 
The  tangled  root  I  severed. 
At  which  the  poor  old  Man  so  long 
And  Tainly  had  eodeavoured. 

The  tears  into  his  eyes  ware  brought, 
And  tbuiks  and  pruaes  eeemed  to  run 
So  fitst  oat  of  his  heart,  I  thought 
Tfaey  never  would  hove  done. 
— I  're  heard  of  hearts  uakiud,  kind  deeda 
With  coldneu  still  returning  ; 
Alas  t  the  gratitude  of  men 
Ilalh  ofteaer  Uft  me  monming. 


WRITTEN  IN  GERMANY, 


Tlie  Radir  must  bt  ipprlxd,  that  the  BIotm  fa  Nnrih- 
GernuDj  gtatnXiy  bsTe  tbe  Impnoslon  of  a  gaUiiptag 
hamnpot)  thun.thiabiiitigpuiafltaaBniiuvIck  Ami, 

A  FLiouE  on  your  luiguagps,  Genuaa  aad  Norse  ! 
Let  me  have  the  song  at  the  kettle; 
And  the  tongs  and  the  poker,  instead  of  that  horse 
That  gallops  away  with  sach  fury  and  force 
Od  this  dreary  dull  phile  of  bhick  metoL 

See  that  Fly, — a  disconsolate  creature !  perhaps 
A  ehild  or  die  Geld  or  the  groTo  ; 
And,  sorrow  for  him  )  the  dull  treachcrans  heal 
Has  seduced  the  poor  fool  from  hia  winter  retreat, 
And  he  creeps  to  the  edge  of  uiy  stove. 

Alaa  I  how  he  fmnolea  about  the  tlomains 
Which  this  comfortlesa  uven  envuron  ', 
He  cannot  End  out  in  what  track  he  must  craw!. 
Now  baek  to  the  tiles,  then  in  search  of  the  wall. 
And  now  on  the  brink  of  the  iron. 

Slock-atiU  there  he  stands  like  a  trsTeller  bemazed; 
The  best  of  bis  skill  he  has  tried  ; 
His  feelers,  methinka,  I  can  see  bim  pat  forth 
To  the  east  and  the  weal,  to  the  south  and  ihe 

But  he  Gnds  nuther  guide-post  nor  guides 


His  epindlea  tank  under  turn,  tool,  leg,  and  d 
Hie  eyewght  and  hearing  are  lost ; 
Between  life  and  dsalh  hiaUood  (reeies  and  I 
And  his  two  pretty  piniana  of  blue  dnsky  gi 
Aro  glned  to  his  sides  by  the  frost. 

No  brother,  no  mate  baa  be  near  him — wlul 
Can  draw  warmth  from  the  cheek  of  my  Lo 
As  bl^t  and  as  glad,  in  this  deaolalt!  gloom, 
AsifgieenHDnunergnsawere  the  floor  of  my 
And  woodhinea  wero  hanging  above. 

Yet,  God  is  my  witness,  thou  small  belploa ' 

Thy  life  1  would  ghully  suiUin 

Till  summer  come  np  from  the  soath,  aw 

crowds 
Of  thy  bretliren  a  march  Ibaa  ahoKdd'st 

through  the  otouda. 
And  back  to  the  forests  again  ■  ^_  ■ 


A  POET'S  EPITAPH. 
Abi  thou  a  Statist  in  the  ran 
Of  public  conflicts  trained  and  brsd  I 
— First  learn  to  love  oae  living  man  ; 
77ien  may'st  thou  think  upon  the  dead. 

A  Lawyer  art  thou  I — draw  not  nigh  I 
Go,  carry  to  some  fitter  place 
Tho  kceuncas  of  tliut  practised  ey^ 
The  hardness  uf  that  sallow  bee. 

Art  Ihou  a  Man  of  purple  cheer  I 
A  rosy  Man,  right  plump  to  see  ! 
Approach  ;  yot.  Doctor,  not  too  near. 
This  grave  no  cushion  is  fur  thee. 

Or  art  thou  one  of  gallant  priile. 
ASoldierandnainaQofchafft 
Welcome  ! — but  Uy  thy  sword  aside. 
And  lean  upon  a  peasant's  slaff. 

Phyadan  art  thou  t  one,  all  eiyes, 
Philosopher  I  a  Gagering  slaw. 
One  that  would  peep  and  botaniaa 
Upon  hi*  mother's  grave  I 

Wrapt  closely  in  thy  sensual  Sfm, 
0  turn  aside, — and  take,  1  pray. 
That  ho  below  may  rest  in  peace. 
Thy  ever-dwindling  soul,  away  1 
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A  Ifonlvt  pcKfamoe  appean; 
Led,  Heft^cn  knowB  how  I  to  this  poor  aod: 
And  he  bat neidiar  egrMiior  eaxB ; 
Hhnaelf  his  worid,  and  hb  own  God ; 

One  to  wfaow  snooth-nAhed  aonl  cui  ding 
Nor  fbcm,  nor  feeling,  great  or  snaU ; 
A  If  ■iiiiing,  0elf«afBenig  thing. 
An  mteOeetnal  AQ-hMll ! 

Shot  doee  tiie  door ;  preee  down  the  Utch ; 
Sleep  in  thy  inteOeetoal  oust; 
Nor  loee  tan  tiekinga  of  thj  watdi 
Near  tins  nnprofitaUe  dual 


Bnt  wlio  ia  He^  wkh  modeat  kx>ki^ 
And  dad  in  homely  naaet  brown  t 
He  nmnnma  near  flie  running  brooka 
A  nnaie  aweeter  than  their  own* 


He  ia  retired  aa  noontide  dew, 
Or  ftwnrtam  in  a  noon-day  grove ; 
And  yon  mnal  lore  him,  ere  to  you 
He  wiD^eem  worthy  of  your  lore. 

The  ofotward  dMfwa  of  sky  and  earth. 
Of  hiD  and  valley,  he  has  viewed ; 
And  impiikwa  of  de^er  birth 
Have  eome  to  him  in  sditode. 

In  common  things  that  round  us  lie 
Some  random  truths  he  can  impart^ — 
The  harveat  of  a  quiet  eye 
Thai  brooda  and  sleeps  on  his  own  heart 

But  he  ia  weak ;  botii  Man  and  Boy, 
Hadi  been  an  idler  in  the  land ; 
Contented  if  he  mi^t  enjoy 
The  thing!  which  others  understand. 


hither  in  thy  hour  of  strength ; 

reak  aa  ia  a  breaking  wave ! 
Hero  atretdi  thy  body  at  full  length ; 
Or  boild  thy  houae  upon  this  grave. 
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IX. 

TO  THE  DAISY. 

BuoHT  Flower!  whoae  home  ia 
Bold  in  insiiii  iiel  Nature'a  care, 
And  an  the  long  year  through  the 
Of  joy  01 


Methinks  that  there  abidea  in  thee 
Some  concord  with  humanity. 
Given  to  no  other  flower  I  see 
The  forest  thorough ! 

Is  it  that  Han  is  soon  depreetf 

A  thoughtless  Thing  I  who,  once  unblest, 

Does  little  on  his  memory  rest, 

Or  on  hia  reason. 
And  Thou  woold'st  teach  him  how  to  find 
A  shelter  under  every  wind, 
A  hope  for  timea  that  are  unkind 

And  every  aeasont 

Thou  wander'st  the  wide  worid  about, 
Uncheck'd  by  pride  or  scrupulous  doubt, 
Wiih  friends  to  greet  thee,  or  without. 

Yet  pleased  and  willing ; 
Heek,  yidding  to  the  ooeaaion^s  call. 
And  an  things  suflTering  from  all, 
Thy  function  apostolical 

In  peace  fulfilling. 


X. 


MATTHEW. 


In  the  Sdiool  of- 


—  It  atablet,  on  wliioh  era  Uuerlbed* 
in  gat  letUn,  the  Nametof  the  Mrenl  p«wttu  who  have 
been  Behool-mMten  there  ainoe  the  foundation  of  the 
Bchoolf  with  the  time  at  which  thej  entwed  upon  and 
quitted  their  ollloei  Opposite  to  one  of  thoeeNamee 
the  Author  wrote  the  following  linee. 

Iv  Nature,  for  a  favourite  child. 
In  thee  hath  tempered  ao  her  day. 
That  every  hour  thy  heart  runa  wild. 
Yet  never  once  doth  go  astray. 

Bead  o'er  theae  Unea ;  and  then  review 
Thia  tablet,  that  thus  humbly  rears 
In  such  diversity  of  hue 
Its  history  of  two  hundred  yearsw 

—When  through  this  Uttle  wreck  of  fiune, 
Gpher  and  syllable !  thine  eye 
Haa  travdled  down  to  Matthew's  name. 
Pause  with  no  common  sympathy. 

And,  if  a  deeping  tear  should  wake, 
Then  be  it  ndther  checked  nor  stayed : 
For  Matthew  a  requeat  I  make 
Which  for  himadf  he  had  not  made. 
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PoOT  Miitihs«,iiU  Mb  froUca  o'er, 

iBirilenlMSBUuidlngpDol; 

Far  from  the  chimney's  merry  roM, 

And  mitrmuT  ot  (Jut  rUlage  scliooL 

And  jun  above  yon  alope  ot  com 
Such  colours,  and  no  otiier. 
Were  In  the  tky,  that  Apiil  nioni, 
Of  liiis  the  very  brother. 

'Hie  sigbs  whioli  Matthew  heaved  nreie  sight 
or  oae  tired  oat  witli  fun  uid  mulnim ; 
The  teiu»  >vhkli  cune  to  MBltho«'>  oyn 
Were  teura  ot  Ught,  the  dow  of  gbdneaa. 

With  rod  Bod  line  1  nied  the  sport 
Which  that  sw«l  Mieun  gaie. 
And,  to  Ihe  ehupeh-yapd  came,  atupped  ihurt 
Beside  ray  daughter's  grave. 

Of  still  and  serioiu  thought  weut  round. 
It  AceiDed  u  if  lio  dnmli  it  np— 
Ho  felt  ftith  •pirit  so  profound. 

Nina  smnrnem  bad  she  ac»nJy  sees. 

The  pride  of  aU  Uie  vale  ; 

And  tlicn  she  sang  i— she  would  have  tMtn 

A  very  nigbtingale. 

—Thou  !oul  of  God's  host  ennhly  mould  1 
Thou  bsppy  Soul  1  and  can  il  bo 
Thftt  these  two  words  of  gli(l«riDg  gold 
Are  dl  thnt  must  reinain  of  t1ii»  t 

Six  feci  in  eartli  my  Emnui  lay  ; 
And  yet  1  hired  imr  mope. 
For  m  it  seemed,  than  Ha  that  day 
I  o'er  had  loved  heSan. 

And,  tumliig  from  her  grave,  I  met. 
Beside  the  churchyard  yew, 
A  blooming  Girl,  whose  hair  ww  m 
With  points  of  monung  dew. 

THE  TWO   APRIL   MORNINGS. 

We  walked  alnng,  wfailo  bright  uid  rod 

Uproae  the  morning  sun ; 

And  Matthew  eloppcd,  he  lDDlu>d,  mid  odd, 

"ThewlllorGoiil)i.-doiiu:" 

A  basket  on  her  bc«d  abe  ban ; 

Her  brow  was  nnooth  and  wtulii                   , 

To  see  a  child  so  very  fair,                                  ' 

It  was  a  pure  du'liylil  1 

A  nllage  school  mnalPi-  n'u  he, 
With  hiur  of  ghllering  grey  ; 
Aa  bhtlie  a  man  na  you  could  eee 
On  a  spring  holidny. 

No  fountain  from  its  rocky  cave 
E'er  tripped  iv^th  foot  so  Oee ; 
Slie  seenied  BS  liappy  as  a  wave 
That  danoea  on  llie  sea. 

And  on  (liat  morning,  (hrougli  the  gnwe, 
And  by  the  sti'aniing  rilln. 
We  travelled  merrily,  to  paw 
A  day  among  the  htlle. 

«  Our  work,"  sud  1,  "  was  well  bi^uo . 
Then,  from  thy  breast  wliat  thooghl, 
Benoatli  so  beauliful  a  aun. 
So  sod  a  ugh  luu  brought  t" 

There  came  from  me  a  sigh  of  pain 

Which  I  could  ill  coEtine; 

I  looked  at  her,  and  looked  again : 

And  did  not  wish  lier  nuoe  I " 

Matthew  is  in  his  grave,  yet  now. 

As  St  tlat  niomtnt,  with  a  bough 
Of  wading  iu  his  hand. 

A  Bccond  timo  did  Matthew  stop  ; 
A..d  fixing  stiU  his  eyo 
Upon  the  Eastern  mountain-top. 
To  mo  ho  made  reply : 

THE  FODNTAIN. 

"Yon  cloud  with  that  long  purple  elefl 
Bringa  freah  into  my  mind 
A  day  Uko  this  which  I  haTB  left 
Full  thkty  years  behind. 

Wk  talked  wiUi  open  heart,  and  longue 
AfTectionatc  and  true, 
A  pair  ot  friends,  ll.oi^  I  was  yoong. 
And  Matthew  seventy-two. 

POEMS  OF  SENTDfENT  AND  REFXBCTION. 


3(7 


rbeneadi  %  spgemSmg  <mk, 

amoasfseat; 

om  the  toif  a  fomttam  broke^ 

ogled  at  our  feet. 


I 


iud  I,  <nei  OS  match 


^Uttbew!" 
ater's  pkannt 
ome  old 
nti  a  somnier's 


be  chnrdi-cloek  and  the  dnmes 
TO  beneath  the  shade, 
Uf.mad  thing  of  witty  ihjmes 
700  last  April  made!" 

loe  Bfatthew  faij,  and  eyed 
ring  beneath  the  tree; 
08  the  dear  old  Han  replied, 
.'j-haired  man  of  fjiee : 


eek,  no  stej,  this  Streamlet  fi 
errfl  J  it  goes ! 

mumnr  on  a  thousand  yean, 
w  as  now  it  flowsw 

•^  on  this  deligfatfol  day, 
t  choose  bat  think 
:,  a  Tigoroas  man,  I  lay 
his  fomitain's  brink. 

I  are  dim  with  duldish  tears, 
-t  is  idly  stirred, 
same  soond  is  in  my  ears 
n  those  days  I  heard. 

?es  it  still  in  onr  decay : 
the  wiser  mind 
less  for  what  age  takes  away 
lat  it  leayes  behind. 


;kbird  amid  leafy  trees, 

:  above  the  hill, 

e  their  carols  when  they  please, 

.'t  when  they  will. 

itnre  nerer  do  they  wage 
1  strife  ;  they  see 
'  youth,  and  their  old  age 
if ul  and  free : 

ure  preyed  by  heavy  laws  ; 
m,  glad  no  more, 
r  a  face  of  joy,  because 
e  been  glad  of  yore. 


If  there  be  ODe  who  need 
His  kindred  laid  inearth, 
TV  hnnsrhoM  hfartn  thit 
It  is  the  BM 


his 


Hy  days^  my  friend,  ai« 
My  life  has  been  apfvured^ 
And  many  love  me ;  bot  by 
Am  I  enoq^  beloved." 


"  Now  bodi  himsdf  and  me  he  wrongi^ 
The  man  who  thns  oompfauns ! 
I  five  and  sing  my  idle  songs 
Upon  these  happy  plains ; 

An^  Matdiew,  for  diy  children  dead 
I H  be  a  son  to  thee ! " 
At  this  he  grasped  my  hand,  and  sMd, 
«Aks!  thai  cannot  be." 

We  rose  up  from  the  fbantain-side ; 
And  down  the  smooth  descent 
Of  die  greoi  sheep-track  did  we  gjfids ; 
And  throogh  the  wood  we  went ; 

And,  ere  we  came  to  Leonard's  rock. 
He  sang  those  witty  rhymes 
Aboot  the  crazy  old  church-dock. 
And  the  bewildered  chimes. 
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PtJtSONAL  TALK. 


I  ▲M  not  One  who  much  or  oft  delight 
To  season  my  fireside  with  personal  talk, — 
Of  friends,  who  live  within  an  easy  walk. 
Or  neighbours,  daily,  weekly,  in  my  sight : 
And,  for  my  chance-acquaintance,  ladies  bright, 
Sons,  mothers,  maidens  withering  on  the  stalk. 
These  all  wear  out  of  me,  like  Forms,  with  chalk 
Painted  on  rich  men's  floors,  for  one  feast-night 
Better  than  such  discourse  doth  silence  long. 
Long,  barren  silence,  square  with  my  desire ; 
To  sit  without  emotion,  hope,  or  aim. 
In  the  loved  presence  of  my  cottage-iire. 
And  listen  to  the  flapping  of  the  flame. 
Or  kettle  whispering  its  faint  undersong. 
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"  Yet  life,"  faiiBjri^iilifeive  hare  •am  ud  iBB, 

And  with  a  living  plouure  wd  describe ; 

And  fits  of  qirightly  m»Uee  do  bat  bribe 

Tha  Uoijuid  mind  into  ftctiTity. 

Sound  Knse,  uid  lave  itself,  uid  minli  and  ^ee 

Are  foslemd  b;  the  eDmmeDt  and  tbe  ^be." 

Even  be  h  H  :  yet  atiD  uaong  your  tribe. 

Our  duly  worid'a  tme  Worldlings,  nak  not  me  I 

Children  aro  blest,  and  powertiil ;  their  worid  liea 

re  justly  baluii:ed ;  partly  at  their  feet. 
And  part  far  from  them 

I  those  that  are  by  di 


TO  THE  SPADE 


WiagB  have  we, — and  as  hr  aa  vo  can  go 
We  may  find  pleaBont:  vildenieaa  and  wood. 
Blank  o«aa  and  mere  sky,  support  that  mood 
Which  with  the  lofty  wnctilies  the  low. 
Dreams,  Ijooka,  are  each  a  world  ;  and  booka,  n 

know. 
Are  a  subslantuil  world,  both  pure  and  good  ; 
Round  these,  with  tendrils  Btrong  aa  fleah  and  blood. 
Our  paitime  and  onr  happinesB  will  grow. 
There  find  I  personal  themes,  a  plenteous  store, 
Matter  wheran  right  voluble  I  ara. 
To  which  I  listen  with  a  ready  ear  ; 
Two  shall  be  named,  preeminently  dear, — 
The  i^ntle  Lady  married  to  the  Moor  ; 
And  heavenly  Una  with  her  milk-white  Lamb. 


Spide  1  with  which  Willdn 
And  shaped  tliem  pleasant 
Thon  art  a  tixd  of  honour 
I  pren  then,  ttirongii  the  } 

Rare  master  bus  it  been  tl 
Long  liast  Thou  acrved  a  i 
e  oombincs  the  b 
The  labdDting  many  and  t 

Health,  meekness,  ardour, 
And  industry  of  body  and 
And  elegant  enjoymcnio,  t 
Ab  nature  is ; — I«o  pure  U 

Hera  often  haat  Thon  heal 
Id  concord  with  his  river ; 
Or  m  some  silent  field,  wh 
la  yet  uncheered  by  other 

Who  shall  udierit  Thee  M 
Low  in  the  darkBome  cell 
Tluvt  uiaji  will  liave  a  troj 
A  trophy  nobler  than  a  OQ 


r  c&n  I  not  believe  but  that  hereby 
Qreat  gi^ns  are  mine ;  for  thus  I  live  remote 
From  evil-apeaking ;  rancour,  never  sought, 
Comea  to  me  not ;  malignant  truth,  or  he. 

Doth  jmsHona,  smooth  diBCourse,  and  joyoua 
tliought: 

And  thus  from  day  to  day  my  little  boat 
Rocks  in  its  harbour,  lodging  peaceably. 
Blessings  be  with  them — and  olcmal  praise. 
Who  gave  us  nobler  loves,  and  nobler  caree — 
The  PoelB,  ■■ho  on  earth  have  majlc  us  heirs 
Of  imdi  and  pure  delight  by  heavenly  lays ! 
!ni  I  mixlit  my  name  bo  numbered  among  theirs, 
hen  gladly  would  I  end  my  morCal  daya. 


Thee  n-ill  he  welcome  to  t 
Thou  monument  of  peao^ 

Ila  will  not  dread  with  It 
Thee  hia  loved  ^rvant,  U 
And,  wbcn  thou  art  paat  | 
Mo  dull  obhviaoB  nook  d« 

Hia  thriA  thy  osetesi 

An  htir-loom  in  ' 

High  will  he  bang  thee  ^ 


i 
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■A   NICtTT  TnOUOHT. 
m1(in~  the  A] 


T^  «4w)o  few  thToogh. 

I  ViMilHd  btDnonn  e'er  woulil  make 
■J  ^IRI  intof  tar  drooping'a  aake, 
''^  pBWj  fallowing  in  tliy  wake, 

Bri^  khip  of  hosTcii  t 

IT  impula*  Wl  lae  UJu 


C  foouda  ihe  Muter 

■  h«w  ul  (lilijgB  Ian ; 

'«  aftpr  jMature, 

■  arfornlk. 

ir  of  JiflWrent  Im* 


p  Aa  (ivar  na,  aiiil  prnstcd 
1^  hj  tmit  Disht'a  r 


b  llai«  balli  tnuited 


Brtter  htc  have  Pbiuce  and  Svillow— 

See  them  cleaving  to  the  iiport  I 

Music  haa  no  heart  ia  falluir. 

Little  Music:,  she  stops  short 

She  hatli  oeither  wish  nor  heut. 

Hers  is  oow  another  part: 

A  lovjag  creatDro  she,  aod  brave  I 

And  londly  alrirea  her  atruggtitig  friend  lo  Mve. 

From  the  brink  her  pnwg  she  stretshee, 
Very  hajidii  aa  jou  would  say ! 
And  afflicting  moBUB  she  fetches, 
Ai  he  breaJis  the  i«  awky. 
Pot  heiaelf  she  hath  no  fears,— 


■h  bt  te  {M,  •o  tl>iu)y  siimd. 


Him 


TRIBL'TB 
14  nra  MnasT  or  tat  iim  ■>»«. 
Lie  here,  without  a  roeord  of  thy  worth. 
Beneath  ■  covering  of  the  common  earlh  1 
It  is  not  trtna  unwilllngneB  to  praise. 
Or  want  of  love,  that  here  no  Suinc  we  nuM ; 
More  thou  dcaerv'st ;  but  lAi'i  man  givm  to  man 
Brollier  to  brother,  rAu  is  all  wd  can. 
Yot  they  to  whom  thy  virtues  made  Ihce  ietr 
Shall  find  thee  tlirough  all  diangca  of  the  year; 
This  Oak  points  out  thy  grave ;  th*  (ileol  tree 
Will  gladly  auuid  a  moniunent  of  thee. 

We  griered  for  Ihe^  and  wished  thy  end  wei 

And  willingly  have  laid  thee  bete  at  laul : 

For  thou  badM  lived  till  erary  tlung  that  cheers 

In  the  a  had  yistdod  to  the  weight  of  yean ; 

Extreme  old  s^  had  wiated  thee  away. 

And  left  thoe  but  a  gtimmcring  of  the  day ; 

Tby  ears  ware  deaf,  and  feeble  were  thy  knees«- 

I  saw  Ihee  stagger  in  the  nimmer  brwie. 

Too  weak  to  stand  against  its  sportive  breath, 

And  ready  for  the  gentlest  stroke  of  draUh. 

It  catne,  and  we  were  glad ;  yet  Imrs  were  abed 

Both  man  and  woman  wept  when  ibou  wort  dail 

Not  only  for  a  thousand  thought*  that  were. 

Old  bousriiold  Iboughla,  in  which  tboa  baitat  thy   I 

But  for  aonie  pradons  bomi*  vonchsafcd  to 
Found  scamly  any  where  in  like  degree  I 
For  love,  that  oomes  wherever  life  and  aetti 
An  given  by  God,  io  ihee  was  most  inteaa 


Vo 
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A  cbaiu  of  heart,  a  twling  of  Ibn  mind, 
A  tonilM'  tjmpuhj,  which  did  IhEV  hiuil 
Not  onl^  to  UH  Men,  but  to  Iby  Kind : 
Vf»i  for  Ih;  fdlow-bnitce  in  thn  wb  mw 
A  wnU  of  lore,  lore'i  intellectual  hiw ; — 
Ilmee,  if  vnwqil,it  wMuot  done  in  iluunc 
Our  liara  from  pudon  and  from  naeaa  can 
And,  thcraCoK,  diaJt  thou  be  an  boooiuvd  a 


FIDEUTY. 
uuina  ■ouod  the  Shepherd  hoan, 
A  nry  M  of  a  dog  or  fox  ; 
He  halt* — and  eeoniliea  with  hit  vj^ 
Among  the  Katterod  rgokii ; 
And  now  at  dixbuiee  on  diwcm 
A  stirmig  in  a  brabe  of  f^rn ; 
And  iOHliUitl)'  a  dog  ia  vxn, 
Olaiieing  through  tliat  coTert  grctin. 


Tlie  Dng  ia  not  of  mouutun  brrad ; 
Its  motion*,  too,  ai«  wild  and  ahjt  [ 
With  oometbiug,  aa  the  Shepherd  ihiuka, 
ITnueual  in  iti  arj : 
Nor  i*  there  any  one  in  light 
All  round,  in  hollow  or  on  height; 
Hor  rfiout,  nor  whisllo  atrikes  hia  cor  [ 
Wtwt  it  tho  crcanuv  doing  berel 


11  w 


a  huge  I 


Tliat  Veept,  till  June,  Decembor'i  aooir ; 
A  lofty  precipice  in  front, 
A  ailcut  tarn»  Mow  i 
Far  in  tbo  bosom  of  HelveUyu, 
Remote  from  pubUo  rood  or  dwelling, 
rnthway,  iir  eultiratud  land  ; 
ni  tnu»  vt  liuman  foot  or  band. 

Thoro  noniuamu  dotli  a  kaplng  fish 
Sfnd  ihr-iUKh  Uiu  tuni  a  loiioly  cheer ; 

I  cra^  rupoat  the  nvcu'a  croak, 
III  ■ymiihoiij'  aiutviu; 
Tltlthvr  tho  tklubow  onmoa— the  cloaii— 

d  nUaU  that  aproad  tUo  flying  iJinnul ; 

d  tuiiUiami ;  and  lliu  Naundliig  hlut, 
Tliat,  U  it  could,  would  hurrj  pnat ; 
But  thai  enmuDUa  barrier  bolda  It  hut. 


Not  free  from  boding  thou^thta,  a  «1 
Ills  Shepherd  Mood ;  ihni  males  hi 

I'rr  rocka  and  Hloncs,  foUDwiog  the 

J  qaickly  aa  ho  Enay ; 

ior  far  liad  gone  before  be  found 

.  human  stGleton  on  the  ground  ; 
The  appalled  DincoTeru'  with  a  nigh 
Loolu  round,  to  learn  the  history. 

From  lliOBO  abrupt  and  periloua  roel 
The  Man  had  bllen,  lUt  pUce  of  ft 
At  lengtli  upon  the  Sliepherd't  miiui 
It  breahs.  and  all  is  dear : 
Ho  iniuuitly  recalled  the  Dame, 
And  who  he  wae,  and  whence  he  lat 
Itcmf>niben:d,  too,  the  very  day 
On  whil^h  the  TnTeller  paesed  thit ' 


r,  for 


IteU! 

of  wordi 
Thia  wonder  merits  well 
The  Dog,  which  s(ill  was  bnrering  r 
Kepealjng  the  same  timid  eiy. 
This  Dog,  bad  been  through  ttuee  I 
A  dweller  in  that  Bavage  place. 

Yes,  proof  waa  plain  that,  sinca  At 
When  this  ill-fated  Traruller  died^' 
The  Dog  had  watched  about  the  q 
Or  by  his  master't  ude ; 
How  uouriKbed  here  dirongh  sndi  1 
lie  knowH,  who  gave  that  iovc  eubl 
And  gave  that  Btrenglh  of  feeling, ; 
Abore  all  human  otoiiuatu ! 


N  Daughter  of  tha  Voice  of  G| 

O  Duty  !  if  tlmt  name  thou  love 
Who  art  a  tight  to  guide,  a  rod 
To  check  tho  erring,  and  reprove  J 
Thou,  who  art  viclory  and  law 
When  empty  (errors  overawe  ; 
From  vain  teiuptalious  dost  set  fn 
*"•'  eahn'M  the  weary  sliifo  of  fa 
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are  who  ask  not  if  thine  eye 
them ;  who,  in  love  and  tmth^ 
i  no  misgiving  is,  reljr 
the  genial  s^ise  of  youth : 
learts !  without  reproach  or  blot ; 
lo  thy  work,  and  know  it  not : 
'  through  confidence  misplaced 
ail,  thy  saving  aJrms,  dread  Power !  around 
them  cast 

!  will  be  oar  da3r8  and  bright, 

appy  will  our  nature  be, 

love  is  an  unerring  light, 

>y  its  own  security. 

ley  a  bhssful  course  may  hold 

low,  who,  not  unwisely  bold, 

1  the  spirit  of  this  creed ; 

ek  thy  firm  support,  according  to  their  need. 

ig  fircedom,  and  untried ; 

irt  of  every  random  gusty 

ing  to  myself  a  guide, 

indly  have  reposed  my  trust : 

't,  when  in  my  heart  was  heard 

nely  mandate,  I  deferred 

ftk,  in  smoother  walks  to  stray ; 

M I  now  would  serve  more  strictly,  if  I  may. 

^h  no  disturbance  of  my  soul, 

mg  compunction  in  me  wrought, 

licate  for  thy  control ; 

the  quietness  of  thought : 

s  unchartered  freedom  tires ; 

be  weight  of  chance-desires : 

ycB  no  more  must  change  their  name, 

!br  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  same. 

!jawgiver !  yet  thou  dost  wear 

Mlhead's  most  benignant  grace ; 

ow  we  any  thing  so  fair 

tie  smile  upon  thy  face : 

s  laugh  before  thee  on  their  beds 

Bigrance  in  thy  footing  treads ; 

ost  preserve  the  stars  from  wrong ; 

•e  most  ancient  heavens,  tlirougli  Thee,  arc 

fresh  and  strong. 

ibler  functions,  awful  Power ! 
hec :  I  myself  commend 
iiy  guidance  from  tliis  hour ; 

my  weakness  liave  an  end ! 
nto  me,  made  lowly  wise, 
irit  of  self-sacrifice ; 
nfidence  of  reason  give ; 

the  light  of  truth  thy  Bondman  let  me  live ! 
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XX, 

CHARACTER  OF  THE  HAPPY  WARRIOR. 

Who  is  the  happy  Warrior!  Who  is  he 
That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be! 
— It  is  the  generous  Spirit,  who,  when  brought 
Among  the  tasks  of  real  life,  hath  wrought 
Upon  the  plan  that  pleased  his  boyish  thought: 
Whose  high  endeavours  are  an  inward  light 
That  makes  the  path  before  hun  always  bright : 
Who,  with  a  natural  instinct  to  discern 
What  knowledge  can  perform,  is  diligent  to  learn  ; 
Abides  by  this  resolve,  and  stops  not  there. 
But  makes  his  moral  being  his  prime  cafe ; 
Who,  doomed  to  go  in  company  with  Pain, 
And  Fear,  and  Bloodshed,  miserable  train ! 
Turns  his  necessity  to  glorious  gain ; 
In  face  of  these  doth  exercise  a  power 
Which  is  our  human  nature's  highest  dourer ; 
Controls  them  and  subdues,  transmutes,  bereaves 
Of  theur  bad  influence,  and  their  good  receives : 
By  objects,  which  might  foi*ce  the  soul  to  &bate 
Her  feeling,  rendered  more  compassionate ; 
Is  placable — ^because  oecksions  rise 
So  often  that  demand  such  sacrifice ; 
More  skilful  in  self-knowledge,  even  moi^  pure. 
As  tempted  more ;  more  able  to  endure. 
As  more  exposed  to  sufifering  and  distress ; 
Thence,  also,  more  alive  to  tenderness. 
— *Tis  he  whose  law  is  h*Ason ;  who  depends 
Upon  that  law  as  on  tlie  best  of  friends ; 
Whenc3,  in  a  state  where  men  ar^  tempted  still 
To  evil  for  a  guard  against  worse  ill, 
And  what  in  quality  or  act  is  best 
Doth  seldom  on  a  right  foundation  rest, 
Ue  labours  good  on  good  to  fix,  and  owes 
To  virtue  every  triumph  that  he  knows : 
— Who,  if  he  rise  to  station  of  command. 
Rises  by  open  means ;  and  there  will  stand 
On  honourable  terms,  or  else  retire, 
And  in  himself  possess  his  own  desire; 
Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 
Keeps  faithful  with  a  singleness  of  aim ; 
And  therefore  does  not  stoop,  nor  He  in  wait 
For  wealth,  or  honours,  or  for  worldly  state ; 
Whom  they  must  follow ;  on  whose  head  must  fall, 
Like  showers  of  manna,  if  they  come  at  all : 
Whose  powers  shed  round  him  in  the  common  strife, 
Or  mild  concerns  of  ordinary  life, 
A  constant  influence,  a  peculiar  grace ; 
Hut  who,  if  he  be  called  upon  to  face 
Some  awful  moment  to  which  Heaven  has  joined 
Great  issues,  good  or  bad  for  human  kind, 
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Is  happy  03  a  Lover  ;  tuii]  retired 
With  sudilen  brifthtoeu,  like  a  Mnn  iaspircJ ; 
And,  Ilirough  the  heat  of  cunflicl,  keepa  the  law 
In  <»hnncsB  iiuule,  and  sesa  what  he  fereww ; 
Or  if  an  unospccted  call  suecocd. 
Come  when  it  will,  ie  eijuiJ  to  the  need  ; 
— He  wbo,  though  tlius  endued  as  with  a  geniK 
And  Ikculty  for  atonn  and  turbulence, 
Is  yet  a  Soul  whose  miwlfir-biu  leans 
To  homefelt  pleuuTCB  and  to  gentle  lecnes ; 
Sweet  imngeB  I  which,  wheresoe'er  he  be, 
s  at  Ilia  heart ;  and  luch  fidelity 
at  his  darling  piLUion  to  approve  { 
ire  brave  for  this,  that  Ite  hath  much  to  lore  : — 
B,  finally,  the  Man,  vho,  lifted  high. 
Conspicuous  object  in  a  Natiun'a  eye, 
Or  left  untliought-of  in  obxcurity, — 
Who,  with  a  toward  or  untoward  lot, 
ProBpcrous  or  adverse,  to  his  wish  or  not — 
Plny«,  in  ihe  many  games  of  Ufe,  tliU  one 
Wher«  what  he  most  doth  value  must  be  won : 
Whom  neither  shape  of  danger  can  diamay. 
Nor  lliuught  of  leDder  happineaa  betmy ; 

lo,  not  content  that  former  worth  stand  fast, 
Li>oks  forward,  peaevcring  to  the  last, 
From  well  to  better,  d«ly  self-aurpaat : 
Who,  whetlier  prain  of  him  must  walk  the  earth 
>  ever,  and  to  noble  detnls  gire  birth, 
he  must  fiJl,  to  sleep  without  hia  fame, 
1  leave  a  dc«d  unprofitable  name — 
Finds  cnnifon  in  himself  and  in  his  cause  ; 
i,  while  tlie  mortal  mist  is  gatliering,  draws 
breaih  in  confidenee  of  Heaven's  applause  ; 
This  la  the  happy  Warrior;  this  ts  He 
That  every  Man  in  arms  should  wish  lo  be. 


THE  FORCE  OP  PKAYKR • ; 

.    OP    BOLTON    PH10RT. 


"  C^nt  id  gaali  far  a  faacitlcKd  brnr  ? " 

With  theso  dark  words  brj,'ina  my  Tale ; 

I  their  moaning  is,  whence  can  comfort  spring 
When  Pnyer  ia  of  no  av^  ( 

"tSiiatii  soaV  lor  sientXciSimtf" 

Tlie  Falconer  to  the  Lady  said  ; 


She  knew  it  by  the  FiJconer's  ward% 
And  from  the  look  of  the  Falconer^  <y« ; 
And  from  the  love  which  vas  in  her  soul 

For  her  youdifol  RomiUy. 

— Young  Komilly  Ihraagh  Dudai  ireodi 

Is  ranging  high  and  low  ; 

And  holds  a  greyhound  in  a  lash. 

To  let  slip  upon  buck  or  doc, 

Tlie  pair  hare  reached  that  feorfdl  chann. 

How  tempting  to  bestride!  ' 

For  lordly  Wharf  is  there  pent  in  I 

With  rocks  on  either  side.  | 

This  striding-plaee  is  called  Taa  Stbid, 
A  name  which  it  look  of  yore : 
A  thousand  years  hath  it  borne  that  name. 
And  sliall  a  thousand  more. 

And  hither  is  young  Romilly  come. 
And  wliat  may  now  forbid 
That  he,  perhaps  for  the  hundredth  tmu. 
Shall  bound  across  Tue  Stni  d  I 

He  sprang  in  glee, — for  what  cored  he 

That  the  river  was  strong,  and  the  nwka  « 

Bat  Ihe  greyhound  in  the  leoeh  hung  hack, 
Anddii-ck.>dliiminhial.ap. 

Tlie  Boy  is  in  the  arms  of  Wharf, 
And  strangled  by  u  merciless  force  ; 
For  never  more  was  young  Homilly  ae«n 
Til!  he  rose  a  hfelesa  corse. 


Now  there  ia  stillne^  tn  tl 
long,  nnspcaking,  sor 
Wharf  slioU  be  lo  pitvinj; 


»  While  Doe  ol  RyJiUmL 


If  for  a  lover  the  Lady  "-ept, 

1  dcolh,  and  from  tlie  passion  of  deatli  ^ 
Old  Wharf  might  heal  her  sorrow. 

*eep3  not  for  tho  wedding-day 
Which  was  lo  be  to-morrow: 

•  hope  waa  a  furllicr-looking  bope^ 

He  was  a  tree  thst  stood  alone. 
And  proudly  did  its  branches  wxve  ; 
And  the  root  of  tliia  delightful  tres 
Was  m  her  husbaud's  gnve  I 
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ig  in  dArkneoB  did  die  at, 
first  words  were, «  Let 
D^  on  the  field  of  Whsr^ 
Priory  I'' 


dierebe 


i\y  Priorj  «•»  .«»>«»  f 
iitff ,  M  he  moTed  tkmg, 
18  joined  a  moamfbl  rme&^ 
m1  at  eTen-eong. 


hrAy  prmyed  in  heai 
ked  not  for  relief ! 
1 J  did  her  succour  come^ 
fttieo^e  to  her  griet 

re  is  neTer  sorrow  of  heart 
dl'l«ck  a  timelj  end, 
God  we  turn,  and  ask 
to  be  our  friend  1 


>» 


zxn. 
?ACT,  AND  AN  IMAGINATION; 

OS, 

-B  AIVD  ALFRED,  ON  TUB  6BA-8H0RE. 

oiah  Conqueror,  on  his  royal  chair, 
Dg  a  face  of  haughty  soTereignty, 
k  covert  purpose,  cried — f*  0  ye 
rhing  Waters  of  the  deep,  that  share 
is  green  isle  my  fortunes,  come  not  where 
aster's  throne  is  set" — Deaf  was  the  Sea ; 
res  rolled  on,  respecting  hb  decree 
in  they  heed  a  breath  of  wanton  air. 
Canute,  rising  from  the  invaded  throne, 
his  servile  Courtiers, — ^  Poor  the  reach, 
lisguiaed  extent,  of  mortal  sway ! 
is  a  King,  and  he  alone 
!S  the  name  (this  truth  the  billows  preach) 
everlasting  laws,  sea,  earth,  and  heaven, 
)bey.' 


just  reproof  the  prosperous  Dane 

*om  the  influx  of  the  main, 

ne  whose  rugged  northern  mouths  would 

strain 

Dial  flattery ; 

.nute  (fact  more  worthy  to  be  known) 

hat  time  forth  did  for  his  brows  disown 

«ntatious  symbol  of  a  crown ; 

ing  earthly  royalty 

iptible  as  vain. 

hear  what  one  of  elder  days, 
Msne  of  England's  fondest  praise, 


Her  darfing  AUred,  migki  have  spoken  ; 
To  dieer  the  remnant  of  his  host 
When  he  was  driven  from  coast  to  eoast. 
Distressed  and  harassed,  but  widi  mind  unbroken : 

«My&itfafii]ibDowerB,lo!  the  ti^  is  ^lent 
That  rose,  and  steadily  advanced  to  fill 
The  shores  and  channris,  working  Nature's  will 
Among  the  mazy  streams  that  backward  went. 
And  in  the  sluggish  pools  whav  ships  are  pent : 
And  now,  his  task  performed,  the  flood  stands  still. 
At  the  green  base  of  many  an  inland  hill. 
In  placid  beanty  and  snUime  content ! 
Such  the  repose  that  sage  and  hero  find ; 
Such  measured  rest  the  sedulous  and  good 
I  Of  humbler  name;  whose  souls  do,  like  the  flood 
Of  Ocean,  press  right  on ;  or  gently  wind. 
Neither  to  be  diverted  nor  withstood, 
Until  they  readi  the  boonds  by  Heaven  assigned. 

1816. 
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zxin. 

'A  LtTTLM  omward  lend  thy  guidimjf  hand 
To  thae  dark  aUptj  a  liWt  further  on  I* 
— What  trick  of  memory  to  my  voice  hath  brought 
This  monmful  iteration  I     For  though  Time, 
The  Conqueror,  crowns  the  Couqucred,on  this  brow 
Planting  his  favourite  alver  diadem. 
Nor  he,  nor  minister  of  his — intent 
To  run  before  him,  hath  enrolled  me  yet. 
Though  not  unmenaced,  among  those  who  lean 
Upon  a  living  staff',  with  borrowed  sight. 
— 0  my  own  Dora,  my  belovM  child  ! 
Should  that  day  come — but  hark  1  the  birds  salute 
The  cheerful  dawn,  brightening  for  me  the  east; 
For  me,  thy  natural  leader,  once  again 
Impatient  to  conduct  thee,  not  as  erst 
A  tottering  infant,  with  compliant  stoop 
From  flower  to  flower  supported ;  but  to  curb 
Thy  nymph-like  step  swift-bounding  o*er  the  lawn, 
Along  the  loose  rocks,  or  the  slippery  verge 
Of  foaming  torrents. — From  thy  orisons 
Come  forth ;  and,  while  the  morning  air  is  yet 
Transparent  as  the  soul  of  innocent  youth. 
Let  me,  thy  happy  guide,  now  point  thy  way, 
And  now  precede  tliee,  winding  to  and  fro. 
Till  we  by  perseverance  gain  the  top 
Of  some  smooth  ridge,  whose  brink  precipitous 
Kindles  intense  desire  for  powers  withheld 
From  this  corporeal  frame ;  whereon  who  stands, 
Is  seized  with  strong  incitement  to  push  forth 
His  arms,  as  swimmers  use,  and  plunge— dread 
thought, 


And  yet  more  gladly  thee  would  t  mnduct 
TliTDugh  woods  and  spncioDH  foresla, — to  behold 
There,  liow  the  OFigiiuU  of  biuuaii  url. 

Her  ttnnplefl,  fearless  for  the  BUldy  work, 
Though  BBVes,  to  every  breeze,  i(e  high-arched  roof, 
And  sbunna  the  pillai'a  rock.    But  we  such  schoola 
Of  revereutial  awe  will  chiefly  seek 
In  the  still  sununer  uirau,  while  b«uns  of  light, 
RopoeiDg  here,  uid  in  llio  ualcs  beyond 
Tracesbly  gUding  through  the  dusk,  rocol 
To  mind  the  living  presences  of  tiune ; 
A  genlie,  pensive,  white-robed  saslerhood, 
Whose  saintly  nduuico  Taitigstes  the  gloom 
Of  those  (GireatriBl  fabrica,  wberu  they  serye, 
To  Christ,  the  Sua  of  rigbtcousoess,  eepoused. 

Now  also  HhaQ  the  page  of  olanie  lore. 
To  these  glad  eyes  from  bondage  freed,  ngiun 
Lie  open  ;  and  the  book  of  Holy  Writ, 
Again  snfolded,  passage  clear  ahnll  yield 
To  beighta  more  glorious  9^11,  lUid  into  shades 
More  awful,  where,  advancLog  hand  in  hand. 
We  may  be  lau^t,  0  Durling  of  my  caie  I 
To  calm  the  aSeotions,  elevate  the  soul, 

.ives  to  ti-utli  ood  love. 


ODR   TO    LVCORIS. 

An  age  hath  been  when  Earth  was  proud 

Of  lustre  loo  intense 

To  be  sustained  ;  and  Mortals  bowed 

The  front  in  M-lf-defeuoe, 

Who  Ihat,  if  Dian'B  ercacent  gleamed. 

Or  Cupid's  sparkling  ovroiv  streamed 

While  on  the  wing  tJie  Urchin  played. 

Could  fearlessly  approach  tlie  sliailo  ■ 

— Enoogh  for  one  soft  vcnul  day, 

If  I,  a  bard  of  ebbing  lime, 
iUld  nurtured  in  a  tickle  clime. 

May  haont  this  homU  bay ; 

Whose  amorous  water  multlpIiBS 

the  JliltiDg  halq-on's  vivid  dyus; 

And  smooths  her  liquid  breast — to  show 

These  awan-Iike  specks  of  mountain  snow, 
I  Whits  OS  the  pair  that  slid  along  the  plains 
I         Of  heaven,  wbeD  Venns  held  the  reins! 


In  youth  we  lora  the  daifcMne  lawn 

Brushed  by  the  owlet's  wing  ; 
Then,  Twilight  is  preferred  to  Dawn, 
And  Autumn  to  the  Spring. 
Sod  fancies  do  we  then  affect, 
In  luxury  of  diareapect  kf  I 

To  our  own  prodigal  excess  ^H| 

Of  too  familiar  happiness.  ^H| 

Lycoris  (if  such  name  befit  ^Ll 

Tbee,  Ihce  my  life's  celestial  agn  1> 
When  Nature  marts  the  year's  decliiHiL 
Be  ours  to  welcome  it ; 
Pleased  witii  tlie  harvest  hope  that  nmi 
Before  tlie  path  of  milder  suna ; 
Pleased  while  the  sylvan  world  displays 
Its  ripeness  to  (he  feeding  gaze ; 
Pleased  when  the  sullen  winds  rew>undtli«! 
Of  the  resplendent  miracle^ 

But  something  whispers  to  m; 
That,  as  we  downward  tend, 
Lycoris  i  life  reqnirea  an  art 
To  whidi  our  souls  must  bend  ; 
A  skill— to  balance  and  supply; 
And,  ere  Uie  flowing  fbuaC  be  A 

Or  di'ink,  with  no  fa.-tiilioua  Up, 

Then  wek-ome,  above  all,  tile  Goeat 

WiioBO  smiles,  ili Bused  o'er  laud  and  sea. 

Seem  to  reeal  the  Deity 

Of  youth  into  tlie  breast; 

May  pensivo  Autnmn  ne'«r  preecDt 

A  claim  to  ber  disparagement  1 

While  blossoma  and  the  budding  ^ray 

Srill,ns  we  nearer  draw  to  hfo'a  dark  g<al. 
Be  hopeful  Spring  the  favourite  of  the  Soi 


Enouan  of  climbing  toil ! — Ambition  treads 
llcn!,ns  "mid  busier  scenes,  ground  »t««p  aijdj 
Or  slippery  even  to  peril  1  and  each  step, 
A 1  we  for  most  uncertain  recompence 
Mount  toward  the  empire  of  the  fickle  dond) 
Each  weary  step,  dwarfing  the  world  bofam. 
Induces,  for  its  old  familiar  sights, 
Unneoeptablo  feelings  of  contempt. 
With  wonder  mijied—tbat  Man  coulj  e'erbi 
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i  bondage,  to  such  nice  array 
il  fellowship  of  petty  things ! 
( the  heart  that  magnifies  this  life, 
trath  and  beaaty  of  her  own ; 
•grown  alleys,  circumscribing  shades, 
ing  rills,  asost  her  in  the  w^ork 
!iciousIy  Uian  realms  outspread, 
ip,  before  the  adventurer's  gaze — 
.  Earth  contending  for  regard. 

>rageous  woods  are  left — how&r  beneath ! 
here  darkness  seems  to  guard  the  mouth 
d  cave,  whose  jagged  brows  are  fringed 
id  threads  of  ivy,  in  the  still 
r  air,  depen^ng  motionless, 
tie  space  within,  and  not  uncheered 
•  enters  shall  ere  long  perceive) 
J  influx  of  the  timid  day 
vith  night,  such  twilight  to  compose 
loved ;  when,  in  the  Egerian  grot, 
sage  Nymph  appearing  at  his  widi, 
whate'er  a  r^al  mind  might  ask, 
f  counsel  breathed  through  lips  divine. 

the  heat  shall  rage,  let  that  dim  cave 

,  there  deciphering  as  we  may 

ecords ;  or  the  sighs  of  Earth 

ig ;  or  counting  for  old  Time 

es,  by  reiterated  drops, 

ars,  from  some  invisible  source 

?ns  upon  fancy — more  and  more 

vard  the  centre  whence  those  sighs  creep 

z  lightness  of  humanity.  [forth 

ig  up  thyself  within  thyself, 

[nc  see  thee  sink  into  a  mood 

thought,  protracted  till  thine  eye 

s  water  when  the  winds  are  gone, 

le  can  tell  whither.     Dearest  Friend ! 

^ve  known  such  happy  hours  together 

J  power  granted  to  I'eplace  them  (fetched 

the  pensive  shadows  where  they  lie)         ; 

t  warmth  of  their  original  sunshine. 

Id  I  be  to  use  it :  passing  sweet 

jniains  of  tender  memory  ! 
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sylvan  slopes  with  com-clad  fields 
lung,  as  if  with  golden  shields. 
It  trophies  of  the  sun  ! 
a  fair  sdster  of  the  sky, 
ffied  doth  the  blue  lake  lie, 
nountains  looking  on. 


And,  sooth  to  say,  yon  vocal  grove. 
Albeit  uninspired  by  love. 
By  love  untaught  to  ring. 
May  well  afford  to  mortal  ear 
An  impulse  more  profoundly  dear 
Than  music  of  the  Spring. 

For  that  from  turbulence  and  heat 
Proceeds,  from  some  uneasy  seat 
In  nature's  struggling  frame. 
Some  region  of  impatient  life : 
And  jealousy,  and  quivering  strife, 
Therein  a  portion  claim. 

This,  this  is  holy ; — ^while  I  hear 
These  vespers  of  another  year. 
This  hynm  of  thanks  and  pnuse. 
My  spirit  seems  to  mount  above 
The  anxieties  of  human  love. 
And  earth's  precarious  days. 

But  list ! — though  winter  storms  be  nigh. 
Unchecked  is  that  soft  harmony : 
There  lives  Who  can  provide 
For  all  his  creatures ;  and  in  Him, 
Even  like  the  radiant  Seraphim, 
These  choristers  confide. 


XXVII. 

UPOX   THE  SAME  OCCASION. 

Depabti?(0  summer  hath  assumed 
An  aspect  tenderly  illumed. 
The  gentlest  look  of  spring ; 
That  calls  from  yonder  leafy  shade 
Unfaded,  yet  prepared  to  fade, 
A  timely  carolling. 

No  faint  and  hesitating  trill. 
Such  tribute  as  to  winter  chill 
The  lonely  redbreast  pays ! 
Clear,  loud,  and  lively  is  the  din. 
From  social  warblers  gathering  in 
Their  harvest  of  sweet  lays. 

Nor  doth  the  example  fail  to  cheer 
Me,  conscious  tliat  my  Irraf  is  sere, 
And  yellow  on  tlje  Ujugh  : — 
Fall,  rosy  garlands,  from  my  head  I 
Ve  myrtle  wreaths,  your  fragrance  shed 
Around  a  younger  brow  I 


Whidi,  hajily,  kindred  bouIs  may  priie 
Not  leas  than  venuU  ecstasies. 
And  piauoa'i  feverlBli  dreams. 

For  dcathlasB  powen  to  verse  belong. 
And  Ihey  like  Dsmi-gods  &re  Btrong 
On  whom  the  Muses  smile ; 
But  BOiQo  tbeir  fOnetiDn  hftve  disclaimed, 
BeBt  plenwd  with  whit  is  aptlioet  framed 
To  CDorvute  and  defUe. 

Not  aucli  the  initiatory  atrrdna 

Committed  to  the  silent  ptnins 

In  Brilnin's  earlieal  dasra : 

Trembled  the  groves,  Oio  Btara  grew  pBl^ 

While  aJl-lJ>o-dftrinf;ly  the  YBil 

Of  o&ture  wu  witlidraws  ! 

Nor  Bueh  the  spirit-Btirring  nota 
When  the  live  chords  Alcieua  Bmote, 
Inflamed  by  sense  of  wrong  ; 
Woe  !  woe  to  Tyraata  1  from  the  lyre 
Broke  threateningly,  in  eparlilea  dire 
Of  fierce  Tindictire  song. 

And  not  unludlowed  was  ttia  ptgs 

By  wiiipSd  Love  inscribed,  to  naauaga 
The  pang=i  of  vain  pursuit; 
Love  Usteoing  while  tile  Lesbian  Mud 
With  finest  touch  of  pnuioQ  swayed 
Her  own  .£olian  late. 

O  ye,  who  patictitlj'  explore 
The  wreck  of  Hereulaiienu  lore. 
What  rapture  I    could  ye  seiiw 
Some  Thcban  fmgmeut,  or  unroll 
One  pre<^ous,  tender-hearted,  hci^U 


Of  pi 

Thatw 


re,  indeed,  a.  genuine  birth 
Of  pocay ;  a  bursting  forth 
Of  genius  from  the  dust ; 
What  Horace  gloried  to  behold, 
Wliat  Mara  loved,  shall  we  ei.fold  t 
Can  haogbly  Time  he  just  I 


MEMORY. 
A  psw — to  register  ;  a  key — 
lltat  winds  Uiroi^h  secret  wards ; 
Are  well  assigned  to  Memory 
By  allegoric  Bard^. 


As  aptly,  also,  mi£;ht  bo  given 

A  Pencil  to  her  hand ; 

Thai,  softening  objectn,  sometime  ev 

Oatstrips  the  beart's  deauud  ; 

That  smootbes  foregone  distress,  the  I 
Of  liogeriog  care  eabdaee, 
Long-vaiushed  happines  refines. 
And  clothes  in  brighter  hues ; 

Yet,  Uke  a  tool  of  Puicy,  works 
Those  Spectres  to  dilate 
That  startle  Conscience,  as  she  Inite- 
Within  her  lonely  seal. 

0 1  that  onr  lives,  which  floe  so  bs^. 
In  purity  were  such, 
Tlut  not  an  image  of  the  past 
Should  fear  that  pemal's  touch  I 

Retirement  then  might  hooilj  ^ah 

Upou  a  soothing  scene. 

Age  steal  lo  bis  allotted  nook 

Contented  and  serene ; 

With  heart  as  calm  as  hikes  tliat  slerp, 
In  frosty  moonlight  glistening  ; 
Or  mountain  rivers,  where  tbey  creep 
Along  a  diannet  smooth  and  deep. 

To  their  own  far-off  tn 


Of  sunshine,  an  apt  emblem  yields 
or  Woridlings  revelhng  iu  tlie  field* 
Of  strenuous  idlcncfS ; 

Less  quick  the  slir  when  tide  and  breei 
Encomiler,  and  to  narrow  seas 

Fnrbid  a  moment's  rest ; 
The  medley  less  when  boreal  Lighw 
Glance  to  and  fro,  tike  ai-'ry  Sprites 

To  feats  of  arms  addreat  I 


Yet,  spi 

e  of  all  this  eager  strife. 

Thiscea 

selesspia, 

llie  genuine  fife 

Thats 

erves  tl.e 

t<;dfaat  hours. 

Is  iu  tllB 

grass  ben 

cath,  lliat  gro»Ti 

Unheeded,  and  the 

Ofsw 

jetly-brea 

linj  flowers. 
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XXX. 

HUMANITY. 

xmes,  alluded  to  in  the  beginning  of  the 
M,  are  rappoeed  to  hare  been  used,  by  our 
ors,  both  for  Jndicial  and  religious  pur- 
tones  are  not  uncommonly  found,  at  this 
rreat  Britain  and  in  Ireland.] 

the  Accused,  upon  his  own  appeal 
rods  when  man  has  ceased  to  feel, 
ig  Judge's  stem  command, 
)NE  OF  PowEB  no  longer  stand — 
itence  from  the  balanced  Block, 
h,  it  rocks,  or  seems  to  rock ; 
!  depths  of  sunless  groves,  no  more 
est  the  hallowed  Oak  adore  ; 
litiate,  rocks  and  whispering  trees 
m  mysterious  offices ! 
dwdl  in  beast  and  bii'd  that  sway 
mind,  or  with  the  fancy  play, 
seasons,  ears  and  eyes 
mdelusive  auguries : — 
I  appear  their  simplest  ways ; 
lount  symbolical  of  praise — 
^'mns  that  Spirits  make  and  hear ; 
nan  their  innocence  is  dear, 
rt  draws  from  those  sacred  springs 
eflect  the  poetry  of  things  ! 
m  Martyrs  stand  in  hues  portrayed, 
wish  avail,  would  never  fade, 
hands  the  lily  and  the  palm 
e  altar  a  celestial  calm ; 
lold  the  lamb  and  guileless  dove 
ndemess  of  virgin  love 
)ms ! — Glorious  is  the  blending 
ons  climbing  or  descending 
>f  light  and  life,  with  cares 
Tying  holy  thoughts  and  prayers 
reign  seat  of  the  Most  High ; 
the  worm  in  charity ; 
d  Angels  whom  a  dream  of  night 
?ld  of  LuZ)  to  Jacob's  sight 
ept,  treading  the  pendent  stairs 
beavenward,  radiant  messengers, 
?rfect  will  in  one  accord 
ence,  serve  the  Almighty  L#ord  ; 
red  humility  forbore 
errand  by  the  wings  they  wore. 

world  were  ours  for  verso  to  paint, 
1  live  at  ease  with  self-restraint  I 
efore  the  naked  sense 
ision, — faith  in  Providence ; 


Merciful  over  all  his  creatures,  just 
To  the  least  particle  of  sentient  dust ; 
But,  fixing  by  immutable  decrees, 
Seedtime  and  harvest  for  his  purposes ! 
Then  would  be  closed  the  restless  oblique  eye 
That  looks  for  evil  like  a  treacherous  spy ; 
Disputes  would  then  relax,  like  stormy  winds 
That  into  breezes  sink ;  impetuous  minds 
By  discipline  endeavour  to  grow  meek 
As  Truth  herself,  whom  they  profess  to  seek. 
Then  Genius,  riinnning  fellowship  with  Pride, 
Would  braid  his  golden  locks  at  Wisdom's  side ; 
Love  ebb  and  flow  untroubled  by  caprice  ; 
And  not  alone  harsh  tyranny  would  cease. 
But  unoffending  creatures  find  release 
From  qualified  oppression,  whose  defence 
Rests  on  a  hollow  plea  of  recompence ; 
Thought-tempered  wrongs,  for  each  humane  respect 
Oft  worse  to  bear,  or  deadlier  in  effect 
Witness  those  glances  of  indignant  scorn 
From  some  high-minded  Slave,  impeUed  to  spurn 
The  kindness  that  would  make  him  less  forlorn  ; 
Or,  if  the  soul  to  bondage  be  subdued. 
His  look  of  pitiable  gratitude  ! 

Alas  for  thee,  bright  Galaxy  of  Isles, 
Wh(»e  day  departs  in  pomp,  returns  with  smiles — 
To  greet  the  flowers  and  fruitage  of  a  land, 
As  the  sun  mounts,  by  sea-bom  breezes  fanned ; 
A  land  whose  azure  mountain-tops  are  seats 
For  Gods  in  council,  whose  green  vales,  retreats 
Fit  for  the  shades  of  heroes,  mingling  tliere 
To  breathe  Elysian  peace  in  upper  air. 

Though  cold  as  winter,  gloomy  as  the  grave. 
Stone-walls  a  prisoner  make,  but  not  a  slave. 
Shall  man  assume  a  property  in  man ) 
Lay  on  the  moral  will  a  withering  ban  ? 
Shame  that  our  laws  at  distance  still  protect 
Enormities,  which  they  at  home  reject ! 
'  Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England ' — ^^'et    that 

boast 
Is  but  a  mockery !  when  from  coast  to  coast. 
Though  fettered  slave  be  none,  her  floors  and  soil 
Groan  undemeath  a  weight  of  slavish  t*)il, 
For  the  poor  Many,  measured  out  by  rules 
Fetched  with  cupidity  from  heai^tless  schools. 
That  to  an  Idol,  falsely  called  <  the  Wealth 
Of  Nations,'  sacrifice  a  People's  health, 
Body  and  mind  and  soul ;  a  tliirst  so  keen 
Is  ever  urging  on  the  vast  machine 
Of  sleepless  Labour,  'mid  whose  dizzy  wheels 
The  Power  least  prized  is  that  which  tliinks  and 

feels. 


■ 

^^^^^ 

^^^^ 
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ThBD,  for  the  pMliroai  of  flii«  deKcaW  age. 

And  aU  tho  heavy  or  light  TasBBlnge 

WWoh  for  their  aakea  wa  feslen.  as  may  suit 

XJCXI1. 

Our  varying  mooda,  on  himuui  kind  or  bnite. 

TO . 

'Twere  well  in  litUe,  aa  in  great,  to  pause. 

Lest  Fanuy  triBe  with  elprani  Inwa. 

urns  mt  w.nin  o»  deb  ri»T.i<nii  emiB.  ui 

Not  from  bis  fellows  only  man  may  Ifwn 

All  creaturBS  and  all  objects,  in  degree. 

Are  frieads  and  pBlrons  of  hnniaDity. 

There  are  lo  whom  the  garden,  groxe,  nod  field. 

Perpetual  leasona  of  forbearance  yield  ; 

Who  would  not  lightly  rioLite  the  grace 

Ukb  s  abipwreck'd  SaUor  tost 

By  rough  waves  on  a  perilous  ooMt, 

Flung  by  labouring  nature  fortli 

Xor  sliorten  tho  sweet  life,  too  fugitive. 

Upon  the  merdes  of  Uie  tutk. 

Whidi  nothing  Ivts  than  Infinite  Power  could  ^to. 

Con  its  eyea  beseoeji  (—no  more 
Than  the  hands  a«  free  to  implon- 
Voiee  bnt  serves  for  one  brief  07  ; 
Plaint  was  it  1  or  prophecy 

1 

Of  aorrinv  that  wiU  surely  come  I 

1 

Omen  of  mau's  grievous  diHHn  ! 

f 

XXXI. 

THOUOHT  ON  THE  SEASONS. 

But,  0  Mother  !  by  the  doee 
Duly  granted  to  thy  throes  ; 

Flittered  with  promise  of  escapo 

By  Ihe  sitent  thaoks,  now  tendto); 

From  every  hurtful  bhul, 

Spring  takes,  0  BprigLtly  May  !  tlij  shape, 

Now  to  mingle  and  to  move 

Her  loTclieit  and  her  last. 

With  the  gnsh  of  earthly  iova, 

As  a  dfbt  to  tliat  fiiii!  Creatiirr, 

Less  fair  is  summer  riding  high 

lustruuitiit  of  Btruggliiiy  Nature 

lu  fierce  solstitial  power. 

For  tlie  blissful  caha,  tile  peace 

Lcaa  fair  than  whoQ  a  lenient  sky 

Brings  on  hor  parting  hour. 

Can  tlie  pitying  spirit  debt 
That  for  human-kinil  springs  out 

When  earth  repays  with  goldeu  sheatcs 

Frijm  the  penalty  a  seuse 

The  luboura  of  tho  plough, 

And  ripening  fruits  and  forest  leaves 

As  a  floating  summer  cluud. 

All  brighten  on  the  bongh  ; 

Though  of  gorgeous  drapery  proud. 
To  the  sun-humt  traveller. 

What  pensive  beauty  autumn  nhnwR, 

Or  the  stooping  Uboun-r, 

Before  she  hears  the  sound 

Oft-times  makes  its  bounty  knonn 

Of  winter  meJiing  in,  lo  closo 

By  its  shadow  round  him  iliiua  n  ; 

So,  by  chcquerings  of  sad  chf*r. 

Such  be  OUT  Sprin;;,  our  Summer  such ; 

Of  tlieir  prcscni^  tell— too  bright 

So  may  our  Autumn  blend 

With  hoary  Winter,  and  Life  loufh. 

Ministers  of  grace  divine 

IS»9, 

Feelingly  their  brows  indinn 
O'er  this  seeming  Casta>vay 
Breathing,  in  the  Ught  of  day, 
Somethhig  Uke  tho  faintest  hreotli 

That  has  power  to  bafHe  death— 

Beautiful,  while  vory  weakness 

Captivates  lik"  passive  meeknens. 
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«t  Mother !  under  warrant 
^rsal  Parent, 
s  in  season  due 
haTe,  like  thee,  been  tme 
1  chain  let  down 
yerUstang  throne, 
ering  round  thy  condi, 
softest  whispers  vouch, 
tever  griefs  may  fret, 
igle,  sins  beset, 
rrst-bom,  and  with  tears 
heek  in  fixture  years — 
ncoour,  not  denied 
$,  whale'er  betide, 
woman  be  sai^lied  1 

blest  be  thy  eahn  ease ; 
iarry  promises, — 
mament  benign 
e  it,  where  they  shine  1 
em  whose  souk  have  scope 
a  wing^  hope, 
rthward  bend  an  ear 
I  listening,  pledge  is  here, 

new-bom  Charge  shall  tread 
{teps,  and  be  led 
ler  Guide,  whose  light 
irtues,  mildly  bright, 
irst  the  wished-for  part 
le  virgin  heart ; 

the  storms  of  life 
I  by  that  dread  strife 

have  escaped  together, 
:>k  for  serene  weather ; 

sure  to  find 
'  a  faithful  mind ; 
ues,  holier  rest, 
now  await  her  prest, 
iursling,  to  thy  breast ! 


XXXIII. 

TUE  WARNING. 

aXQOKL  TO  THE   rOBCGOllfO. 

U  of  March  are  blowing ; 

owers  shrink,  afraid  of  showing 

eads  to  the  nipping  air, 

1  not,  happy  pair ! 

indly  sleep. 

le,  our  hope  will  keep ; 

eagued  with  adverse  Change 


(Too  busy  fear !)  shall  cross  its  range^ 
Whatsoever  check  they  bring. 
Anxious  duty  hindering. 
To  like  hope  our  prayers  will  ding. 

Thus,  while  the  ruminating  spirit  feeds 
Upon  the  events  of  home  at  life  proceeds. 
Affections  pure  and  holy  in  their  source 
Gain  a  fresh  in^mlse,  mn  a  livelier  course ; 
Hopes  that  within  the  Father's  heart  prevail. 
Are  in  the  experienced  Grandsire's  slow  to  fail ; 
And  if  the  harp  pleased  his  gay  youth,  it  rings 
To  his  grave  touch  with  no  unready  strings, 
While  thoughts  press  on,  and  feelings  overflow. 
And  quick  words  round  him  fiill  hke  flakes  of  snow. 

Thanks  to  the  Powers  that  yet  maintain  their 
sway. 
And  have  renewed  the  tributary  Lay. 
Truths  of  the  heart  flock  in  with  eager  pace. 
And  Fanct  greets  them  with  a  fond  emtoace ; 
Swift  as  the  rising  sun  his  beams  extends 
She  shoots  the  tidkigs  forth  to  distant  friends; 
Their  gifts  she  hails  (deemed  precious,  as  they  prove 
For  the  unconscious  Babe  so  prompt  a  love !) — 
But  from  this  peaceful  centre  of  delight 
Vague  sympathies  have  urged  her  to  take  flight : 
Rapt  into  upper  regions,  like  the  bee 
That  sucks  from  mountain  heath  her  honey  fee ; 
Or,  like  the  warbling  lark  intent  to  shroud 
His  head  in  sunbeams  or  a  bowery  cloud. 
She  soars — and  here  and  there  her  pinions  rest 
On  proud  towers,  like  this  humble  cottage,  blest 
With  a  new  visitant,  an  infant  guest-— 
Towers  where  red  streamers  flout  the  breezy  sky 
In  pomp  foreseen  by  her  creative  eye. 
When  feasts  shall  crowd  the  hall,  and  steeple  bells 
Glad  proclamation  make,  and  heights  and  dells 
Catch  the  blithe  music  as  it  sinks  and  swells. 
And  harboured  ships,  whose  pride  is  on  the  sea, 
Shall  hoist  their  topmast  flags  in  sign  of  glee. 
Honouring  the  hope  of  noble  ancestry. 

But  who  (though  neither  reckoning  ills  assigned 
By  Nature,  nor  reviewing  in  the  mind 
The  track  that  was,  and  is,  and  must  be,  worn 
With  weary  feet  by  all  of  woman  bom) — 
Sliall  now  by  such  a  gift  with  joy  be  moved, 
Nor  feel  the  fulness  of  that  joy  reproved  1 
Not  He,  whose  last  faint  memory  will  command 
The  tmth  that  Britain  was  his  native  land ; 
Whose  infant  soul  was  tutored  to  conflde 
In  the  cleansed  faith  for  which  her  martyrs  died ; 
Whose  boyish  ear  the  voice  of  her  renown 
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■n  thrilli^ ;  vhou  Youtb  rennid  the  ' 

an  liberty  th&t  Alfred  wont, 
«u,  dekT  Etalie,  tity  great  Pni|;enitor  t 
iiot  He,  wbu  troax  ha  mellowed  practice  dre* 
■  codkl  cecae  of  ja»t,  uid  fur,  uid  true ; 
nw,  thereafter,  on  the  Eoil  af  Pnoce 
Polity  begiti  her  nuuunc  dui«, 
indstions  broken  ep,  the  deeps  run  wild, 
■.-■■li^  grieTed  to  see  (himself  cnt  anbeguiled)-- 
n'oke  froin  the  dreMa,  the  dreimer  to  upbi^d, 
■    And  learn  how  (uiguine  eispecmtionii  (Wo 
When  norel  misUby  fiJIy  are  betmyed,— 
)  see  PresuinpCioD,  turning  pale,  refrain 
torn  furtlirr  haTor,  but  repent  in  »iun, — 
I    Good  unu  Ue  do«n,  and  perish  in  the  road 
'    Where  guill  had  nrged  them  on  with  oeaBeleES  goad, 
Proob  thickening  roucd  her  that  on  pablic  ende 
Domeslio  virtue  viuJIj-  depends. 
That  civic  strife  an  turn  the  happiest  hearth 
Into  agrlerous  sore  of  self- tormenting  earth. 


Canei 


a  One,  dear  Babe !  though  gbid  and 


welcome  thee,  r«pcl  tile  fears  that  crowd 

0  his  English  brcmt,  and  spare  to  quake 
.«ii  for  his  own  than  for  tliy  innocent  sake  I 

1  late — or,  should  the  providence  of  God 

td,  through  dark  waj-s  by  sin  and  sorrow  trod. 
Justice  and  peace  (o  a  secure  abode, 
Too  toon — than  com'st  inbi  this  hrcatlung  world  ; 
Ensigns  of  mimic  outrage  are  unfurled. 
Who  fhsJI  preserss  or  prop  the  toltsriug  Realm  T 
What  hand  suliice  to  govern  the  stale.helm  I 

Of  good  or  bad  {wliale'er  be  sought  for  or  protest) 
lie  in  the  means  required,  or  ways  ordaiced. 
For  compassing  the  end,  else  never  gained  ; 
Yet  governors  and  govem'd  both  are  blind 
To  this  plain  truth,  or  tljng  it  to  the  wiud ; 

Past,  future,  slirinking  up  beneath  the  iucumbcnt 

Now; 
If  Dowardly  connmion  still  must  feed 
The  thIrM  for  jiowpr  In  men  who  ne'er  concede ; 
Nor  turn  aside,  unless  to  slmpe  a  way 
Fnr  doinliiatiun  at  sane  riper  day ; 
If  aeiinnnui  Loyally  must  stand  in  awe 
Of  subtle  TrMwnn,  in  his  mask  of  law, 
Hr  Willi  bravailo  Insolent  and  liard. 
Prevail Ilig  puiiislimvnt,  to  win  reward  ; 
ir  ulDue  bulp  the  ttottoui  Ui  oonHjiire, 
Aiul  llipy  who  tilutifcl  axliitKuish,  fan  llie  Ore- 
Tlieii,  oUl  (h«  sevpir*  be  a  iinw,  the  crown 


Sit  loowly,  like  the  thiad 
Tu  be  blown  off  at  will,  b 
In  cunning  patienoe^  fror 

Lost  people,  liuned  to 
Lost  above  all,  ye  Ubonr 
Beiwllderod  »  hether  ye,  I 
Deceived,  mistake  calami 
And  over  fancied  osuipa 
Oft  snapping  at  revenge 
Or,  Irom  long  atrese  of  r> 
To  deupeiBlion  for  ■  rem 
In  bursts  of  outrage  spre 
wrath  cry  o 


Or,  L 


ibyo 


In  marshalled  thousand^- 
With  the  wont  shape  mi 
Or,  to  the  giddy  top  of  m 
By  Flatterers  carried,  m 
Of  boundless  auffrage,  at 
Justice  nliall  rule,  disord> 
And  every  man  sit  down 
—0  for  a  bridle  bitted  D 
To  stop  your  Leaders  in 
Oh  may  the  Almighty  n 
Tliese  mists,  and  lead  yo 
By  paths  no  htiman  wis4 
May  lie  pour  round  yoit 
Man's  feverish  passion^ 
That  quietly  nistoies  tlHJ 
'i'o  hope,  and  ninken  tmfl 
Bte  Bhall  your  blood-el*« 
Fields  gaily  sown  when  | 
WHiy  is  the  Pnst  behed  « 
Tlic  Future  made  to  piql 
Among  a  people  famed  $ 
a  freedom,  ll|l 
if  we  joyed  il 


From  him  who  judged^ 
The  skits  will  weep  o 
Ye  little-ones !  Eartli 
Outeasia  and  homelc« 
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I,  my  Soul,  and  from  the  sleeping  pair 
1  the  beauty  of  omniscient  care ! 
in  faith,  bid  anxious  thoughts  lie  still ; 
e  good  and  dierish  it — the  ill 
bear  with  a  submissiTe  wilL 

1839. 


XXXIT. 

his  great  world  of  joy  and  pain 
^eyolve  in  one  sure  track ; 
^eedom,  set,  will  rise  again, 
nd  virtue,  flown,  come  back ; 
e  to  the  purblind  crew  who  fill 
he  heart  with  each  day's  care ; 
*  gain,  from  past  or  future,  skill 
'o  bear,  and  to  forbear  1 


Lord !  since  his  rising  in  the  East, 
If  we  have  faltered  or  transgressed, 
Guide,  from  thy  Ioto's  abundant  source. 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  course : 

Help  with  thy  grace,  through  life's  short  day, 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west, 
Wheii  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest 

1834. 
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XXXT. 

ABOURER'S  NOON  DAY  HYMN. 

the  throne  of  God  is  borne 
oioe  of  pnuse  at  eariy  mom, 
le  accepts  the  punctual  hymn 
18  the  light  of  day  grows  dim. 

ill  he  turn  his  ear  aside 
holy  offerings  at  noontide, 
here  reposing  let  us  raise 
g  of  gratitude  and  praise. 

though  our  burthen  be  not  light 
Bed  not  toil  from  mom  to  night ; 
espite  of  the  mid-day  hour 
die  thankful  Creature's  power. 

are  the  moments,  doubly  blest, 
drawn  from  this  one  hour  of  rest, 

nth  a  ready  heart  bestowed 
the  sendee  of  our  God  1 

fidd  is  then  a  hallowed  spot, 
tar  is  in  each  man's  cot, 
irch  in  erery  grove  that  spreads 
ring  roof  above  our  heads. 

op  to  Heaven !  the  industrious  Sun 
dy  half  his  race  hath  run ; 
anot  halt  nor  go  astray, 
or  inmiortal  Spirits  may. 


XXXVI. 

ODE, 

OOMrOSXD  CM  MAT  MOEMINa. 

While  from  the  purpling  east  departs 

The  star  that  led  the  dawn. 
Blithe  Flora  from  her  couch  upstarts, 

For  May  is  on  the  lawn. 
A  quickening  hope,  a  freshening  glee. 

Foreran  the  expected  Power, 
Whose  first-drawn  breath,  from  bush  and  tree, 

Shakes  off  that  pearly  shower. 

All  Nature  welcomes  Her  whose  sway 

Tempers  the  year's  extremes  ; 
Who  scattereth  lustres  o'er  noon-day. 

Like  morning's  dewy  gleams ; 
While  mellow  warble,  sprightly  trill. 

The  tremulous  heart  excite ; 
And  hums  the  balmy  air  to  still 

The  balance  of  delight 

Time  was,  blest  Power  I  when  youths  and  maids 

At  peep  of  dawn  would  rise, 
And  wander  forth,  in  forest  glades 

Thy  birth  to  solemnize. 
Though  mute  the  song — to  grace  the  rite 

Untoudied  the  hawthorn  bough. 
Thy  Spirit  triumphs  o'er  the  slight ; 

Man  changes,  but  not  Thou ! 

Thy  feathered  Lieges  bill  and  wings 

In  love's  disport  employ ; 
Warmed  by  thy  influence,  creeping  things 

Awake  to  silent  joy : 
Queen  art  thou  still  for  each  gay  plant 

Where  the  slim  wild  deer  roves; 
And  served  in  depths  where  fishes  haunt 

Their  own  mysterious  groves. 

Cloud-piercing  peak,  and  tracUeas  heath. 

Instinctive  homage  pay ; 
Nor  wants  the  dun-lit  cave  a  wreath 

To  honour  thee,  sweet  May  1 
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Wlicro  cities  fanned  by  thj  brisk  lire 

Eartli,  tea,  tliy  presence  fed— nor  hm 

Behold  a  siDokelcBs  aky, 

IfyonclhereaJbluo 

Tbpir  poniest  flDwer-pot-nuniluig  darea 

With  its  soft  smile  the  trulb  esfnm^ 

To  open  a  bright  eje. 

The  heavens  have  felt  it  too. 

The  inmost  hoaM  of  man  if  glad 

And  if,  on  this  thy  natal  morn. 

Partakes  a  Uvelier  cheer; 

The  pole,  from  which  thy  nnme 

And  eyes  that  cannot  bat  be  sad 

Hath  not  deported,  Btuiils  forlorn 

Let  (all  a  brighleiieJ  (ear. 

Of  Eong  nnd  danee  and  ginae ; 

Still  trom  Iho  village-green  a  vow 

Since  thy  retom,  through  days  and  m 

Aspires  to  theo  addreat, 

Of  hope  that  grew  by  stealth. 

Wherever  pciuw  is  on  the  brow. 

How  many  wan  and  faded  cheeks 

Or  love  within  (]ie  breast. 

Have  kindled  btobcaltli  I 

The  Old,  by  thee  revived,  Imvc  »d. 

Yes !  *ht™  Love  nestles  thon  oost  t««ch 

"  Another  j-ear  is  ours  j" 

The  soul  to  love  the  more ; 

And  wayworn  Wanderers,  poorly  fej, 

Hearla  also  sluOl  thy  let^na  reach 

Have  smiled  upon  tliy  flo«er% 

That  never  loved  before. 

Stript  is  the  haughty  one  of  pride. 
The  bashful  freed  from  fear. 

Who  tripiiing  Usps  a  merry  song 
Amid  his  playful  poeral 

While  riang,  like  Ibe  ocean-tide. 

The  lender  Infant  who  was  long 

In  flows  the  joyous  year. 

A  prisoner  of  fond  fear«; 

Hush,  feeble  lyre !  weak  words  refuse 

But  now,  when  every  duurp^dged  Um 

Is  quiet  in  its  sheath, 
Ilia  Mother  leaves  him  free  to  tuts 

Tlie  servico  to  prolong ! 

To  yon  exolUng  thrush  the  Muse 

Earth's  aweetBcai  in  Ifajr  Inmtb. 

Entrusla  the  imperfBcl  aong  i 

Hia  voice  shall  chant,  in  acoenta  dew. 

Till  llic  fiist  Bilver  star  appcnr, 
The  sovereignly  of  May. 

Thy  help  a  wifli  the  weed  thai  treept 

Along  the  humWest  ground  ; 

No  cliff  BO  hare  but  on  its  stwps 

Thy  fevours  may  be  found  ; 

But  most  on  nomc  peculiar  nook 

Tliat  our  own  hands  bavp  drort. 

Thou  and  thy  train  are  proud  to  look. 

And  seem  to  love  it  best- 

TO    MAY. 

Taauan  many  suns  have  risen  and  sol 

And  yet  how  pleased  wo  wander  fonji 

Sinoe  tliDu,  blithe  Mav,  wert  bni-n, 

When  May  is  whispering,  "  Come  I 

And  Bank,  who  haUed  thee,  may  forget 

"ainoso  from  the  bowers  of  *-it^  e« 

Thy  gifts,  thy  beauty  sffom  ; 

Then)  are  nho  to  a  birthday  strain 

"  Heaven's  bounteous  love  through  me 

ConRnc  not  harp  and  voice. 

"  From  sunshine,  clonda,  winds,  w»i 

"  Drops  on  the  monldering  tnrrefs  ha 

Are  grateful  and  rejoice  ! 

"  And  on  your  turf-chid  gm-n» ! " 

Delioious  odours  1  tnu^c  sweet. 

Such  greeting  heard,  away  witfa  ngta 

Too  sweet  to  pass  away ! 

For  lilies  that  must  fade. 

Oh  for  a  deathleu  song  to  meet 

Or  'the  rathe  primrose  as  it  dtea 

The  soul's  desire— a  hiy 

Forsaken' in  the  shade! 

Tlial,  when  a  thousand  years  are  told, 

Vemal  fruitions  and  deurcs 

Should  praise  tliee,  genial  Power  1 

Are  linked  in  endless  chase  ; 

Through  Kammer  heat,  auHunnal  cold. 

While,  as  one  kindly  growtl.  rotiieii. 

Aiid  wintar'fl  dreariest  hour. 

Another  takes  its  plaeo. 
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1  whftt  if  thon,  sweet  May,  hast  known 
liahap  by  worm  and  bli^t ; 
xpectations  newly  blown 
[are  perished  in  thy  sig^t ; 
>ye8  and  joys,  while  up  they  sprung, 
Vere  caught  as  in  a  snare ; 
h  is  the  lot  of  all  the  youngs 
[owerer  bright  and  £ur. 

Streams  ihat  April  could  not  check 
je  patient  of  thy  rule ; 
]g^ing  in  foamy  water-break, 
ottering  in  g^busy  pool : 
thee,  thee  only,  could  be  sent 
Qch  gentle  mists  as  glide, 
]iDg  with  unconfirmed  intent, 
n  that  green  mountain's  side. 

r  deBcate  the  leafy  veil 

hrougjh  whidi  yon  house  of  God 

ims  "mid  the  peace  of  this  deep  dale 

y  few  bat  shepherds  trod  I 

I  lowly  huts,  near  beaten  ways, 

b  sooner  stand  attired 

hy  fresh  wreaths,  than  they  for  praise 

eep  lorth,  and  are  admired. 

no  of  &ncy  and  of  hope, 

ermil  not  for  one  hour, 

loflMm  from  thy  crown  to  drop, 

'or  add  to  it  a  flower ! 

p,  lovely  May,  as  if  by  touch 

f  selforestiaining  art, 

I  modest  charm  of  not  too  much, 

art  seen,  imagined  part! 
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LINES 


imUTK»  ST  A  rOftTEAR  FSOX  TUB  PBIICIL  OV 

P.  STONE, 

iKD  into  forgetfiilness  of  care 
}  the  day's  unfinished  task ;  of  pen 
)k  regardlees,  and  of  that  fair  scene 
tore's  prodigality  displayed 
)  my  window,  oftentimes  and  long 
upon  a  Portrait  whose  mild  gleam 
luty  never  ceases  to  eurich 
mmon  light ;  whose  stillness  charms  the  air, 
ma  to  charm  it,  into  Uke  repose ; 
» alenoe,  for  the  pleasure  of  the  ear, 
■es  sweetest  muac    There  she  aits 


With  emblematic  purity  attired 

In  a  white  vest,  white  as  her  marble  neck 

Is,  and  the  pillar  of  the  throat  would  be 

But  for  the  shadow  by  the  drooping  chin 

Cast  into  that  recess — the  tender  shade» 

The  shade  and  light,  both  there  and  every  where, 

And  through  the  very  atmosphere  she  breathes. 

Broad,  clear,  and  toned  harmoniously,  with  skill 

That  might  from  nature  have  been  learnt  in  the 

hour 
When  the  lone  shepherd  sees  the  morning  spread 
Upon  the  mountfuns.    Look  at  her,  whoe'er 
Thou  be  that,  kindling  with  a  poet's  soul. 
Hast  loved  the  painter's  true  Promethean  craft 
Intensely — ^from  Imagination  take 
The  treasure, — ^what  mine  eyes  behold  see  thou, 
Even  though  the  Atlantic  ocean  roll  between. 

A  sUver  line,  that  runs  from  brow  to  crown 
And  in  the  middle  parts  the  braided  hair^ 
Just  serves  to  show  how  delicate  a  soil 
The  golden  harvest  grows  in ;  and  those  eyes. 
Soft  and  capacious  as  a  cloudless  sky 
Whose  azure  depth  their  colour  emulates, 
Must  needs  be  conversant  with  upwazd  looks. 
Prayer's  voiceless  service ;  but  now,  seeking  nought 
And  shunning  nought,  their  own  peculiar  life 
Of  motion  they  renounce,  and  with  the  head 
Partake  its  inclination  towards  earth 
In  humble  grace,  and  quiet  pensiveness 
Caught  at  the  point  where  it  stops  short  of  sadness 

Offspring  of  soul-bewitching  Art,  make  me 
Thy  confidant !  say,  whence  derived  that  Mr 
Of  calm  abstraction  t    Can  the  ruling  thought 
Be  with  some  lover  fiu:  away,  or  one 
Crossed  by  misfortune,  or  of  doubted  faith  t 
Inapt  conjecture  I    Childhood  here,  a  moon 
Crescent  in  simple  loveliness  serene. 
Has  but  i^yproached  the  gates  of  womanhood. 
Not  entered  them ;  her  heart  is  yet  nnpierccd 
By  the  blind  Archer-god ;  her  &ncy  free : 
The  fount  of  feeling,  if  unsought  elsewhere, 
WiU  not  be  found. 

Her  right  hand,  as  it  lies 
Across  the  slender  wrist  of  the  left  arm 
Upon  her  lap  reposing,  holds — but  mark 
How  sUckly,  for  the  absent  mind  permits 
No  firmer  grasp— a  little  wild-flower.  Joined 
As  in  a  posy,  with  a  few  pale  cars 
Of  yellowing  com,  the  same  that  overtopped 
And  in  their  common  birtbplaoe  sheltered  it 
'Till  they  were  plucked  together;  a  bloc  flower 
Called  by  the  tlunlty  husbandman  a  weed  $ 


Bnl  Cerea,  in  her  garland,  niiglit  liavo  worn 
That  Dirtament,  unblamcd.    The  flowiMvt,  hdd 

corcely  conecioua  fintjen,  was,  ehe  knowi, 
(Uer  Father  toid  her  «d)  id  youth's  gay  dava 
T  Mother's  favourite ;  and  the  orplion  Girl, 
In  her  own  dawn — a  dawn  Ices  g»j  and  bright, 
Loies  it,  while  tliere  in  eolibkry  peai-e 
she  mta,  for  (hat  departed  Mother's  take. 
— Nut  &Dm  a  HOurce  letia  aacred  is  derired 
(Supoly  I  do  not  err)  Ihat  pensiya  ait 
Of  aim  abstraction  through  the  fnee  difluBcd 

1  (he  whole  person. 

Words  have  something  told 
More  than  the  jiencil  cjui,  and  vfrily 
More  tluui  is  needed,  hut  the  preciona  Art 
ForgiTES  their  ioterfercnce— Art  divine, 
That  both  creates  and  fiKea,  in  despite 
Of  Death  and  Tinie,  tlie  morvela  it  hath  wrought. 


Strange  controsls  baye  we  in  this  world  of  ours ! 
That  postore,  and  the  look  of  fUiul  love 
Thinking  of  past  and  gone,  villi  what  is  left 
Dearly  united,  might  be  swept  awoy 
From  this  fmr  Porlnut's  fleshly  Archetype, 
Even  hy  an  innocent  fancy's  slighted  frenk 
Banished,  nor  ever,  haply,  be  restored 
To  thmr  tost  pEicp,  or  meet  in  harmony 
So  exqnialte ;  but  A<n  da  they  abide, 
Enshrined  for  agex.     Ta  not  then  the  Art 
GnJIike,  a  hiimlilc  bmiich  of  tlic  divine. 
In  visible  ijuesl  of  inimoi-tnlity, 
Stretuhed  forth  with  trembling  hope!— In  evt.-y 

From  high  Gibraltar  to  Siberian  plsjas, 
Thooaands,  in  each  variety  of  tintguo 
That  Europe  knows,  would  echo  this  appenl ; 
One  above  all,  a  Monk  who  waits  on  God 
In  the  magnifio  Convent  built  of  yore 
To  sanctify  the  Escurial  palace.     He — 
GoidinR,  from  cell  to  cell  and  room  to  room, 
K  BritiKh  Painter  {eminent  for  truth 
In  character,  and  depth  of  feeling,  shown 
ly  labours  tliat  have  touched  the  hearts  of  kings, 
nd  are  endeared  to  simple  cottagers)— 
Come,  in  that  service,  to  a  glorious  work, 
Our  Lord's  Last  Supper,  beautiful  as  when  first 
The  appropriate  Picture,  fresh  from  Titian's  hand, 
Gi«ced  the  Refectory ;  and  there,  while  both 
Stood  «ith  eyes  fined  upon  that  masterpiece. 
The  hoary  t'ather  iu  the  Stranger's  ear 
Breatlied  out  those  words ; — "  Hero  daiiy  do  ive  sit, 

inks  given  to  God  for  daily  bread,  and  here 
Pondering  the  mischiefs  of  these  restless  times, 
And  thinking  of  my  BreDiren,  dead,  dispersed. 


Or  changed  and  changing,  I  not  Beldooi  p 
Upon  this  solemn  Company  nnmovail 
By  shock  of  circnroitwice,  or  lapae  of  ynr 
Until  I  coDDOt  but  believe  that  tiiev— 
They  are  m  truth  the  Substance,  we  the  ^ 

So  spake  the  mild  Jeronynute^  his  griefs 
Melting  av'ay  wiihin  bim  like  a  dream 
Ere  be  had  ceawd  to  gax«>,  perhaps  W  >pB 
And  I,  grown  old,  but  in  a  happier  lud. 
Domestic  Portrait !  have  to  verse  eonsi^ 
In  thy  cnhn  presence  (hose  heart-movitig 
Words  that  fan  soothe,  more  than  they  i; 
Whose  spirit,  like  (ho  angcl  that  went  doi 
In(o  Belhesda's  pool,  wi(h  healing  virtnt 
Informs  the  fotmtain  in  the  htnnan  hTea>4 
Which  by  the  visitation  was  distuitei 

But  why  this  stealing  tear  I    Compaiu 

On  thee  I  look,  not  somwing ;  fare  dm ' 
My  Song's  [nspirer,  once  a^in  fiuvnll  f 


Ahono  a  grave  fratemity  of  Monks, 
For  One,  but  sorely  not  for  One  aloDC, 

Triumphs,  in  tliaf  crest  work,  the  Psinta 
Humbling  llic  body,  to  exalt  the  soul; 
Vet  rvpreseniing,  amid  wreck  and  wrong 
And  disBoliition  and  decay,  (he  warm 
And  breathing  life  of  flesh,  aa  if  already 
Clothed  with  impassive  majesty,  and  grai 
With  no  mean  earnest  of  a  heritu^ 
Assigned  to  it  in  futun:  worlds.     ThoD,  t 
With  thy  memorial  flower,  meek  Portiar 
From  whose  serene  companionship  1  paa 
Pursued  by  thoughta  that  haunt   me  si 

also— 
Tliongh  lint  a  simple  object,  into  light 
Called  forth  by  those  aflectiona  that  enib 
The  private  hearth  ;  though  keeping  thy 
In  singleness,  and  little  tried  by  time. 
Creation,  as  it  were,  of  yesterday — 
Witli  a  congenial  function  art  endued 
For  each  and  all  of  ns,  together  j<nn«d 
In  course  of  nature  tmder  a  low  roof 

*  The  pile  or  bnlMiima.  nonipiMlaf  ib*  ^Im 
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irities  and  duties  that  proceed 

the  boflom  of  a  wiser  tow. 

ke  salutary  sense  of  awe 

red  wonder,  growing  with  the  power 

iitation  that  attempts  to  weigh, 

iful  scaiesy  things  and  their  oppoeites, 

y  endnring  quiet  gently  raise 

ieh<4d  small  and  sensitiTe, — whose  love, 

lent  as  in  part  its  blessings  are 

r»  ties  dissolving  or  dissolved 

fh  win  be  revived,  we  trust,  in  heaven. • 

IR34. 


XL. 

f  so  sweet,  withal  «*  positive, 

that  the  little  Flowu.«  were  born  to  live, 

)us  of  half  the  pleasure  which  they  give ; 

» this  mountain-daisy's  self  were  known 
an^  of  its  star-shaped  shadow,  thrown 
smooth  sur&ce  of  this  naked  stone ! 

hat  if  hence  a  bold  desire  should  mount 
B  the  Sun,  that  he  could  take  account 
hat  ivues  from  his  glorious  fount ! 


ht  he  ken  how  by  his  sovereign  aid 
ielicate  companionships  are  made ; 
yw  be  rules  the  pomp  of  h'ght  and  shade ; 

ere  the  Sister-power  that  shines  by  night 
ileged,  what  a  countenance  of  delight 
through  the  clouds  break  forth  on  human 
sight  I 

iucies !  wheresoe'er  shall  turn  thino  eye 
tfa,  air,  ocean,  or  the  starry  sky, 
"Be  with  Nature  in  pure  sympathy ; 


n  deares,  all  lawless  wishes  quelled, 
on  to  love  and  praise  alike  impelled, 
ver  boon  is  granted  or  witliheld. 


Um  eU«  entitled  *«  Miuinga,"  in  Mr.  Southcys 
Foonab  is  one  upon  hia  own  miniature  Picture, 
t  diildbood,  and  an<»tber  upon  a  landscape  painted 
•r  Pooaatn.  It  ia  poaaible  that  every  word  of  the 
naa,  tlioagh  similar  in  auljjeot,  might  haro  been 
had  the  anthor  been  unacquainted  with  thoae 
1  effoaloiia  of  poetic  aentiment.  But.  for  his  own 
ion,  he  mnat  be  allowed  thua  publicly  to  acknow- 
e  pleaanre  thoae  two  Poems  of  his  i''riend  have 
B*  and  the  grateful  inflneooe  they  haro  upon  hia 
often  aa  he  reads  them,  or  thinka  of  them. 


XLI. 


UPON  SBEINO  A   COLOURED  DIUWINO  OF  THE  BIRD 
OP   PARADISE   IN   AN   ALBUM. 

Who  rashly  strove  thy  Image  to  portray  I 

Thou  buoyant  minion  of  the  tropic  air ; 

How  could  he  think  of  the  live  creature — gay 

With  a  divinity  of  colours,  drest 

In  all  her  brightness,  from  the  dancing  crest 

Far  as  the  last  gleam  of  the  filmy  train 

Extended  and  extending  to  sustain 

The  motions  that  it  graces—  and  forbear 

To  drop  his  pencil !  Flowers  of  every  clime 

Depicted  on  these  pages  smile  at  time ; 

And  gorgeous  insects  copied  with  nice  care 

Are  here,  and  likenesses  of  many  a  shell 

Tottsed  asliore  by  restless  ^vaves, 

Or  in  the  diver's  grasp  fetched  up  from  caves 

Where  sea-nymphs  might  be  proud  to  dwell : 

But  whose  rash  hand  (again  I  ask)  could  dare, 

'Mid  casual  tokens  and  promiscuous  shows. 

To  circumscribe  this  Shape  in  fixed  repose ; 

Could  imitate  for  indolent  survey. 

Perhaps  for  touch  profane. 

Plumes  that  might  catch,  but  cannot  keep,  a  stain; 

And,  with  cloud-streaks  lightest  and  loftiest,  share 

The  sun's  first  greeting,  his  last  fai'ewell  ray  I 

Resplendent  Wanderer  I  followed  with  glad  eyes 
Where'er  her  course ;  mysterious  Bird ! 
To  whom,  by  wondering  Fancy  stirred, 
Elastem  li^landers  have  given 
A  holy  name — the  Bird  of  Heaven  ! 
And  even  a  title  higher  still, 
Tlie  Bird  of  God  I  whose  blessed  will 
She  seems  performing  as  she  flies 
Over  the  earth  and  through  the  skies 
In  never^wearied  search  of  Paradise — 
Region  tliat  crowns  her  beauty  with  the  name 
She  bears  for  %» — for  us  how  blest. 
How  happy  at  all  seasons,  could  like  aim 
Uphold  our  Spirits  urged  to  kindred  flight 
On  wings  that  fear  no  ghmce  of  God's  pure  sight, 
No  tempest  from  his  breath,  their  promised  rest 
Seeking  with  indefatigable  quest 
Above  a  world  that  deems  itself  most  wise 
When  most  enslaved  by  gross  realities  I 
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SONNKTS  DEDICATEU  TO  UBERTT  AKD  ORDEB 


SONNETS  DEDICATED  TO  LIBERTY  AND  < 


**  By  m  with  hope  er 
"  For  once  1  bunt  m;  buidt 
Tlieo  whi^wred  she,  "  The  I 
Tlicjr  hcmrd,  ud,  itartiiig  Dp 
Cl&pped  hands,  ■nd  shook  i 

All  Ponera  taii  Pbtoes  Ihkt  I 
Joined  in  (be  banqioTt,  eoht 
Uunah  for ,  hng^ng 


"  PBorLB  I  f  ODT  cbaim  are  wreriiif;  link  by  link ; 
Soon  ahall  the  Rich  bo  Icrellpd  down — Ihc  Poor 
Meet  them  half  wa;."     Vain  boart  I  for  Tbne,  the 

Their  thus  would  riio,  muat  low  and  lower  (ink 
Till,  kf  r(?|)entaooe  Btuag,  Ihej  Icar  to  think  ; 
While  all  lie  proatrate,  save  llie  lyntnt  few 
Bent  in  quick  lonii  each  other  to  undo. 
And  mix  the  poison,  thr;  thcmsBlrm  tnon  drink. 
Hiatnut  Ihf Hlf,  Taia  CouDtr;  I  cease  to  rry, 
"  Knowledge  will  vve  mo  from  tlie  threatened  woe." 
For,  if  than  oUier  rash  ones  mare  thou  know, 
Vft  on  prGeomptuouB  wing  an  far  would  tiy 
Above  thy  knowledge  ua  they  dared  to  g'>, 
ThoD  wilt  provoke  a  heavier  pen^ty. 


RELDtTiNT  call  it  was ;  the  rite  delaypil : 

And  in  the  Senate  some  there  were  \>,hn  rli^lTci 

The  huit  of  their  humanity,  and  senlTnl 

At  providentifll  jndgmenta,  nndisraajed 

By  their  own  daring,     llat  the  People  prayeil 

Ab  with  Olio  Toice  ;  Ihdr  flinty  heart  grew  aoTl 

With  penitential  doirovi',  and  aloft 

Their  spirit  mounted,  crying,  "  God  us  aid  !" 

Oil  that  with  aspiratioiu  more  intense, 

Chastifed  by  self-nhassment  more  praround, 

This  People,  onco  so  happy,  so  renowned 

Fur  liberty,  woald  seek  from  God  ilcfenee 

Agaiust  hr  heavier  ill,  the  pC9lileace 

Of  revolutiou,  impioDaly  unbound  [ 


Sun  Secrecy  to  Cowardice  and  Fraud, 

Falichaod  and  Treachery,  in  close  coancil  mot, 

Deep  under  groond,  in  Pluto'a  cabinet, 

"  The  frost  of  England's  pride  will  soon  be  thawed ; 

"  Iloodvd  the  fipeo  brow  that  ovornwed 

"  Our  schemes ;  (he  failh  and  honour,  never  yet 


Sees  that,  apart  from  magna) 
Wisdom  eitiBts  not ;  nor  the 
Of  Prudence,  disentangling  | 
With  patient  ore.  What  III 
They  daunt  not  him  who  hut 
Resolute,  at  all  luizards,  to  fj 
Its  dntien  ;~pi'ompt  to  monf 
Knowing,  tilings  rashly  sou^ 
That,  for  the  functions  of  an 
Strong  by  her  ehurtetB,  frea  1 
Servant  of  Pnji-idcnce,  not  si 
Perilous  is  wvcppirig  cliang^ 


PoRTKMOva  change  when  Q| 
As  the  cool  Advocate  of  fo^ 
Reokli-ss  andoiHty  ext 
At  consciences  perplexed  wj 
They  who  bewail  not,  mnat 
Bom  of  Conceit,  Power's  U 
Or  haply  Hprung  from 
Betrayed  by  mocker)'  of  hi 
Hath  it  not  long  been  sai, 
Worka  not  Uie  righteous: 
Bend,  ye  i'ervriBe !  to  ju 
Laws  timl  lay  under  Hea 
All  principles  of  acliun  tli 


^ 
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TI. 


CONTIlfUSD. 


adonal  events  shall  find 
ing  of  loss  and  gain, 
TOW,  good  with  ill  combined, 
Brance  issuing  out  of  pain 
68  ;  as  if  the  All-mling  Mind, 
fection  it  conssts  to  ordain 
earthquake,  and  hurricane, 
t  with  feeble  human  kind 
ble.    But  woe  for  him 
red  shall  lend  an  eager  hand 

Is  not  Conscience  ours, 
se  eye  guilt  only  can  make  dim ; 
9  office,  by  divine  command, 
1  check  disordered  Powers  1 


VII. 


CONCLUDED. 


England !  be  not  thou  misled 
teories  of  alien  growth, 
f  seize  thee,  waxing  wroth, 
thy  garments  reek  dyed  red 
ood,  which  tears  in  torrents  shed 
f  tears  flowing  ere  thy  troth 
to  ease  but  sullen  sloth, 
-the  g^ost  of  false  hope  fled 
grave.    Among  thy  youth, 
such  warning  be  held  dear, 
Aran's  heart  be  thrilled  with  joy, 
rather  from  eternal  truth, 
fcson,  rules  that  work  to  cheer — 
Kkve  the  People — not  destroy. 


VIII. 

tern  World !  in  Fate's  dark  book 
pprobrious  leaves  of  dire  portent ! 
Iritish  Ancestors  forsook 
id,  for  outrage  provident ; 
ive  necks  the  bridle  shook 

Descendants,  freer  vent 
;  to  pasaoDs  turbulent, 
my  a  deadlier  look  1 
B,  soft  as  the  south  wind's  breath, 
e  stormy  surface  of  the  flood 
Tent  flowing  underneath  ; 
atless  springs  of  silent  good  ; 
h  be  better  understood. 

Spirit  brighten  strong  in  faith. 


IX. 
TO  THB  PENIfSTLVAlfUNS. 

Days  undefiled  by  luxury  or  sloth, 

Firm  self-denial,  manners  grave  and  staid. 

Rights  equal,  laws  with  dieerfulness  obeyed. 

Words  that  require  no  sanction  from  an  oath. 

And  simple  honesty  a  common  growth — 

This  high  repute,  with  bounteous  Naiore's  aid^ 

Won  confidence,  now  ruthlessly  betrayed 

At  will,  your  power  the  measure  of  yonr  troth 

All  who  revere  the  memory  of  Penn 

Grieve  for  the  land  on  whose  wild  woods  his  name 

Was  fondly  graflted  with  a  virtuous  Aun, 

Renounced,  abandoned  by  degenerate  Men 

For  state-dishcmour  black  as  ever  oame 

To  upper  air  from  Mammon's  loathsome  den. 


AT  BOLOONA,    IN    ROfEMBKARCK    OP    THB    LATB 
INSURUSCTIONS^   1837. 

L 

Ah  why  deceive  ourselves  I  by  no  mere  fit 
Of  sudden  passion  roused  shall  men  attain 
True  freedom  where  for  ages  they  have  lain 
Bound  in  a  dark  abominable  pit, 
With  life's  best  sinews  more  and  more  unknit. 
Here,  there,  a  banded  few  who  loathe  the  chain 
Biay  rise  to  break  it :  effort  worse  than  vain 
For  thee,  0  great  Italian  nation,  split 
Into  those  jarring  fractions^ — Let  thy  scope 
Be  one  fixed  mind  for  all ;  thy  rights  approve 
To  thy  own  conscience  gradually  renewed ; 
Learn  to  make  Time  the  father  of  wise  Hope ; 
Then  trust  thy  cause  to  the  arm  of  Fortitude, 
The  light  of  Knowledge,  and  the  wannth  of  Love. 

XI. 
CONTINUBD. 

n. 

Hard  task  I  exclaim  the  undisciplined,  to  lean 

On  Patience  coupled  with  such  slow  endeavour. 

That  long-lived  servitude  must  last  for  ever. 

Perish  the  grovelling  few,  who,  prest  between 

Wrongs  and  the  terror  of  redress,  would  wean 

Millions  from  glorious  aims.    Our  chains  to  sever 

Let  us  break  forth  in  tempest  now  or  never  ! — 

What,  is  there  then  no  space  for  golden  mean 

And  gradual  progress  I — Twilight  leads  to  day. 

And,  even  within  the  burning  SEones  of  earth. 

The  hastiest  sunrise  yields  a  temperate  ray ; 

The  softest  breeze  to  fairest  flowers  gives  birth : 

Think  not  that  Prudence  dwells  in  dark  abodes. 

She  scans  the  future  with  the  eye  of  gods. 

c  c3 
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As  liaiTca  are  lo  tlie  tree  whereon  they  grcpw 

And  viilher,  every  humui  geDeraUnn 

Is  (o  the  Being  of  a  might;  nation, 

Locked  in  our  world^a  embrace  through  weal  nnd 

Thought  that  should  teacfa  the  zealot  to  forrgo 
Rash  Bchemes,  to  abjure  all  seUiBli  agilation. 
And  seek  throngb  noiaeleEH  pains  aod  modemtion 
The  unblemidied  good  they  only  can  bestow. 
Alns  t  with  most,  who  wdgh  fiitarity 
Against  time  preeeitt,  paasion  holds  the  scalea : 
Hence  eqnal  ignorauee  of  both  preTsUx, 
And  [lations  sink  ;  or,  stmggling  to  bo  free. 
Arc  doomed  to  flounder  on,  like  wounded  whales 
Toasod  on  the  boBum  of  a  stormy  sea. 


YoD.io  EiiaLUiD'— what  is  [heu  become  of  Old 
Of  dear  Old  England  t   Think  they  she  is  dead, 
Dead  lo  the  vexy  Dsmet    Presumption  fed 
Od  empty  ur  I    That  name  will  keep  ita  liold 


In  the  true  filial  bnaom's  inmost  fold 

For  ever.— The  SjMrit  of  Alfred,  al  the  la  -^ 

Of  all  who  for  her  rights  waub'd,  loil'd  a.3r>' 

Knows  that  this  prophecy  is  not  too  bold. 

What_liow  !  sliall  she  sabmit  in  wiQ  and  H^ 

To  Beardless  Boys — aa  imitative  nee. 

The  wrvum  penu  of  &  Gallic  breed  1 

Dear  Mother !  if  thou  muet  thy  steps  nmet^ 

Go  where  at  least  meek  Inuocoicy  dneDi ; 

Let  Babes  and  Sucklings  be  thy  oraek& 


Febl  for  the  wrongs  U>  univenal  ken 
Daily  eiqiosed,  woo  that  nnshroiuled  lica; 
And  seek  the  Sufferer  in  his  darkest  den, 
Whetlier  eondueled  lo  the  spot  by  sighs 
And  moanings,  or  be  dwells  (as  if  the  vna 
Taught  him  concealment)  hidden  from  all  tjtl 
In  silence  and  the  Bufol 


Of  sorrow  ; — feel  for  all,  as  brother  Men  I 
Rest  not  in  hope  want's  icy  chiua  to  thaw 
By  caaual  boons  and  formal  cliarides ; 
Leani  Ij}  be  just,  just  tJirough  impartul  k^( 
Far  as  ye  may,  erect  and  eqoaliBe ; 
And,  what  ye  cannot  reach  by  alalmt^  dM« 
Eacli  from  his  fonntaiu  ef  milf  s—  llfii> t         I 
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IN8RIIIE& 


by  the  yisw  op  lamcastkr  castlb 
(oh  tbb  boad  fbom  the  south). 

Spot    tA  onoe  unfoldiiig  sight  so  fair 
ft  and  knd,  with  yon  grey  towers  that  still 
vp  as  if  to  lord  it  over  air — 
aootfie  in  human  breasts  the  sense  of  ill, 
it  out  of  memory ;  yea,  might  fill 
hewt  with  joy  and  gratitude  to  Qod 
sH  hia  boontiea  upon  man  bestowed : 
baanit  then  the  name  of  « Weeping  Hill"! 
a  toward  yom  dd  Lancastrian  Towers, 
pnMn*s  erown,  along  this  way  they  post 

GagBriqg  durance  or  quick  death  with  shame, 
tins  bare  eminence  thereon  have  cast 
Ibst  kwk — Uinded  aa  tears  fell  in  showers 
OD  ttieir  chains ;  and  hence  that  doleful  name. 

II. 

.T  do  we  feel  by  Nature's  law 
^orvont  offenders:  though  the  heart  will  heave 
widi  iad^nation,  deeply  moved  we  grieve, 
u  after  thought,  for  Him  who  stood  in  awe 
I'cidier  of  God  nor  roan,  and  only  saw, 
^^  netefa,  a  horrible  device  enthroned 
^  ptwid  temptations,  till  the  victim  groaned 
Under  the  steel  his  hand  had  dared  to  draw. 
^  0,  restrain  compassion,  if  its  course, 
^  oft  be&ls,  prevent  or  turn  aside 
"^^SBicnts  and  aims  and  acts  whose  higher  source 
''^rnipatby  with  the  miforewamed,  who  died 
°"MeH — with  them  that  shuddered  o*er  his  grave, 
^  all  who  from  the  law  firm  safety  crave. 

III. 

IB  Roman  Coosol  doomed  his  sons  to  die 

'm  had  betrayed  thdr  country.    The  stem  word 

vvied  (may  it  through  all  time  afford) 

erne  for  praise  and  admiration  high. 

1  the  sarCace  of  humanity 

«ted  not ;  its  depths  his  mind  explored  ; 


He  felt ;  but  his  parental  bosom's  lord 
Was  Duty, — Duty  calmed  his  agony. 
And  some,  we  know,  when  they  by  wilful  act 
A  single  human  life  have  wrongly  taken. 
Pass  sentence  on  themselves,  confess  the  fact. 
And,  to  atone  for  it,  with  soul  unshaken 
Kneel  at  the  feet  of  Justice,  and,  for  faith 
Broken  with  all  mankind,  solicit  death. 


IV. 

Is  Ikathj  when  evil  against  good  has  fought 
With  such  feU  mastery  that  a  man  may  dare 
By  deeds  the  blackest  purpose  to  lay  bare  t 
Is  Death,  for  one  to  that  condition  brought. 
For  him,  or  any  one,  the  thing  that  ought 
To  be  mott  dreaded!  Lawgivers,  beware. 
Lest,  capital  pains  remitting  till  ye  spare 
The  murderer,  ye,  by  sanction  to  that  thought 
Seemingly  given,  debase  the  general  mind ; 
Tempt  the  vague  will  tried  standards  to  disown. 
Nor  only  palpable  restnunts  unbind. 
But  upon  Honour's  head  disturb  the  crown, 
Whose  absolute  rule  permits  not  to  withstand 
In  the  weak  love  of  life  his  least  command. 


V. 

Not  to  the  object  specially  designed, 

Howe'er  momentous  in  itself  it  be, 

Grood  to  promote  or  curb  depravity. 

Is  the  wise  Legislator's  view  confined. 

His  Spirit,  when  most  severe,  is  oft  most  kind ; 

As  all  Authority  in  earth  depends 

On  Love  and  Fear,  their  several  powers  he  blends^ 

Copying  with  awe  the  one  Paternal  mind. 

Uncaught  by  processes  in  show  humane. 

He  feels  how  £ar  the  act  would  derogate 

From  even  the  humblest  functions  of  the  State ; 

If  she,  self-shorn  of  llajesty,  ordain 

That  never  more  shall  hang  upon  her  breath 

The  last  alternative  of  Life  or  Death. 
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S  brood  of  consficiifH— Spectrw  I   tliat  £niqui:nt 
The  bftd  Mbu'k  ivbUcss  H-nlk,  Miil  liauut  Ilia  bed — 
FihuIb  in  your  nstwvt,  yet  bencHittit 
n  Kt,  iM  hovering  A-ngela  whuii  Ihey  sjiread 
Their  wings  to  guard  the  qncoiiBeioua  InnoOMil — 
Slow  be  Uie  St&tules  of  the  Iwiil  to  Btuiro 
A  liuil;  that  could  not  but  impair 
Four  power  to  puiiuih  eriioc,  &111I  so  preveuL 
And  jre,  Beliefa  I  coilpil  KrpcDt-tiko  nbout 
The  adnge  on  all  toDgucs,  "  Murder  will  oul." 

w  flhoU  your  luieiont  waminga  work  for  good 
In  the  full  might  they  hitherto  have  ahawti, 
If  for  delibfiralo  shedder  of  huui'b  blood 
Survive  not  Judgment  tbat  rcqutiiM  hia  own  t 


Is  one  grfot  ai 

Thyir 


lO-JI 


Dial  vision  further  and  aacpiid 
Far  higher,  else  full  rarely  Bbali  ihou 
What  is  a  Statel  The  wise  behold  ui  I 
A  creature  boru  of  time,  lltat  ketrpe  til 
Fixed  on  the  BUtutw  oC  Eleniity, 
To  which  licr  judgmenla  reverently  rfpffT. 
S|KdLking  through  Idw*a  dtBpaesaoiAitf  v 


Euiluee  her  cotisciencu  with  eKienul  liir 
And  being,  to  preelode  or  qo^  the  Mnf? 
ta  inilividuaJ  will,  to  elevate 
The  grovelling  mind,  the  erring  to  i«r»l. 
And  fortify  the  monl  (ense  of  kII. 


BsfoitE  (he  world  lutd  past  her  tiiuo  r)f  ymitli 
While  pollt;  and  djedplioe  were  weak. 
The  precept  eye  for  eye,  and  toolli  for  tooth. 
Came  forth — a  light,  thougli  bat  w  of  day-t>na 
Slroug  aa  could  Ilicn  be  borne.     A  Master  mci 
Proscribed  (lie  spirit  fostered  by  that  rule, 
Patieneo  hi*  law,  long-suffering  hii  Khoot, 
And  love  tbe  end,  which  all  through  peace  n 

But  lamentslily  do  they  err  who  strain 
His  mandates,  given  nuh  impulse  Id  eonlroul 
Aud  keep  vindictive  thirstings  from  the  soul, 
So  far  that,  if  eonsisU-nt  in  their  acbcnie. 
They  must  forbid  the  State  to  inflict  a  pain, 
Making  of  social  order  a  mere  dream. 


OtiK  bodily  lifi;,  souie  plead,  Ihat  life  Utr  ttirii 
)f  an  immortal  spirit,  is  a  gift 
•o  Mcred,  so  informed  with  light  divin*^ 
That  no  tribanal,  though  most  wise  to  nft 

1  and  inteiit,  gh'uld  turn  the  Being  tMIl 
Into  that  world  whore  penltenlU  t^f 
May  not  avail,  nor  p»yer  have  tar  God's  «« 
voice— that  world  nhow  veil  no  Iiand  can  liR 
ir  earthly  sight.     ■'  F.iemity  aod  Time  " 
T/iiy  urge,  "  have  interwoven  claims  and  rishu 

to  be  jeopardised  through  foolesl  crinh- : 
The  sentence  rule  by  mercy's  heaven-bom  lighta. 
Even  BO  ;  but  measuring  not  by  finite  sense 
lite  Power,  perfect  Intelligeneo. 


Fit  retribution,  by  the  moral  code 
Delonnined,  lies  beyond  the  State's  embraco, 
Yet,  as  she  may,  for  each  peculiar  case 
Sbe  plants  well-measured  terrors  in  the  road 
Of  wrongful  acts.     Downward  it  is  aud  broad. 
And,  the  main  fear  once  doomed  to  bsnishment. 
Far  oftener  then,  had  ushering  wotho  event. 
Blood  would  be  epilt  that  in  his  dark  abode 
Crimo  might   lie   better  hid.      And,  should   tl 

Take  from  the  horror  due  to  a  foul  deed, 
Pursnil  and  evirlence  so  far  must  (ail. 
And,  guilt  eseapiiig,  passion  then  might  plead 
In  angry  epirils  for  her  old  bee  nuige. 
And  the  "  wild  justice  of  revcngs  "  prevail. 


Ah,  liiink  how  one  compelled  for  life  la  abide 
Locked  in  a  ilun},'rao  needs  most  eat  tba  beait 
Out  of  his  own  humanity,  and  part 
With  every  hope  that  mutual  cares  provide; 
ind,  should  a  less  unnatural  doom  coofide 
In  life-long  eiile  on  a  savage  coast. 
Soon  the  relapamj  penitent  may  boast 
Of  yet  more  heinous  guilt,  witli  fiercer  pridt 
ee  thoughtful  Merey,  Mercy  sage  and  pore, 
aliens  tho  forfeiture  that  Law  demands, 
Leaving  the  final  issue  id  Hit  baoda 
Whose  goodness  knows  no  change,  whose  lam  I 
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Fab  rrom  our  homa  by  Graeniere'a  qpiiel  LaJie, 
FriiTD  tbe  Vole's  peftca  vbich  all  her  fields  pojiake, 
HtTG  (lu  dio  bleakest  poiot  of  Cumbria's  shore 
We  aojoum  BtQQDcil  by  Octsn's  ceoaelecs  roar ; 
Wbilc,  ciay  fay  il«y,  grim  ntdghbour '.   huge  Black 

Comb 
Frowns  deepening  visibly  his  oatire  gloom. 
Unless,  perchance  rejecting  ia  despite 
What  on  Qie  Plain  wc  have  of  warmtb  and  light, 
In  hia  own  staims  he  bides  himwlf  from  ught 
Hnngh  is  the  time;  and  UiongbtB,  that  would  bofrnt 
From  lieavinees,  oft  fly,  deaf  Friend,  to  thoe ; 
Turn  rrom  a  spot  where  nrilfaer  flfadtored  rokd 
Nor  hedge-rov  screen  bvitcs  my  stops  abroad  ; 
Where  ooo  poor  Plane-tree,  haviiig  as  it  might 

llci[>flfws  of  funber  growlli.  aiid  brown  and  wre 
Tliruiigh  half  tlie  summer,  slatids  with  (op  cut  sheer. 
Like  au  unshifOng  weathercotk  whiiJi  provm 
How  cold  the  quartfi-  that  the  wind  best  loves. 
Or  Hke  ■  Centiuel  Uiat,  evermore 
Darkening  the  window,  ill  defends  tbe  duar 
Of  ibis  uufiniBlied  liouse-a  Fortress  bare, 
Wheca  strength  lias  been  the  Builder's  oidy  care ; 
Whoso  ruggeil  walls  may  still  for  jearH  demnnd 
The  liiial  polish  of  tlie  Plasterer's  bond. 
—This  Dwolhug's  Inmate  more  tlian  three  weeks' 

And  "ft  a  Prisoner  in  tlie  cheerless  plat-e, 
I-of  whose  (onc-h  the  tidJIe  would  eomijlain. 
Whose  bivatli  would  labour  at  the  Bute  in  vahi. 
In  mu«c  all  unversed,  nor  bleased  with  skill 
A  bridge  to  copy,  or  (o  piunt  a  mill, 
•Hred  of  mj-  Looks,  a  Kanty  company ! 
And  tired  of  listening  tn  the  boiateroua  sea — 
Pace  between  door  and  window  muttering  rhyme. 
An  old  reftourc:e  to  cheat  a  froward  tintc  E 
ThiiughtheecdullhouRHmineiait,ortheirflunnet) 
Would  tempt  uie  lo  renounce  that  bnnible  aim. 
—But  if  there  bu  a  Muse  who,  free  to  lake 
Her  scat  upon  Olympus,  doth  foisake 


Those  h^fats  (like  Plio^tnis  when  his  goMm  b 
He  veiled,  attendant  on  Thesalian  SBets) 
And,  in  disguise,  a  Uilkmikid  with  ber  pul 
Trips  down  the  pathways  of  some  wining  d^ 
Or,  like  a  Mermaid,  warbles  on  (he  shores 
To  fiabers  mending  nets  bcfide  Ihisi  dixni  ; 
Or,  Pilgrim.liko,  on  forest  mow  radined, 
Gives  pbuntiva  ditties  to  the  beedka  wind, 
Or  listens  to  its  plsy  among  the  booghs 
Alwve  lier  head  and  so  forgets  her  tows — 
If  guch  a  Visiumt  of  Earth  there  be 
And  she  would  deign  this  day  to  smile  on  pd 
And  Bid  my  verse,  coDtent  with  local  booudl 
Of  natural  bosuty  attd  lifers  daily  ronnds, 
Thoughts,  chances,  sights,  or  doings,  which  «R 
Without  reserve  to  those  whom  wo  lot*  well— 
Then  haply,  Beaumont !  words  in  cnrroil  chtf 
Will  flow,  and  on  a  welcome  page  appoT 
Daly  belbre  thy  aight,  imleHs  they  perish  haii 

What  shall !  treat  ofl    News  from  Mmu'i  1* 
Such  have  we,  but  nnvaried  in  its  sljh- ; 
No  talcs  of  Ruiuigatea  &esh  landed,  whenn 
And  wherefore  fugilivu  or  on  what  pretenu: 
Of  feaaCH,  or  eeandal,  eddying  like  the  wiul 
Most  restlessly  alive  when  most  coulincil. 
A!ik  not  of  mo,  whose  tongue  can  hist  i^^*"" 
The  mighty  tumults  of  tlie  Hal:^K  of  Kin: 
The  hist  year's  cup  whose  Bam  or  Hfflferpio^ 
What  slopes  are  planted,  or  wlial  uHHasidtuM': 
An  eye  of  fancy  otJy  can  I  cast 
On  tliat  proud  pageant  Duw  at  liand  or  psili 
When  full  five  hundred  boats  in  trim  am;, 
Willi  nets  and  siils  outspread  and  sxreamapli 
And  chanted  hymns  and  stiller  voice  off*;''' 
For  the  old  Manx-harvest  to  llie  Deep  rv]*°'i 
Soon  as  the  herriug-ehoals  at  distance  shinr 
Like  beds  of  moonli^t  shifting  on  the  bnin 

Mona  from  our  Abode  is  daily  seen, 
Bat  with  a  wildcmcaa  of  waves  between ; 
And  by  conjecture  only  can  we  aprak 
Of  aught  tranaaoled  there  in  bay  or  erect; 
No  tidings  reach  us  thence  from  town  W  m 
Only  faint  news  her  motmluiu  snnbeami  yiwr 
And  some  we  gather  from  tlie  misty  sir, 
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the  horering  cloudy  our  telegn4>h, 
ire. 

oetic  mysteries  I  withhold ; 
hath  her  fits  both  hot  and  oold, 
the  colder  fit  with  Yon  be  on 
might  read,  my  credit  would  be  gone. 

substantial  themes  the  pen  engage, 
interests  culled  from  the  opening  stage 
ation. — Ere  the  welcome  dawn 
le  east  her  silTcr  star  withdrawn, 
itood  ready,  at  our  Cottage-door, 
f  freighted  with  a  yarious  store ; 
-  ere  the  uprising  of  the  Sun 
mped  dust  our  journey  was  begun, 
)umey,  under  fiiTouring  skies, 
)plcd  Vales ;  yet  something  in  the  guise 
Patriarchs  when  from  well  to  well 
i  through  Wastes  where  now  the  tented 
«  dwelL 

to  whom  did  we  the  chaige  confide, 
tly  undertook  the  Wain  to  guide 
sharply-twining  road  and  down, 
any  a  wide  hill's  craggy  crown, 
i  quick  turns  of  many  a  hollow  nook, 
gfa  bed  of  miuiy  an  unbridged  brook  ? 
D&ss — ^who  in  her  better  hand 
switch,  her  sceptre  of  command 
k  slender  Girl,  she  often  led, 
x>ld,  the  horse  and  burthened  ded  * 
4it-yielding  Moss  on  Gowdar's  head, 
go  wrong  with  such  a  Charioteer 
ad  chattels,  or  those  Infants  dear, 
smilingly  sate  side  by  side, 
nfirming  that  the  salt-sea  tide, 
embraces  we  were  bound  to  seek, 
'  lost  strength  restore  and  freshen  the 
L'heek  I 

id  either  Parent  entertain 
ad  along  the  silent  lane. 

>es  and  happy  musings  soon  took  flight, 
incouth  melancholy  sight — 
bank  a  creature  stood  forlorn 
otruded  to  the  light  of  mom, 
art  concealed  by  hedge-row  thorn. 
aJled  to  mind  a  beast  of  prey 
fri^tful  powers  by  sluw  decay, 
I  no  longer  upon  rapine  bent, 
y  keeping  of  its  old  intent 
looked  again  with  anxious  eyes, 

*  A  local  word  for  Bledfa 


And  in  that  griesly  object  recognise 
The  Curate's  Dog — ^his  long-tried  friend,  for  they. 
As  weU  we  knew,  together  had  grown  grey. 
The  Master  died,  his  drooping  servant's  grief 
Found  at  the  Widow*s  feet  some  sad  relief ; 
Yet  still  he  lived  in  pining  discontent, 
Sadness  which  no  indulgence  could  prevent ; 
Hence  whole  day  wanderings,  broken  nightly  sleeps 
And  lonesome  watch  that  out  of  doors  he  keeps ; 
Not  oftentimes,  I  trust,  as  we,  poor  brute ! 
Espied  him  on  his  legs  sustained,  blank,  mute. 
And  of  all  visible  motipn  destitute. 
So  that  the  very  heaving  of  his  breath 
Seemed  stopt,  though  by  some  other  power  than 

death. 
Long  as  we  gazed  upon  the  form  and  face, 
A  mild  domestic  pity  kept  its  place, 
Unscared  by  thronging  fancies  of  strange  hue 
That  haunted  us  in  spite  of  what  we  knew. 
Even  now  I  sometimes  think  of  him  as  lost 
In  second-sight  appearances,  or  crost 
By  spectral  shapes  of  guilt,  or  to  the  ground. 
On  which  he  stood,  by  speUs  unnatural  bound. 
Like  a  gaunt  shaggy  Porter  forced  to  wait 
In  days  of  old  romance  at  Archimago's  gate. 

Advancing  Sununer,  Nature's  law  fulfilled, 
The  choristers  in  every  grove  had  stilled ; 
But  we,  we  lacked  not  music  of  our  own. 
For  lightsome  Fanny  had  thus  early  thrown, 
Mid  the  gay  prattle  of  those  infant  tongues, 
Some  notes  prelusive,  from  the  round  of  songs 
With  which,  more  zealous  than  the  liveliest  bird 
That  in  wild  Arden's  brakes  was  ever  heard, 
Her  work  and  her  work's  partners  she  can  cheer. 
The  whole  day  long,  and  all  days  of  the  year. 

Thus  gladdened  from  our  own  dear  Yale  we  pass 
And  soon  approach  Diana's  Looking-glass  I 
To  Loughrigg-tam,  round  clear  and  bright  as 

heaven. 
Such  name  Italian  fimcy  would  have  given, 
Ere  on  its  banks  the  few  grey  cabins  rose 
That  yet  disturb  not  its  concealed  repose 
More  than  the  feeblest  wind  that  idly  blowib 

Ah,  Beaumont  1  when  an  opening  in  the  road 
Stopped  me  at  once  by  charm  of  what  it  showed. 
The  encirding  region  vividly  exprest 
Within  the  mirror's  depth,  a  world  at  rest — 
Sky  streaked  with  purple,  grove  and  craggy  bieUl  • , 
And  the  anooth  green  of  many  a  pendsot  field, 

*  A  word  ooaoMNi  to  tb«  ooontrj,  irfgnlfylnf  •heltn',  n* 
to  Sontland. 
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A  Hnla  lUnug  ironld-b*  mleriUI, 

Ono  ehimiiay  ■noking  uid  iu  uim  wrcMh. 

Amdale  M  in  Uis  calm  Pool  li«ie«tli. 

With  here  Miil  Ihsn  ■  binl  imperiitct  glouii 

Of  nlei>liliM  VBiled  in  miaty  mtntia — 

Wh*t  woiiiier  ft!  this  hoar  of  stiUneas  deejii 

A  iluilowj  liiik  'iwem  vulierulDeB  and  ■Itvp, 

Wlwn  Nature'a  edt,  kmid  «udi  b1ei>[liD|[>  •^■ii" 

To  icndar  TiaJble  her  own  soft  dmuni, 

I^  nrixed  with  *h>t  nppittml  oT  mrk,  lawn,  wiwd, 

Fbndlf  eniboaamHl  in  die  tranquil  flood. 

A  ^hnpae  I  caOf^I  of  lliat  Abode,  lir  Tliet' 

Darfgned  in  riM  in  liumblE  privacy, 

A  lowlj  Dwelling,  here  to  be  outspread. 

Uka  a  onall  Hamlet,  with  in  baoliTuI  heod 

Half  hid  iu  naiin  nns.     Alia  'tia  not. 

Nor  wcF  waa ;  I  ngbed,  and  left  the  apot 

UoooiudaiB  of  ila  own  uiiioward  lot. 

And  thoo^t  in  oleaco,  with  legret  loo  keen. 

Of  uiMxpraien«od  joya  (hal  might  have  been  ; 

or  neigliboaTbood  and  iatonningling  arts, 

And  golden  nimiDer  dajv  nniting  rfaeerfid  hearts. 

Bui  liiDe,  iirerontUe  time,  b  flown. 

And  lot  OS  utter  thanks  for  bleannga  aown 

And  reaped — what  hath  been,  and  what  ia,  our  own. 

Not  fiv  we  bsrened  ere  a  ihoal  of  gtte, 
StMtnng  na  all,  dbqmacd  mjr  TererJe ; 
Sndt  abooi  aa  many  a  ifwrtiTe  aobo  mertJng 
Oft-ttmea  bom  AlpkM  fAotia  anida  a  greeting. 
Wfaence  Ibo  hlilhe  bail  I  behold  a  Poagant  sland 
On  high,  a  kereMef  waring  in  linr  hand  t 
Not  unexpectant  that  bjr  (ar);  itay 
Our  little  Hand  would  IhHd  ibis  mountain  way. 
[leFore  bar  rotla^  on  the  bright  hill  sde 
S)ie  halli  advannd  with  hope  t»  be  deartird. 
EUglit  gladl;  answering  sgtlala  we  diaplaynl. 
Moving  along  a  tnel  of  nwtning  eliade. 
And  vocal  viihes  sent  of  like  good  will 
To  our  kind  Friend  high  on  the  ounny  hill— 
Luminona  region,  bir  u  if  the  prime 
Were  templing  all  astir  to  look  aloft  or  rlinib  i 
Only  tlio  renlTO  of  the  shining  cot 
With  door  luft  open  makes  a  gloomy  spoi. 
Kmbl(4ii  iif  thoie  dark  camera  somethiics  found 
Within  the  hnppieet  bn-ant  on  .*nhly  Kmm.d. 

lUeh  prospect  led  bcfaind  of  ilrciaa  and  vali'. 
And  imnuilaiii-lopa,  a  barren  ridi[B  we  sraU: ; 
Daaamd  and  raaoh,  in  Yevdale'a  depths,  a  plain 
Witli   liaymeka  aiadded,  nriped  witli   yellowing 


Aloft  the  BaTfa  hanga  a  *i 

FearlfSKOfallaa 

llul  sunbeamaBU  the  at 

At  our  approach,  a  jealous  w 

Nutsf  that  bring!  fortii  no  Utc 

Hut  the  whole  b 

With  YoBDgaDdOld  w 

Andjoeund  anul 

Prcn  tonrard  by  the  trawng  di 

Entering,  we  Bnd  the  maming  n 

So  down  we  ait,  thou^  not  til)  ■ 


With  amber  honey  from  tbe  m 
Strawberriea  fboni  lane  or  mm 
Of  children's  indOBlry,  in  hillod 
Cakea  lor  the  nonce,  and  bnlUtf 
Upon  a  lordly  diah  i  trxak  boMi 
Wliere  aimple  art  with  botmtei 
And  cottage  comfort  ahunned  i 


Kind  Uoateaa !  H»mlmai 
If  lluiu  be  lovelier  than  the 
Word*  by  thy  pmenee  unl 
or  a  perpetual  dawn  from  brow 
Inatincl  with  h^il  whoee  awei 
Never  rctiting,  in  thy  large  di 
Dark  but  tu  every  gentle  feiJiif 


Por  wounile  inflicted,  nor  what  I 
By  fortitude  and  patience,  and  I 
Of  heaven  in  pity  visiting  tbe  p| 
^et  unadvisedly  tboae  seen 
1  leave  unaearched  ^  enough  thai 


Hen 


I  else 


inJiT- 


a  l^ki'  aiid  spread 


Their  own  atgnificaoce  for  hi 
Tu  rural  incidents,  whose  genial 
Flll<:d  with  deli)^t  Uirve  annuMH 

.More  could  my  pen  report  of  J 
That  thrangb  our  gipey  travel  di 
Uut,  bunting  forth  above  the  « 
Langbs  at  my  puna,  and  aecraa  M 
Yet,  Beanmont,  [boa  wilt  not,  t  j 
Thia  hnmble  oSEring  mail 
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de  the  Mute  that  stooped  to  break  a  speil 
oiigfat  hare  else  been  on  me  yet : — 

Fabbwell. 


'KBUSHfO  THB  FO&BOOINO  BPI8TLB  THIRTY 
TBABS  AVTER  ITS  COMPOSITION. 

d  the  Afanlg^ty  Giver  of  all  rest 

Me  dear  yoong  Ones  to  a  fearless  nest ; 

Dsath*8  arms  has  long  reposed  the  Friend 

om  this  simple  Register  was  penned. 

to  the  moth  that  spared  it  for  oar  eyes ; 

rangers  even  the  slighted  Scroll  may  prize, 

by  the  toach  of  kindred  sympathies. 

i?e  die  calm,  repentance  sheds  o'er  strife 

by  remembrances  of  misused  life. 

It  from  past  endeavoars  purely  willed 

Heaven's  fikvour  happily  fulfilled ; 

pe  that  we,  yet  bound  to  Earth,  may  share 

s  of  the  Departed— what  so  fair 

lelesB  pleasore^  not  without  some  tears, 

Bd  through  Love's  transparent  veil  of  years  1 

-Louenuoo  Tarit,  sllnded  to  in  the  foregoing 
WMnHwi,  thflogh  mnofa  nBaller  in  oompus,  the 
ni^or  Specmium  Diana  as  it  ia  often  called,  not 
isolaar  wains  and  circular  form,  and  the  beaaty 
tdly  samninding  it,  hut  also  as  being  overlooked 
Biocnoe  of  Langdale  Pikes  as  Lake  Nemi  is  by 
MoBli  Oalvn.  Since  thto  EplsUe  was  written 
f  Tkn  has  lost  mnoh  of  ite  beaoty  by  the  felling 
natoral  damps  of  wood,  relios  of  tiie  old  forest, 
rty  vpon  the  farm  called  **  The  Oaks,"  from  the 
36  of  th&t  tree  which  grew  ther& 
be  regretted,  npon  public  grounds,  that  Sir  George 
it  did  not  oarry  into  effect  his  intention  of  ooB- 
hcre  a  Bummer  Retreat  in  the  style  I  hare 
;  as  bis  taste  would  have  set  an  example  how 
,  with  all  fibe  aooommodations  modem  society 
might  be  introduced  even  into  the  most  secluded 
this  ooontry  without  li^uring  their  native  oha- 
The  design  was  not  abandoned  from  failure  of 
n  CO  his  part,  but  in  oonsequenoe  of  looal  unto- 
BS  whlfdi  need  not  be  particularised. 


II. 

AND  SILVER  FISHB3  IN  A  VASE, 

naring  laric  is  blest  as  prond 

leo  at  heaven's  gate  she  sings ; 

oving  bee  proclaims  aloud 

r  flight  by  vocal  wings ; 

)  Ye,  in  lasting  durance  pent, 

mr  silent  lives  employ 

omething  more  than  duU  content, 

sugh  haply  less  than  joy. 


Yet  might  your  glaaqr  prison  seem 

A  place  where  joy  is  known, 
Where  golden  flash  and  silver  gleam 

Have  meanings  of  their  own  ; 
While,  high  and  low,  and  all  about. 

Your  moti(ms,  glittering  Elves ! 
Ye  weave— oo  danger  from  without, 

And  peace  among  yourselves. 

Type  of  a  sunny  human  breast 

Is  your  transparent  cell ; 
Where  Fear  is  but  a  transient  guest, 

No  sullen  Humours  dwell ; 
Where,  sensitive  of  every  ray 

That  smites  this  tiny  sea. 
Your  scaly  panoplies  repay 

The  loan  with  umzy. 

How  beautiful  1 — Yet  none  knows  why 

This  ever-graceful  change. 
Renewed— renewed  incessantly — 

Within  your  quiet  range. 
Is  it  that  ye  with  conscious  skill 

For  mutual  pleasure  glide ; 
And  sometimes,  not  without  your  will, 

Are  dwarfed,  or  magnified  t 

Fays,  Qesm  of  gigantic  size ! 

And  now,  in  twilight  dim. 
Clustering  like  constellated  eyes, 

In  wings  of  Cherubim, 
When  the  fierce  orbs  abate  their  glare ; — 

Whate'er  your  forms  express, 
Whato'er  ye  seem,  whate'er  ye  are — 

AH  leads  to  gentleness. 

Cold  though  your  nature  be,  'tis  pure ; 

Your  birthright  is  a  fence 
From  all  that  haughtier  kinds  enduro 

Through  tyranny  of  sense. 
Ah !  not  alone  by  colours  bright 

Are  Ye  to  heaven  allied. 
When,  like  essential  Forms  of  light, 

Ye  mingle,  or  divide. 

For  day-dreams  soft  as  e'er  beguiled 

Day-thoughto  while  limbs  repose ; 
For  moonlight  fascinations  mild. 

Your  gift,  ere  shutters  close — 
Accept,  mute  Captives !  thanks  and  praise ; 

And  may  this  tribute  prove 
That  gentle  admirations  raise 

Delight  resembling  love.  l«ft 
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LIBERTY. 

(bE((DEL   to   the    IB 


'ThB  lHiert)'otBp»plB™osl"t>tn  being  goierncij  ay  liw> 
fomi  tt  bs D( gotiniineDt.  TbellbartjrafaprJvnbiiiiui. 
iBBf  cniiilit  wilh  (hn  U«t  o(  God  ud  of  hU  muntrr. 

Tqdse  brealhing  Tokens  of  your  kbd  regard, 

(Suepeot  not.  Anno,  tli&t  their  T&le  is  bard  ; 

Nat  HKiii  does  ought  to  whidi  mild  fiuicics  cling 

la  lonel]'  spots,  beeome  &  slighted  thing ;) 

Those  ffilent  Inmnteg  nov  no  longer  Bhore, 

Nor  do  Ihey  need,  our  hospitsble  carp. 

Removed  in  kiodoeBS  from  their  glofi^  Cell 

To  tho  fresh  watem  of  a.  living  «'ell— 

An  elttD  pool  eo  sheltered  tliat  its  rest 

No  vinda  disturb ;  (he  mirror  of  ivho«e  breust 

la  mooth  aa  cUsr,  sare  when*  wilh  dimples  small 

A  &j  may  settle,  or  a  blossom  lull. 

— ITten  ewinu,  of  bUdng  Eun  and  beating  shower 

FearieSB  (but  how  obecured  1}  the  golden  Power, 

UleaniB  lij"  the  riebest  jewel  unBiiqiaat; 

And  nenr  liim,  dartliiig  like  a  auileo  Gnome, 

The  silver  Tenant  of  (he  crystal  dome  ; 

Dissevered  both  from  all  (he  mysteries 

Of  fane  and  altering  shape  tliat  charmed  all  eyes. 

Alu  !  (liey  pined,  they  langm^hcd  while  they  shone; 

And,  if  not  eo,  what  matters  beau(y  gone 

And  admiration  los(,  by  ehange  of  place 

That  brings  to  the  inward  creature  no  disgrace  I 

But  if  the  change  restore  his  birlliright,  then, 

WliHte'iT  the  dilftrence,  bonndless  is  tlie  gun. 

Who  coji  divine  whiil  impulses  from  God 

Reach  the  enged  lark,  witliin  a  town-abode. 

From  his  poor  inch  or  (wo  of  daisied  siid  '. 

O  yield  him  back  his  privilege  '. — No  aea 

Swells  like  the  bosom  of  a  man  set  free ; 

A  vildemeSB  is  rich  with  hberty. 

Roll  on,  ye  s|>DU(ing  whales,  who  die  nr  keep 

Your  independence  in  the  fathomless  Deep ! 

Spread,  tiny  nautilus,  the  Uving  sul ; 

Dive,  at  thy  clioice,  or  brave  the  fntshening  gale  I 

If  unreproved  the  ambitions  eagle  mount 

Sunward  to  seek  the  daylight  in  its  fouat, 

Days,  gulfs,  and  ocean's  Indian  width,  !<hall  hr, 

Till  the  world  perishes,  a  field  for  tlicc  • 


While  musing  bere  I  nt  in  shadow  cool. 
And  watcli  these  mute  CompanJona,  m  the  poi^ 
(Among  reflected  boughs  of  lea^  trees) 
By  glimpses  caught — disportlDg  at  their  eaue, 
Ealiveoeil,  braced,  by  hardy  luxuries, 
I  aak  what  warrant  fixed  ibem  (fake  a  spell 
Of  witchcraft  filed  (ham)  in  the  crystal  cell ; 
To  wheel  with  languid  motion  roimd  and  rom^ 
Beantitul,  yet  in  moumfiil  durance  hTiuid. 
Thdr  peace,  perhaps,  oar  Ugfalest  foolfill  manti 
On  their  quick  sense  our  BmetcBl  mnac  janvtj 
And  whither  could  they  dart,  if  seised  wilh  IbiV 
No  sheltering  stone,  no  tamglod  root  ina  nav. 
When  (ire  or  taper  ceased  to  cheer  the  roon^ 
They  wore  away  the  night  in  stafleas  gloom ; 
And,  when  (he  S(m  first  dawned  apon  the  (tr^ 
How  faint  their  portion  of  Ids  rital  beams! 
Thus,  and  nnable  to  complain,  they  bred, 
While  not  one  joy  of  ours  by  than  was  aim 

U  there  a  cherished  bird  ( I  ventore  do* 
To  snatch  a  sprig  from  fhaueer'i  reveroid  bnwH 
Is  there  a  brilliant  fondling  of  the  cage, 
Tliough  sure  of  plaudits  on  Ids  costly  da^ 
Though  fed  with  dainties  from  (hesnowj»lii»l 
Of  a  kind  mistress,  fairest  of  the  land. 
But  gladly  would  osci^  ;  and,  if  need  «a«, 
Scnttsr  the  colours  from  the  phunes  thai  IM 
The  emoni'ipatod  captive  thn>oi;h  blithe  air 
Inti)  strange  woods,  where  ho  at  large  uii)  hn 
On  best  or  worst  which  they  and  KaUrF  ff"  I 
The  beetle  loves  his  unpretending  track. 
The  snml  the  house  ho  carries  on  his  Ivl ; 
The  for-fetiL'bod  worm  wilh  pleasnre  would  d>rt 
The  bed  wo  give  him,  though  of  aoltest  dd«9 ; 
A  noble  instinct ;  hi  all  kinds  the  same. 
All  ranks  1    What  Sovereign,  worthy  of  the  i^H 
If  doomed  to  breathe  against  his  lawful  wiH 
An  element  that  fUttors  him— to  luR, 
But  would  rejoice  to  borter  ontvard  show 
For  the  least  boon  that  freedom  can  b«tow  t 

But  most  tlie  Bard  is  true  to  inborn  ri^^I, 
Lurk  of  the  dawn,  and  Philomel  of  night, 
Exulttt  in  froeilom,  can  with  raptore  touc4i 
For  llie  dear  blessings  of  a  lowlj  oouch, 
A  natural  meal— ilayH,nionths,&ooiKaiii>T'*bsa 
Time,  place,  and  burane^  aD  at  his  command  ^ 
Who  bends  to  happier  duties,  who  more  wise 
Than  the  industrious  Poet,  taught  lo  print, 
Above  all  grandeur,  a  pore  life  nnrroeanl 
By  cares  in  wliich  aimpUcity  is  lot,t ! 
That  Ufe— the  flowery  path  that  winds  by  fleal* 
Which  Horace  iieeilcl  for  his  spirit's  hmltb  ; 
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or,  in  heart  and  genius,  oyercome 
i  and  strife,  and  qaestions  wearisome, 
rain  splendours  of  Imperial  Rome  I — 
'  mirth  his  social  hoars  inspire, 
ion  nnimatft  his  sportiTO  lyre, 
to  verse  that,  crowning  light  Distress 
rianda,  cheats  her  into  happiness ; 
the  hnmhlest  note  of  those  sad  strains 
orth  by  preesore  of  his  gilded  chains, 
moe-sonbeam  from  his  memory  fell 
e  Sabine  hrm  he  lored  so  well ; 
t  the  prattle  of  Blandosia's  spring 
1  his  ear— he  only  listening — 
d  to  please,  above  all  rivals,  fit 
he  palm  of  gaiety  and  wit ; 
}t  not,  with  invohmtary  dread, 
g  from  each  new  favoor  to  be  shed, 
rorid's  Rnler,  on  his  honoured  head ! 

eep  viaon's  intellectual  scene, 

nest  longings  and  regrets  as  keen 

*d  the  melancholy  Cowley,  laid 

fancied  yew-tree's  luckless  shade ; 

1  bower  for  penitential  song, 

hn  and  Muse  complained  of  mutual  wrong ; 

un's  ideal  current  glided  by, 

que  towers  nodded  their  foreheads  high, 

dear  to  studious  privacy. 

tone,  who  had  long  been  used  to  sport 

8  tried  Servant  of  a  thankless  Court, 

g  met  his  wishes ;  and  to  you 

nant  of  his  days  at  least  was  true ; 

om,  though  long  deserted,  he  loved  beet ; 

oes,  books,  fields,  liberty,  and  rest ! 

tppier  diey  who,  fixing  hope  and  aim 

nmanities  of  peaceful  fame, 

times  with  more  than  martial  fire 

Toos  course,  a^ire,  and  still  aspire ; 

)y  warnings  heeded  not  too  late 

t  contradictions  of  their  fate, 

oe  purpose  cleave,  their  Being's  godlike 

ate! 

gifted  Friend,  but  with  the  placid  brow 
nan  ne'er  should  forfeit,  keep  thy  vow ; 
dest  scorn  reject  whate'er  would  blind 
real  eyesight,  cramp  the  winged  mind ! 
th  a  blessing  granted  from  above 
act,  word,  thought,  and  look  of  love, 
dk  for  Thee  may  lie  unclosed,  till  age 
h  a  thankful  tear  bedrop  its  latest  page  •. 
issa 

know,  alas  I  no  poaifbiUty  of  the  aniicipatloo, 
h  the  above  Efttiom  ooooladta,  being  reaUaed : 


IV. 


POOR  ROBIN.* 


Now  when  the  primroee  makes  a  splendid  show, 
And  lilies  face  the  March-winds  in  full  blow, 
And  humbler  growths  as  moved  with  one  desire 
Put  on,  to  welcome  spring,  their  best  attire. 
Poor  Robin  is  yet  fiowerless ;  but  how  gay 
With  his  red  stalks  upon  this  sunny  day  I 
And,  as  his  tufts  of  leaves  he  spreads,  content 
With  a  hard  bed  and  scanty  nourishment, 
Mixed  with  the  green,  some  shine  not  lacking  power 
To  rival  summer's  brightest  scariet  fiower ; 
And  fiowers  they  well  might  seem  to  passers-by 
If  looked  at  only  with  a  careless  eye ; 
Flowers— or  a  richer  produce  (did  it  suit 
The  season)  sprinklings  of  ripe  strawberry  fruit 

But  while  a  thousand  pleasures  come  unsought, 
Why  fix  upon  his  wealth  or  want  a  thought  ? 
Is  the  string  touched  in  prelude  to  a  lay 
Of  pretty  fSancies  that  would  round  him  play 
When  all  the  world  acknowledged  elfin  sway  I 
Or  does  it  suit  our  humour  to  commend 
Poor  Robin  as  a  sure  and  crafty  friend. 
Whose  practice  teaches,  spite  of  names  to  show 
Bright  colours  whether  they  decdve  or  no  I — 
Nay,  we  would  simply  praise  the  free  good-will 
With  which,  though  slighted,  he,  on  naked  hill 
Or  in  warm  valley,  seeks  his  part  to  fill ; 
Cheerful  alike  if  bare  of  flowers  as  now. 
Or  when  his  tiny  gems  shall  deck  his  brow : 
Yet  more,  we  wish  that  men  by  men  despised, 
And  such  as  lift  their  foreheads  overprized, 
Shouldsometimeatliink,where'erthey chance  to  spy 
This  child  of  Nature's  own  humility, 


nor  were  the  rereee  erer  wen  by  the  Indlridnal  fwr  whom 
they  were  intended.  She  aooompanied  her  hukband,  the 
Her.  Wm.  Pletober,  to  India,  and  died  of  cholera,  at 
the  afe  of  thirty-two  or  thirty-three  yean,  on  hter  way 
from  Shal^iore  to  Bombay*  deeply  lamented  by  all  who 
knew  her. 

Her  enthndaanwaa  ardent,  her  piety  ateadfaat;  and  her 
great  talcata  would  have  eoaUed  her  to  be  eminently  uaeful 
in  the  diAcolt  path  of  life  to  which  the  had  been  called. 
The  opinion  ibe  entertained  of  her  own  performaaoei. 
glTcn  to  the  wwld  under  her  maiden  name,  Jewsbury.  wn« 
modeet  and  homble,  and.  indeed,  far  below  their  meriU  i 
as  ia  often  the  caae  with  thoee  who  are  making  trial  of 
their  powen,  with  a  hope  to  dieoorer  what  they  are  beet 
fitted  for.  In  one  quality,  via.,  qulokneei  in  the  motkma  of 
her  mind,  ibe  had,  within  the  range  of  the  Author^ 
aoqnainfanoeb  no  equaL 

*  The  imall  wild  Oeraninm  known  by  (hat  name. 
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Wbat  recompeDJM  is  l.<.-|it  in  otor^  or  left 
For  bU  thai  Beem  ni-gleetod  or  bereft ; 

v.. 

TO  A  kEDBBEAST— (IN  SICKNES^ 
Sut,  Uttle  cheerful  Robin  !  stay. 

Aud  M  my  casement  sng. 
Though  it  ^onld  prove  a  brewvU  Uy 
And  this  our  parting  spring. 

THE  OLEANEIt 

Though  I,  al«!  niay  no'er  enjoy 

The  promise  in  thy  «mg  : 
A  charm,  that  thought  can  iiol  dtetror. 

(.«o<.»T<o  ».  *  r.cto».J 

Dotli  In  tliy  stnuu  belong 

That  hsiipy  fleam  of  vBrual  eyra. 
Those  lock*  from  Bumniert  gnldon  skies, 

Tb«t  q'bt  thy  Ih-ow  are  shol ; 
ThW  eheefc— a  kindling  of  the  mom. 
Thill  ijp— a  rose-bud  Crom  tlis  tliuni. 

Iww;«.dFm.cy.pod 
To  Buones  Anindiui,  whiflpering,  Ibrougli  »oft  iiir. 
Of  bliss  that  grows  without  >  care, 

(How  cm  it  where  hive  never  die«  t) 

Can  resch  the  innocent  deUght ; 
Where  pity,  to  the  mind  conveyed 
In  plmsure,  is  the  darkcet  shade 
That  Time,  nawrinkled  grandsire,  Hinga 
From  hl6  smoolbly  gliding  wingE.. 

Melhinks  tliat  in  my  dying  hour 
Thy  song  would  still  !«  dear, 

And  widi  a  more  than  earthly  power 
My  passing  Sfirit  cheer. 

Tllon,  little  Bird,  this  boon  eonfer. 

Come,  and  my  roqnieai  King, 
Nor  lail  to  be  the  hartMngei- 

1 

PLOATINO  tSLAND.             , 
Tht-e  I1i.«  an  bj  the  AoUwr  of  dw  AMr^4 

nc  ^boTBto.It«<Il>nulint>rad«in>«dlciiMcl 

What  mortal  form,  what  earthly  fact 
Inspired  the  pencil,  lines  to  trace. 
And  mingle  <wlours,  that  eliould  breed 
Sucli  rsptiu*,  nor  "aiit  power  lo  foed  : 
For  had  thy  charge  been  idle  floncrs, 

HABMONrona  Powers  with  Nature  w,n+ 
On  sky,  earth,  river,  lake  and  sek ; 

All  in  one  duteous  task  agree. 

Fur  Damsel !  o'ei-  my  capdvo  mind. 

To  truth  and  sober  reason  blind, 

-.Mid  llial  soft  air,  Ihoao  loag-loat  bowera, 

Tlie  sweet  illusion  migbt  have  hnng,  for  liumv. 

Once  did  1  see  a  slip  of  «rth 
{By  throbbing  waves  long  undermined) 
Loosed  from  its  hold  ;  how,  no  one  knew, 
But  aU  mi^ht  see  it  float,  obedimt  to  the  -ini 

Thanks  to  this  tcU-tale  sheaf  of  com. 

Life's  d^ly  taak.  with  them  to  share 
Who,  whether  from  their  lowly  bi-d 

Might  see  it,  from  iho  many  Aorv 

DisBHvered,  float  upon  tho  Lake, 

Float  witli  its  crest  of  trees  ad'tmod 

On  whicli  (he  warbling  birds  their  pastinH^  at 

They  rise,  or  rest  the  weary  lii'ad. 
Ponder  the  blessing  they  enlrcal 
From  Heaven,  »ud/«i  what  they  repeat. 

That  aska  for  daily  bread. 

Food,  dielter,  safety,  there  they  find  ; 
There  borries  ripen,  tlowcrels  bloom  ; 
There  insecls  live  their  lives,  and  die ; 
A  peopled  woHil  it  in ;  in  size  a  tiny  room. 

isaa. 

And  thus  through  many  sesrsotui'  nore 
This  little  Island  may  survive ; 

But  Nature,  tliougli  we  mark  her  not. 
Will  tste  away,  may  ecmme  to  give. 
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when  you  are  wandering  forth 

vacant  sonny  day, 

object,  hope,  or  fear, 
ir  eyes  may  torn — the  Isle  is  paased 

r; 

eath  the  glittering  Lake^, 

» longer  to  be  found ; 

( finagments  shall  remain 

some  other  ground. 

D.  W. 


VIII. 

,  lata  jMtreen  I  mw  the  new  moone 

le  sold  moone  in  hir  anneb' 

UMad  nf&r  Pairiek  Spenee,  Percy's  Heliquet 

Id  hail  (howe'er  serene  the  sky) 

re-entering  her  monthly  round, 

yet  given  me  to  espy 

Shape  within  her  arms  imbound, 

lemento  of  effolgenoe  lost 

e  have  named  hsr  Predecessor'A  ghost. 

!  the  Crescent  that  above  me  shone, 
ercdved  within  it  dull  or  dim ; 
>eared  was  suitable  to  One 
rj  had  a  thousand  fields  to  skim ; 
tions  spreading  with  wild  growth, 
hat  kept  with  me  her  plighted  troth. 

idon  quickening  at  tiie  view) 
it  lannched  on  a  boundless  flood ; 
«8t,  like  Dian's  when  it  threw 
t  splendour  round  a  leafy  wood ; 
int  from  under-ground,  no  sign 
glimmering  brow  of  Proserpine. 

^ian*s  sdf  that  seemed  to  move 
— nothing  blemished  the  fair  sight ; 
oked  whom  jocund  Fairies  love, 
lo  puts  the  Uule  stars  to  flight, 
t  thinning  magnifies  the  great, 
ion  of  her  sovereign  state. 

[  learned  to  mark  the  spectral  Sha])c 
V  Moon  obeyed  the  call  of  Time, 
1  on  me,  swift  was  my  escape  ; 
privilege  hath  life's  gay  Prime, 
ot  to  see,  as  best  may  please 
Spirit,  and  a  heart  at  ease. 

ing  Stranger!  when  thou  meet'st  my 
iSBOciate  ever  I  discern ; 


Emblem  of  thoughts  too  eager  to  advance 
While  I  salute  my  joys,  thoughts  sad  or  stem ; 
Shades  of  past  blise^  or  phantoms  that,  to  gain 
Their  fill  of  promised  lustre,  wait  in  vain. 

So  changes  mortal  Life  with  fleeting  years ; 
A  mournful  change,  should  Reason  fail  to  bring 
The  timely  innght  that  can  temper  feat's. 
And  from  vicissitude  remove  its  sting ; 
While  Faith  aspires  to  seats  in  that  domain 
Where  joys  are  perfect — ^neither  wax  nor  wane. 

1820. 


IX. 

TO  THE  LADY  FLEMING, 

OW  BXXIffO  THX  PODNDATIOll    rBXPABIMO  VOa  THE   KIIBC- 
TION  OP  BTDAL  CHAFXL,   WBfTMOBXLAMO. 

I. 

Blbst  is  this  Isle— our  native  Land ; 
Where  battlement  and  moated  gate 
Are  objects  only  for  the  hand 
Of  hoary  Time  to  decorate ; 
Where  shady  hamlet,  town  that  breatlieH 
Its  busy  smoke  in  social  wreaths, 
No  rampart's  stem  defence  require. 
Nought  but  the  beaven-direeted  spire, 
And  steeple  tower  (with  peafing  bells 
Far-heard) — our  only  citadels. 

II. 
O  Lady  I  from  a  noble  line 
Of  chieftains  sprung,  who  stoutly  bore 
The  spear,  yet  gave  to  works  divine 
A  bounteous  help  in  days  of  yore, 
(As  records  mouldering  in  the  Dell 
Of  Nightshade  •  haply  yet  may  tell ;) 
Thee  kindred  aspirations  moved 
To  buUd,  within  a  vale  beloved. 
For  Him  upon  whose  high  bdiests 
All  peace  depends,  all  safety  rests. 

in. 
How  fondly  will  the  woods  embrace 
This  daughter  of  thy  pious  care. 
Lifting  her  front  with  modest  grace 
To  make  a  lair  recess  more  fair ; 
And  to  exalt  the  passing  hour ; 
Or  soothe  it  with  a  healing  power 
Drawn  from  the  Sacrifice  fulfilled, 
Before  this  rugged  soil  was  tilled. 
Or  human  habitation  rose 
Tu  interrupt  the  deep  repose ! 


*  BekangB  Ghyll— or  the  dell  of  Nfghtihade— in  which 
stand*  St.  Manr's  Abbey  In  Low  Pui 
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lu;  (he  vilUgern  rejain  I 
r  uB«t,  nor  cold,  nor  we«y  w/t, 
'ill  be  khindruce  to  Ihe  roice 
ThM  would  unite  in  pnyer  and  |mue ; 
Ifore  ialy  stud]  wild  waoderiog  Youlh 
Receive  ilia  curb  of  ncred  truth, 
Sbjdl  tottering  Age,  beiit  eortbwud,  heu- 
The  Pronii«e,  with  uplifted  ear ; 
And  Ml  HhaU  welcome  tl<e  new  nj 
Imputol  to  their  aabbitth-da}'. 


Nop  deem  (he  Poet's  I 

His  tkncj  choUod — ttut  can  m 

A  Blude  upiD  tlie  fulun  can, 


Oflii 


nclily; 


Cui  he&r  Ilia  moni  lory 'clock 
Sound  o'up  the  Uko  wllli  jt^ille  ihnok 
At  BTDning,  when  the  groond  benvadi 
Is  niSIed  o'er  with  felU  ol 
Whcro  luippy  genemtiutiB  li 
Here  tutored  for  elcniit)'. 


if  d»th; 


ilighla 
BliBhts 


UvEe  there  >  mui  whom  sole 
Are  trivuJ  pomp  and  cit}-  nai 
lardeniog  a  heart  (bat  loathi 
tbat  eTcrf  natum]  heart  enjojs  I 
Who  never  caught  a  Doau-tido  dream 
From  munntir  of  a  running  Mresm ; 
Cnuid  atrip,  for  aught  the  prospect  yiehle 
To  him,  llieir  venlure  from  tho  fitlds"; 
And  lake  the  radiance  from  the  cloudg 
In  which  the  Bun  his  setting  shrouds, 

A  soul  so  pidably  forlorn, 
If  such  do  on  this  earth  abide, 
Maj  season  apathy  with  scorn, 
May  turn  iDdiffercnco  to  pride  ; 
And  still  be  not  unblcst— compared 
With  him  who  grovels,  self- debarred 
From  all  that  Ues  wilhin  llic  scope 
Of  lioly  tsjth  and  chrisliui  hope ; 
Or,  sliipwreck'd,  kindles  on  the  coast 
False  fires,  that  others  may  be  lost. 

Alas  1  that  such  perrerled  real 

Should  spread  on  BrilMn's  ravoured  ground  I 

That  public  order,  priyate  weal, 

Sliould  e'er  have  felt  or  foirDd  a  wound 

From  ehftiripi'ins  of  the  desperate  buw 

Which  &oin  their  own  blind  hearts  ibey  dra' 


Who  tempt  lliHr  ivasun 
God,  wbiun  their  [—» Boni 
And  bout  that  thay  aloni 
Who  rcMli  this  din  caOx 


Bui  turn  we  from  thcM  ' 
The  way,  mild  Ijw];  1  thi 
Down  to  their  '  dark  opp 
Is  all  too  rough  for  Thee 
Softly  aa  moming  vapour 
Down  Ryd»l-cove  from  I 
Should  move  the  (euor  ol 
Who  means  to  charity  at 
Whose  oSering  gladly  wo 
With  tills  day's  work,  in 

Hearen  prosper  it  I  maf 

And  hitpe,  acd  cousotatia 
Thniu;{h  its  meek  influeii 
And  penetrate  the  hearts 
All  who,  around  the  halh: 
.  Shall  eojoom  in  this  fair 
Grateful  to  Thee,  while  ■ 
And  aaeient  ordinance,  al 
For  opportunity  beatowoi 
To  kneel  together,  and  ■< 


Thtlidp-ihli^hslnckBrt 
WliQ  [rcjids  upon  Iho  ftiO 

Uur  chiircbeh.  InTDrUbly  pott 

in  the  .nci,'nl  iwn  w»  4m3 
CUfte,  hy  tin?  |M>lnt  In  (ho  bo4 

When  in  the  an(iquD  age  g( 
And  feudal  rapine  clothed^ 
Come  miuifiters  of  peace,  Ui 
The  Mother  Church  in  yoj 

Then,  to  her  Patron  SaiDti 
liesuunded  with  deep  b« 
Through  unremitting  vij 
Till  fi-om  his  couch  tlie  ' 
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ad  straiight — as  by  divine  command, 
liad  waited  for  that  sign  to  trace 
v's  foundation,  gave  with  careful  hand 
h  altar  its  determined  place ; 

Him  who  in  the  Orient  bom 
1,  and  on  the  cross  his  hfe  resigned, 
from  out  the  regions  of  the  mom, 
pomp,  shall  come  to  judge  mankind. 

heir  creed ; — ^nor  fiuled  the  eastern  sky, 
more  awful  feelings,  to  infuse 
and  natural  hopes  that  shall  not  die, 
e  sun  his  gladsome  course  renews. 

li  such  prelusive  vigil  ceased ; 

3  plant,  like  men  of  elder  days 

an  altar  faithful  to  the  east, 

e  tall  window  drinks  the  morning  rays ; 

IS  emblem  giving  to  the  eye 
tvotion,  which  erewhile  it  gave, 
>1  of  the  day-spring  from  on  high, 
t  o'er  the  darkness  of  the  grave. 

1883. 


zi. 

:ORN  OF  EGREMONT  CASTLE. 

tithers  through  the  gateway 

1  w\th  old  and  young, 

n  Sir  Eustace  pointed 

iges  there  had  hung. 

s  which  none  could  sound, 

n  living  ground, 

lo  came  as  rightful  Heir 

at*8  Domains  and  Castle  fair. 

times  of  earliest  record 
>use  of  Lucie  bom, 
It  had  held  the  Lordship 
proof  upon  the  Horn : 
appointed  hour 
^om^ — it  owned  his  power ; 
nowledged :  and  the  blast, 
I  Sir  Eustace  sounded,  wab  the  laitL 

ace  Sir  Eustace  pointed, 

icrt  thus  said  he, 

»eak  this  Horn  shall  witness 

ter  memory. 

and  neglect  me  not ! 

*,  and  on  this  sfiot, 

ire  uttered  from  my  heart, 

earnest  prayer  ere  we  depcurL 


On  good  service  we  are  going 

Life  to  risk  by  sea  and  land. 

In  which  course  if  Christ  our  Saviour 

Do  my  sinful  soul  demand. 

Hither  come  thou  back  straightway, 

Hubert,  if  alive  that  day ; 

Return,  and  soimd  the  Horn,  that  we 

May  have  a  living  House  still  left  in  thee !" 

**  Fear  not,"  quickly  answered  Hubert ; 

'^  As  I  am  thy  Father's  son, 

Wliat  thou  askest,  noble  Brother, 

With  God's  favour  shall  be  done." 

So  were  both  right  well  content : 

Forth  they  from  the  Castle  went, 

And  at  the  head  of  their  Array 

To  Palestine  the  Brothers  took  their  way. 

Side  by  side  they  fought  (the  Lucies 

Were  a  line  for  valour  famed) 

And  where'er  their  strokes  alighted, 

There  the  Saracens  were  tamed. 

Whence,  then,  could  it  come — the  thought — 

By  what  evil  spirit  brought ! 

Oh !  can  a  brave  Man  wish  to  take 

His  Brother's  life,  for  Lands'  and  Castie*s  saket 

'"Sir!"  the  Ruffians  said  to  Hubert, 
*'  Deep  he  lies  in  Jordan  flood." 
Stricken  by  this  ill  assurance. 
Pale  and  trembling  Hubert  stood. 
«  Take  your  earnings."—  Oh  !  tliat  I 
Could  have  teen  my  Bn>thcr  die  1 
It  was  a  pang  tliat  vexed  him  tlien  ; 
And  oft  returned,  again,  and  yet  again. 

Months  passed  on,  and  no  Sir  Eustace  I 
Nor  of  him  were  tidings  h«*an], 
\lliereforc,  bold  as  day,  th«;  MunWrer 
Back  a^pun  to  England  ste«red« 
To  his  Castle  HulM^rt  Rjied  ; 
Nothing  has  he  now  t/>  drea/1. 
But  silent  and  by  st/raltli  hn  came, 
And  at  an  hour  which  noWJy  cmM  natrM*. 

None  eould  t^l  if  it  wi^re  ni^^ki-tinM;, 

Night  or  day,  at  evvn  or  m/fm  ; 

No  one'*  eye  liad  »#*n  him  •ntUt, 

No  OD«r*s  ear  had  iMarl  tiM  W'rrtu 

But  \fM  HnlArt  \%st-%in  ifj^ : 

yi'Xi'JiM  toA  y*aa%  w<fit  mutVmy^y ; 

Whh  pI'rTity  WA*  );m  ikAM  it^*-wl ; 

Abd  brii^t  tlMr  ijuijf  m  wt*//  k^turtit  hm  t^4« 
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IJkewUe  ha  hud  aona  aa.i  danghlcni ; 

And,  u  good  men  do,  ha  Bato 

Good  duffle  grey,  and  flannel  fioo  ; 

Ho  has  a  hlankel  on  UU  back, 

And  while  thus  in  open  da; 

Oniw  he  sate,  m  old  boolu  sa;,            ' 

In  March,  December,  and  in  July, 

A  blast  was  ottered  &vm  the  Horn, 

Tis  ail  the  same  with  Harry  GUI  j 

Where  b;  the  Castle-gnte  it  hung  Forlorn. 

The  neighbour  tell,  and  tell  you  Imly, 
His  teeth  they  chatter,  cliBtter  stllL 

TiB  Iho  breath  of  good  Sir  EoatAca  t 

At  night,  at  morning,  and  at  noon. 

He  iB  come  to  claim  hU  right; 

Tis  all  the  same  with  Harry  Gill ; 

Beueath  tlie  son,  beneath  the  moon. 

Hear  the  challenge  with  delight 

lUa  Isetb  they  chatter,  chatter  still ! 

Hubert  I  (hough  the  bhut  be  blown 

He  is  hetplese  auil  aloae : 

Young  Harry  was  a  Iub^  drover. 

Then  tiaat  a  dtingeaii,  gpeak  (he  wnrd  1 

And  who  eo  stoat  of  Umb  aa  he  1 

And  there  he  may  be  lodged,  and  thou  tw  Lord. 

His  cheeks  were  red  as  ruddy  dorer  1 
Hia  voice  was  like  the  voice  of  three. 

And,  if  power  to  speak  he  had, 

Uld  Goody  Blake  was  old  and  poor  ; 
ni  fed  she  was,  and  thinly  eUd  i 

Smitten  to  the  heart,  and  ead. 

And  any  man  who  passed  her  door 

'TiB  Sir  EoBtaco  ;  if  it  he 

Might  Bee  how  poor  a  hut  alie  had. 

Liring  man,  it  mnat  be  lie ! 

ThoB  Hubert  thought  in  liia  dismay. 

And  by  B  pofllBTD^ta  ho  slunk  awny. 

An  day  ihe  span  m  her  poor  dwdliog) 

And  then  her  three  hooni'  work  U  tJ^ 
Alas  I  'twas  hardly  worth  the  t^Oag, 

Long,  md  long  was  ha  nnheord  of: 

It  would  not  pay  for  candle-ligbt. 

To  his  Brother  then  ho  came. 

lUmote  from  ahcllered  viUage-gMH,         < 

Made  conresgion,  asked  foi'giveneas, 

On  a  hill-B  norUiem  side  slie  dwelt. 

Asked  it  by  a  brother's  name, 

Where  from  sen-blasts  tlie  hawthoma  kan. 

And  by  all  the  samls  in  heaven  ; 

And  hoary  dens  are  slow  to  melt 

And  of  Euslsfe  was  forgiven : 

Then  in  a  convent  went  to  hide 

By  the  same  firo  to  boil  their  potta^. 

His  melancholy  head,  and  there  ho  died. 

Two  poor  old  Damea,  as  I  have  known, 
Will  ofteii  live  in  one  smaU  cottage  ; 

But  Sir  Eustace,  whom  good  angels 

But  she,  poor  Woman  !  hooseil  aJooe. 

Had  preserved  from  murderers'  hands, 

'Twas  aell  enough  when  summer  came. 

And  frotii  Pagan  chains  liad  rescued. 

Lived  with  honour  on  his  lands. 

Then  at  her  door  the  toitlg  Dame 

Sons  he  had,  saw  boos  of  theirs : 

Would  ^t,  as  any  linnet,  gay. 

And  (hrougti  ages,  heirs  of  hsirB, 

A  long  posterity  renowned. 

But  when  the  ice  our  streams  did  fetier. 

Sounded  Iho  Horn  which  tliey  alone  could  soond. 
leos. 

Oh  then  bow  her  old  bonea  would  ahake  I 
Yon  would  have  said,  if  you  had  met  ber. 

XII. 

'Twas  a  bard  time  for  Goody  Blake. 
Her  evenings  then  were  dull  and  desd : 
Sad  case  it  waa.  aa  yon  may  think. 

GOODY  BLAKE  AND  HARRY  GILL. 

For  very  cold  to  go  lo  bed ; 

And  then  for  cold  not  sleep  a  wiuk. 

Oa  I  what  'a  the  matter  1  what  "s  the  malterl 

0  joy  for  her  1  whene'er  in  wint«' 

What  in  't  that  ails  young  nttr.7  Gill  1 

The  winds  at  night  bad  made  a  rout ; 

That  evermore  his  leelh  they  chattBr, 

And  scallcreJ  many  a  lusty  Bptinter 

Chatter,  chatter,  chatter  utill  t 

And  many  a  rotten  bough  abffat 
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she,  well  or  tick, 
who  knew  her  says, 
and,  turf  or  stick, 
rm  her  for  three  days. 

3  frost  was  past  enduring, 
poor  old  bones  to  ache, 

ig  be  more  aDuring 

edge  to  Goody  Blake  f 
then,  it  most  be  said, 

bones  were  cold  and  chill, 

TCy  or  left  her  bed, 

Kige  of  Harry  Gill. 

i  had  long  suspected 
:>f  old  Goody  Blake ; 
at  she  should  be  detected — 
r  would  vengeance  take, 
his  warm  fire  he'd  go, 
Ids  his  road  would  take ; 
night,  in  frost  and  snow, 
>  seize  old  Goody  Blake. 

ind  a  rick  of  barley, 
}ut  did  Harry  stand : 
I  full  and  shining  clearly, 
li  frost  the  stubble  land, 
noise — he's  all  awake — 
p-toe  down  the  hill 
pe— 'tis  Goody  Blake; 
edge  of  Harry  Gill  I 

s  he  when  he  beheld  her : 
:k  did  Goody  puU : 
ad  a  bush  of  elder, 
lied  her  apron  full. 
T  load  she  turned  about, 
nek  again  to  take ; 
ward,  with  a  shout, 
pon  poor  Goody  Blake. 

»y  the  arm  he  took  her, 
m  he  held  her  fast, 
•y  the  arm  he  shook  her, 
're  caught  you  then  at  last !  ** 
(»'ho  had  nothing  said, 
om  her  lap  let  fall ; 
on  the  sticks,  she  prayed 
I  Uio  judge  of  all. 

er  withered  hand  uprcai*ing, 
held  her  by  the  arm — 
rt  never  out  of  hearing, 
er  more  be  warm ! " 


The  cold,  cold  moon  above  her  head. 
Thus  on  her  knees  did  Goody  pray ; 
Yoimg  Harry  heard  what  she  had  said : 
And  icy  cold  he  turned  away. 

He  went  complaining  all  the  morrow 
That  he  was  cold  and  very  chill : 
His  face  was  gloom,  his  heart  was  sorrow, 
Alas!  that  day  for  Harry  Gill! 
That  day  he  wore  a  riding-coat. 
But  not  a  whit  the  warmer  he : 
Another  was  on  Thursday  brought. 
And  ere  the  Sabbath  he  had  three. 

'Twas  all  in  vain,  a  nseleis  matter, 
And  blankets  were  about  him  pinned ; 
Yet  still  his  jaws  and  teeth  they  clatter, 
Like  a  loose  casement  in  tlie  wind. 
And  Harry's  flesh  it  fell  away ; 
And  all  who  see  him  say,  'tis  plain. 
That,  live  as  long  as  live  he  may. 
He  never  will  be  warm  again. 

No  word  to  any  man  he  ntterai, 
A-bed  or  up,  to  young  or  old ; 
But  ever  to  himself  he  mutters, 
**Poor  Harry  Gill  is  very  cold." 
A-bed  or  up,  by  night  or  day ; 
His  teeth  they  chatter,  chatter  stilL 
Now  think,  ye  farmers  all,  I  pray. 
Of  Goody  BUke  and  Harry  Gill  1 


1796. 


XIII. 

PRELUDE, 

PEXriZBD  TO    THS    VOLUMX    KMTITLBD  "  FOIKl    COISFLT 
or  EABLT   AMD  LATB  TBAmS." 

In  desultory  walk  through  orchard  grounds. 
Or  some  deep  chestnut  grove,  oft  have  I  paused 
The  while  a  Thrush,  urged  rather  than  restrained 
By  gusts  of  vernal  storm,  attuned  his  song 
To  his  own  genial  instincts  ;  and  was  heard 
(Though  not  without  some  plaintive  tones  between) 
To  utter,  above  showers  of  blossom  swept 
From  tossing  boughs,  the  promise  of  a  calm. 
Which  the  unsheltered  traveller  might  receive 
With  thankful  spirit    The  descant,  and  the  wind 
That  seemed  to  play  with  it  in  love  or  scorn. 
Encouraged  and  endeared  the  strain  of  words 
That  haply  flowed  from  me,  by  fits  of  sUence 
Impelled  to  livelier  pace.    But  now,  my  Book ! 
Charged  with  those  lays,  and  others  of  like  mood, 

r»    •»  •» 


404 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


Of  luFtier  pitch  if  liiglier  rose  tile  Ihpme, 

—jet  aspiriug  to  be  joined 
Witii  thy  FurcruDDers  that  tl^rough  many  a  year 
Have  foillifully  prejnired  etuzh  otliHr's  «  ay — 
Go  forlli  upon  a  miMiou  best  fulfilled 
When  and  wherever,  in  Ihia  chougnlul  world, 

liath  beeu  given  to  please  fur  higher  enda 
Thau  pleaHure  eul;  ;  glftddeuing  to  prepare 

vholesonie  aadncae,  Uvubling  to  refine, 
Calming  to  nuae ;  and,  hy  a  Bapient  Art 
Difiuaed  through  all  the  myeteriea  of  our  Being, 
Softening  the  ttila  and  paiua  that  have  uot  otused 
To  cast  th«r  ebadowg  on  our  mother  Earth 
Since  the  primeval  doom-    Such  is  the  gnuo 
Which,  (hough  tmsued  for,  Ikite  not  la  denceud 
With  heavenly  inspiratiau  ;  such  the  lum 
lllat  ReuoD  dictates ;  uid,  oc  even  the  wish 
Has  virtue  in  it,  why  should  hope  lu  me 
fie  wouliug  that  eami'tinies,  where  fancied  iUt 
HaraHB  the  miud  auil  atrip  from  off  tlu;  bowers 
Of  private  life  their  uaUmd  pleosantnoaB, 
A  Voice — devoted  to  the  lovo  whoBo  sooda 
Ape  BowD  iu  ovory  hnuuui  brcaat,  to  bmuty 
Lodged  irilhiD  eompaaa  of  tlie  humblest  aght. 
To  chearful  iiit«rcourB«  with  wood  and  field. 
And  Bympalliy  nrilh  man'*  BUbslantiai  griefs — 
Will  not  be  heard  in  vaoiit  And  in  thoie  days 

n  unforeseen  distress  spreada  far  and  wide 


full,  „ 


Or  into  unwr  roused  by  venal  wurda 

In  reckleBancae  flung  out  la  overturn 

The  judgment,  aud  divert  the  general  heart 

From  mutual  good— some  stnuu  of  tliino,  my  Book ! 

Caught  at  propitious  inlarvale,  may  wiu 

Listeners  who  uot  unwillingly  admit 

And  reconcile ;  mid  botli  with  young  imd  old 
Ejtolt  the  sense  of  tiioughtful  gmlitude 
For  beneliu  that  still  survive,  by  faith 
Id  prourcoBj  under  laws  divine,  maiulained. 


TO  A  CHILD. 


SuiLL  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasla: 
Of  humblcBl  Friends,  bright  Creatin-e  I  Bvoi 


The  Daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  cmls. 
Protects  the  linguriug  dew-drop  frum  the  Sun, 


Ladv  I  a  Pea  (perbapa  with  thy  re^ud. 
Among  the  Favoured,  tavound  not  iIk  kM| 
Lef^  'mid  the  Reconie  of  tlua  Boul  lucnlnl, 
DelibenUe  tnuxa,  regialerB  of  thou^i 
And  feeling,  suited  to  the  place  and  tUnt 
That  gave  diem  birth : — mondn  paaed.  Hid  H 

That  had  not  been  too  timid  lo  imprint 
Words  which  the  virtues  of  thy  Lord  hnfiM, , 
Wfta  yet  not  hold  enough  to  write  of  Tin". 
And  why  that  scrupuloua  r»crvc(  In  kmI 
The  blameleu  cause  by  in  the  ThMw  iDilC 
Flowera  are  tlicre  many  that  delight  lo  jin>i 
With  the  sharp  wiud,  and  seem  la  court  itKiAiM 
Vet  are  by  nature  caj-oless  of  the  son 
Wliellier  he  shine  on  them  ornot ;  ud  mat. 
Where'er  he  movea  along  the  undoudol  dj, 
Turn  a  broad  front  full  on  his  fiatteiin;;  jxantl 
Othera  do  ruUior  &om  ibeir  notice  (brialt, 
living  the  dewy  shaiile, — a  humble  bud, 
Mod&t  and  sweet,  a  progeny  of  earth, 
Congenial  witli  thy  mmd  and  cliarjLCitr, 
Iligh-buru  Augusta! 

Wituess  Towers,  and  GmW 
Aud  Then,  wild  Stream,  that  giv'st  the  boDOBi 

Of  Lowtlier  to  this  ancient  Line,  bear  witnoB 
From  thy  most  secret  bounlB ;  aaJ  ye  Parian 
Which  She  is  pleased  and  pr<>u>l  to  coll  berovi 
Witness  how  oft  upon  my  noble  Frieud 
MaU  olferiugs,  tribute  from  on  inward  tteixw 
Of  odmiraliau  and  renpcctful  love. 
Have  waited — tiH  the  affections  conid  no  mon 
Endure  that  silence,  and  broke  out  in  song, 
StiBtches  of  mu«c  taken  ap  and  dropt 
Like  those  self-solacing,  tlioeo  under,  uol^ 
Trilled  by  tlie  redbreast,  when  ouuimnal  lean 
Are  thin  upon  the  bough.     Mine,  only  roiite. 
The  pleasure  was,  and  no  one  heard  the  pniK 
Checked,  in  the  moment  of  its  iaeue,  cheeked 
And  reprehended,  by  a  fancied  blusli 
From  the  pure  qnolilies  tliot  called  it  forth. 

Thus  Virtue  lives  debarred  from  VimAM 
Thus,  Lady,  is  reiiredneBS  a  veil 
Tiiut,  while  it  only  spreadii  a  softening  cbanB 
O'er  features  luoked  at  by  dioceming  eyra. 
Hides  half  llieir  beauty  from  the  eonimoa  gtm 
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on  the  exposed  and  breezy  hill 
female  goodness  walks, 
de  with  lunar  gentleness, 
Yet  the  grateful  Poor 
inities  of  low  estate, 
nviable  privilege, 
mpcnce  for  many  wants) 
ts  before  Thee,  pouring  out 
ink  and  feel,  with  tears  of  joy ; 
s  not  unheard  in  heaven : 
e  ear  of  friend,  where  speech  is  tree 
is  eloquent  as  they. 

Book  receive  in  these  prompt  lines 

;  and  thine  eyes  consent 

y,  who  mark  thy  course,  behold 

with  the  golden  light 

be  season  of  sere  leaves ; 

.  undamped  by  stealing  Time ; 

ness  flow  with  easy  stream, 

inborn  courtesy ; 

disregard  of  self 
ilance  for  others'  weaL 

Verse  not  tell  of  lighter  gifts 
tbling  attributes  conjoined 
peculiar  harmony, 
iving  spirit  I     What  agile  grace ! 
t>crty,  in  nymph-hke  form, 
idcr ;  whether  floor  or  path 
*  sweep— borne  on   the  managed 

dows,  over  down  or  field, 

g  winds  at  play  among  the  clouds. 

more — one  farewell  word — a  wish 
It  it  lias  passed  into  a  prayer — 
t  in  brightness  is  declining, 
yet  distant  for  their  Pakes 
3ve,  here  faltering  on  the  way 
e,  will  be  forgiven — 
peace,  to  rise  again 
glory  won  by  faith. 


XVI. 

5RACE  DARLING. 

Hers  in  the  silent  fields 
LTt  is  touched,  and  public  way 
trcet  resound  with  ballad  strains, 
I  whose  very  name  bespeaks 
exalting  human  love ; 


Whom,  since  her  birth  on  bleak  Northumhria*8 

coast,  ' 

Known  unto  few  but  prized  as  far  as  kn>wn, 
A  single  Act  endears  to  high  and  low 
Through  the  whole  land — to  Manhood,  moved  in 

spite 
Of  the  world's  fireezing  cares — to  generous  Youth — 
To  Infancy,  that  lisps  her  praise — to  Age 
Whose  eye  reflects  it,  glistening  through  a  tear 
Of  tremulous  admiration.    Such  true  fame 
Awaits  her  now;  but,  verily,  good  deeds 
Do  no  imperishable  record  find 
Save  in  the  rolls  of  heaven,  where  hers  may  live 
A  theme  for  angels,  when  they  celebrate 
The  high-souled  virtues  which  forgetful  earth 
Has  witnessed.    Oh  I  that  winds  and  waves  could 

speak 
Of  things  which  their  united  power  called  forth 
From  the  pure  depths  of  her  humanity  1 
A  Maiden  gentle,  yet,  at  duty's  call. 
Firm  and  unflinching,  as  the  Lighthouse  reared 
On  the  Island-rock,  her  lonely  dwelling-place ; 
Or  like  the  invincible  Rock  itself  that  braves. 
Age  after  age,  the  hostile  elements, 
As  when  it  guarded  holy  Cuthbert's  cell. 

All  night  the  storm  had  raged,  nor  ceased,  nor 
paused. 
When,  as  day  broke,  the  Maid,  through  misty  air. 
Espies  far  off  a  Wreck,  amid  the  surf. 
Beating  on  one  of  those  disastrous  isles-^ 
Half  of  a  Vessel,  half — no  more ;  the  rest 
Had  vanished,  swallowed  up  witli  all  that  tlicre 
Had  for  the  common  safety  striven  in  vain. 
Or  thither  thronged  for  refuge.    With  quick  glance 
Daughter  and  Sire  through  optic-glass  discern. 
Clinging  about  the  remnant  of  tliis  Ship, 
Creatures — how  precious  in  the  Maiden's  sight ! 
For  whom,  beEke,  the  old  Man  grieves  still  more 
Than  for  their  fellow-sufferers  engulfed 
Where  every  parting  agony  is  hushed. 
And  hope  and  fear  mix  not  in  further  strife. 
^  But  courage,  Father  !  let  us  out  to  sca-^ 
A  few  may  yet  be  saved,"    The  Daughter's  words. 
Her  earnest  tone,  and  look  beaming  mih  faith, 
Dispel  the  Father's  doubts :  nor  do  they  lack 
The  noble-minded  Mother's  helping  hand 
To  launch  the  boat ;  and  with  her  blessing  cheered. 
And  inwardly  sustained  by  silent  prayer, 
Together  they  put  forth,  Father  and  Cliild ! 
Each  grasps  an  oar,  and  struggling  on  they  go- 
Rivals  in  eflbrt ;  and,  alike  intent 
Here  to  elude  and  there  surmount,  they  watch 
The  billows  lengthening,  mutually  crossed 


And  shatteTod,  and  re-gatheruig  thiir  miglit; 
Ab  if  Uio  lunnull,  liy  Uio  Almightj'a  will 
Were,  ID  the  coiiscioiu  tea,  roused  and  prolonged 
Tluit  wDinan'H  Tartitude — so  tried,  so  proved — 
May  brighteo  mors  tad  more  '. 

True  to  the  mark, 
They  stfirii  the  cmreut  of  that  perilous  gorge, 
Thoir  nmis  BtiU  strengthening  vilh  the  strength- 

ening  heart, 

Thoufili  dftDger,  aa  the  Wreclt  is  neaT'd,  bccomia 
More  inumiienL     Not  nuseen  do  tliey  opprooch ; 
And  rupture,  with  Torietiea  of  letr 
IncesB&ntJy  conflicting,  thrills  tlie  framed 
Of  those  who,  in  that  rlauutleaa  GnL-rgy, 
Foretaste  deliveraocc ;  bat  the  least  pertuibed 
Can  scarcely  trust  hia  eyes,  when  he  perceives 
That  of  tlie  pur — toesed  on  tlie  waves  to  bring 
Hope  to  the  hojielese,  to  Iho  dying,  life — 
One  ia  a  Woman,  ■  poor  earthly  bister. 
Or,  be  the  VisitSDt  other  than  she  soeiUB, 
A  guonlian  Spirit  sent  fivni  pitying  Heaven, 
In  woman'B  shape.    But  why  prolong  the  uue, 
Castuig  weak  words  amid  a  host  of  tliouglits 
Armed  to  repel  them  I    Every  hazard  Sacei 
And  diCBculty  nuiatered,  with  resolve 
ThU  no  one  breuUiing  shoiild  be  left  to  periih, 
This  lost  reminder  of  the  crew  ore  all 
Placed  ia  the  little  boat,  then  o'er  the  deep 
Are  safely  borne,  IttinlcJ  ujiuu  the  beiieh, 
And,  in  TulfilmGUt  of  God's  mercy,  lodged 
Within    the   sheltering   Ligtithouso.— Shont,    ye 

Waves  1 
Send  forth  a  song  of  triumph.  Waves  and  Winds, 
Exult  in  lliia  deliverance  wrought  through  faitli 
lu  Him  whose  Providence  your  mge  hatli  served! 
Ye  screaming  Sea-mews,  in  the  eoncort  join ! 
And  would  that  some  immortal  Voice — a  Voice 
Fitly  attuned  to  all  that  gratitude 
BiealhcB  out  &am  floor  or  couch,  through  palUd 

lips 
Of  the  survivors— to  the  clouds  might  bear — 
Blended  with  praise  of  tliat  parental  love, 
Bonaath  whose  watchful  eye  the  Maiden  grew 
Pious  and  pure,  modest  aod  yet  so  brave. 
Though  young  so  wine,  though  meek  so  resolute 
Might  carry  to  the  clouds  and  to  the  stars. 
Yea,  (0  cdestiftl  Choirs,  Gkici  Daklino's  name 


THE  RUSSIAN  FUGITIVE, 


EnoCGH  of  rose-bud  lips,  and  eyes 

Like  harebells  bathed  in  dew. 
Of  cheek  that  vith  omation  vies. 

And  veins  of  violet  hoc; 
Eju-th  wonts  not  beauty  IJiat  may  mora 

A  likening  to  Fnul  itoweia ; 
Yea,  to  tho  stars,  if  they  were  botn 

For  Beasons  and  lor  hours. 

Through  Moscow's  gate*,  with  ;oU  ontani 

Stepped  One  at  dead  ot  night, 
Whom  such  higli  bnuity  could  not  gairi 

From  meditated  blight  j 
By  stealth  die  passed,  and  Sed  is  (ut 

As  doth  tile  hunted  fawn. 
Nor  stopped,  till  m  the  dappling  east 

Appeared  unwelcome  dawn. 

Seven  days  die  Inrlced  in  briie  and  Sdd, 

Sustained  by  what  her  scrip  might  yitld, 

Or  berries  of  the  wood  ; 
At  lenglJi,  in  darkness  travelling  on. 

When  lowly  doors  wore  shut. 
The  haven  of  her  hope  she  won. 

Her  Foster-mother's  but. 

"  To  put  your  lore  to  dangerous  ftwd 

I  come,"  said  she,  "  from  far; 
For  I  have  left  my  Father's  roof. 

In  tprror  of  the  Czar." 
No  answer  did  tho  Matron  give. 

No  >«cond  took  she  cost, 
But  hung  upon  ilie  FugitiTC, 

Embracing  and  embraced. 

She  led  the  Lady  (o  a  Mst 

Beside  the  glimmering  fir». 
Bathed  duleoualy  her  wsyn  oph  feci. 

Prevented  eadi  desire : — 
The  cricket  chirped,  the  house-dog  duted. 

And  on  that  simple  bed. 
Where  ahe  in  childhood  bad  rcponed. 

Now  rests  her  weary  head. 
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whose  couch  had  been  the  sod, 
irtain,  pine  or  thorn, 
cd  a  sigh  of  thanks  to  God, 
iforts  the  forlorn ; 
her  the  Matron  bent 
led  her  eyes,  and  stole 
n  limbs  with  travel  spent^ 
ble  irom  the  soul. 

the  Wanderer  rose  at  mom, 
I  again  was  dight 
worthy  vestments  worn 
long  and  perilous  flight ; 
loved  Nurse,"  she  said, 
aks  with  »lcnt  tears 
Heaven  and  You  been  paid : 
in  to  my  fears  1 

forgot" — and  here  she  smiled- 

^bling  flatteries 

•d  on  me  when  a  child 

ig  round  your  knees  ! 

lambkin,  and  your  bird, 

p,  your  gem,  your  flower ; 

},  that  were  more  lightly  heard 

a  cloudless  hour  I 

om  you  so  fondly  praised 

JO  bitter  fruit ; 

)De  upon  me  gazed ; 

1  his  lawless  suit, 

«  hidden  from  his  wrath : 

tcr-father  dear, 

me  in  my  forward  path ; 

t  tarry  here ! 

>ring  to  utter  woe 
ved  fidehtv." — 
d,  sweet  ^listress,  lay  not  so ! 
»e  both  would  die." 
I  come  with  sembUooe  feigned 
•k  embrowned  by  art ; 
nwardly  unat^ined, 
lage  will  depart." 

if  r  would  you,  cooU  you,  fjtm  I 

lan's  cuunsel  ixke ; 

"ir^pn  gives  to  me 

It  for  vour  df:%r  SAi* ; 

led  bv  our  La/iv'a 

I  shall  vou  be  iei 

safe  abiding-plaee, 

ever  foot  dotfa  tr^aAJ* 


PART  n. 

The  dwelling  of  this  faithful  pair 

In  a  straggling  village  stood. 
For  One  who  breathed  unquiet  air 

A  dangerous  neighbourhood ; 
But  wide  around  lay  forest  ground 

With  thickets  rough  and  blind ; 
And  pine-trees  made  a  heavy  sliade 

Impervious  to  the  wind. 

And  there,  sequestered  from  the  sight. 

Was  spread  a  treacherous  swamp. 
On  which  the  noonday  sun  shed  light 

As  from  a  lonely  lamp ; 
And  midway  in  the  unsafe  morass, 

A  single  Island  rose 
Of  firm  dry  ground,  with  healthful  graat 

Adorned,  and  shady  boughs. 

The  Woodman  knew,  for  such  the  craft 

This  Rusnan  vassal  plied, 
That  never  fowler's  gun,  nor  shaft 

Of  archer,  there  was  tried ; 
A  sanctuary  seemed  the  spot 

From  all  intrusion  free ; 
And  there  he  planned  an  artful  Cot 

For  perfect  secrecy. 

With  earnest  pains  unchecked  by  dread 

Of  Power's  far-stretching  hand, 
The  bold  good  Man  his  labour  sped 

At  nature's  pure  Cimmand ; 
Heart^soothed,  and  busy  as  a  wren, 

Wliile,  in  a  hoUow  o/Mk, 
ISie  moulds  Ivrr  sigtit-^ludiiig  dea 

Above  a  nrannuring  hnHtk, 

His  task  Mecnm^ytiM  to  fiM  iniiid, 

The  twain  ere  l/reaK  i4  day 
Creep  fbrtii,  and  ihnmtfli  ikm  forvist  wUt4 

Tbeir  solitary  way ; 
Few  «ords  th«y  ftj/^jak,  w/r  Ahr»-  Vt  aWb 

Th^lr  ynfift  ivHn  ttiiW  U,  uAW, 

AiA  nauth'A  tL/;  l/yryfy  1*^, 

Tbe  MM  al^/v«r  th*  jM/^-^tr*^^  tAtfrni*^ 
A  tr^^dvt  %iA  «'v*rftJ  (a/* ; 
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AArtiidag,  500  miglit  gnoa  an  hour, 

The  frODt  with  mth  nice  Core 
Is  mukfii, '  if  hoiUD  il  bo  or  bairer,' 

Bat  in  the;  Bulend  *m ; 
As  ahngg^  10  were  w»]l  and  toai 

With  bnuiehes  inlenwined. 
So  amoalh  <w  dl  within,  air-proal. 

And  delicMclj  liud  I 

And  Iwulh  was  therp,  ■ml  mkple  HA, 

And  nipi  in  anmilir  rows. 
And  eoucb— *il  notly  to  a  widi 

For  tumaro  or  rvpoai) ; 
And  Heaven  dolh  to  hrr  lirtu*  grant 

Tbal  hen  die  ma;  aliidfl 
In  MliUdey  with  OVCT7  nut 

By  OHitioui  lore  supplied. 

No  qlw<n,  beron  a  ebonting  crood, 

LeA  aa  in  bnJal  stal^ 
E'er  Btmggleil  nith  a  heart  ao  proud, 

EnlctiBg  her  pabue  gale  ; 
Rrjnced  lo  hid  the  wurld  fareirel], 

No  (Mnlljr  aochonss 
E'er  took  poaaeasion  of  her  cidl 

Whh  dMper  thaaUnlnnM. 


.^iidm 


T  of  an,  apon  (h)'  cant 


a  r  ll 


Be  thou  my  saffgnnrd  !" — «ueb  her  pnyei 

When  ^e  t>>s  left  aloor, 
Kneeling  amid  the  wilderDesa 

When  joj  had  paraed  avaj. 
And  Bmk«,  fond  rfforta  at  distress 

To  hide  what  they  betny  | 

The  pnnr  a  htard,  the  Saints  have  SHn. 

D)fl\»cd  ihrpDch  fonu  and  face, 
RcM'Jna  devtuedl*  scivr.e  ; 

That  iiiiinunii.-iital  s^raieo 
Ot  Failh,  which  doth  all  paaaotu  t&me 

That  Reaaoo  Aouid  control : 
And  efaowa  in  the  nntrcinbliug  frame 

A  alatuo  oTthe  souL 


PART  IIL 

Tis  mng  in  ancient  minatrelB 
That  PhmbuB  mini  to  wear 

The  Icares  of  an;  plcasint  m 
Arimiid  liia  golden  hatr; 


Till  Daphne,  deepemte  with  ponuil 

or  hia  imporiuUB  Inre, 
At  hor  own  prajir  tmnsfonoed,  look  10^^ 

A  lanret  in  the  grove. 

Tbea  did  the  PenitcDt  adorn 

Hia  brow  with  laurel  preen  ; 
And  'mid  Ida  bright  loclis  nei-er  Bhoni 

No  meaner  leaf  waa  seen ; 
And  poeu  «a^,  tlirough  erery  age. 

About  their  temples  wound 
The  bay  ;  and  conqaerora  tlumted  l)w  God 

With  laurol  ishapleta  crowned. 

Into  the  mista  ot  fabiing  Time 

So  far  nuia  baoic  the  pnuno 
Of  BcBUty,  that  diadaius  to  climb 

Aloug  forbiddtm  waji ; 
That  aeurna  letnplMion ;  power  itBm 

When  mutual  Iutc  is  not ; 
And  to  iho  tomb  for  rcame  flica 

When  Ufe  would  bo  a  blot. 


To  this  fair  Vounss,  a  Cat* 
Kloro  mild  doih  Ileaion  ordai 

Upon  lier  laluid  desolate  j 
And  wordfl,  not  breatlicd  b  nia. 

Might  tell  what  inlereonrao  idie  foond. 


J 

i 


Her 


ll  flow>:rs  tlie  z" 


To  one  mute  Presence,  aboTe  all. 

Her  soollied  alfetiions  clung, 
A  picture  OD  the  cabin  wall 

By  Ruaann  maye  hung — 
The  MoIher-maiJ,  whose  conntenante  bng 

Witli  love  abridged  the  day  ; 
And,  communtTl  with  by  taper  light, 

Chased  spectral  foan  away. 

And  oR,  as  either  Guardian  came, 

The  joy  in  that  retreat 
Might  any  common  friendship  shame. 

So  high  their  hearts  wonlJ  beat ; 
And  to  tlio  lone  Iteelusc,  whate'er 

They  brought,  each  riaiting 
Was  like  the  crowding  of  the  Jear 

With  a  Dew  burst  of  spring. 

But,  wlien  Bbe  of  her  Parents  thought, 

Tlie  pang  waa  hard  to  bear  ; 
And,  if  with  nil  things  not  enwrought, 

Tlial  trouble  still  is  near. 
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flight  she  had  not  dared 
istanc/  to  prove, 
the  heroic  Daughter  feared 
kneas  of  their  love. 

•  past  to  them,  and  dark 
re  still  must  be, 
:  Saints  conduct  her  bark 
f  er  sei^— 

*<ature  close  her  eyes, 
her  Spirit  free 
Jtar  of  this  sacrifice, 
purity. 

above  the  forest-glooms 
jQ  swans  southward  passed, 
3  pitch  of  their  swift  plumes 
•y  rode  the  blast ; 
ler  toward  the  fields  of  France 
tier's  native  land, 
in  the  rustic  dance, 
piest  of  the  band  I 

iloved  fields  she  oft 
rd  her  Father  tell 
liat  now  with  echoes  soft 
her  lonely  cell ; 
e  hereditary  bowers, 
■d  the  ancestral  stream ; 
in  and  its  haughty  towers 
n  like  a  dream  1 


PART  IV. 


:hanging  Moon  had  traced 

times  her  monthly  round, 

mgh  the  unfrequented  Waste 

ird  a  startling  sotmd ; 

rice  sent  from  one  who  chased 

1  a  wounded  deer, 

through  branches  interlaced, 

ere  the  wood  was  clear. 

ig  creature  took  the  marsh, 

rard  the  Island  fled, 

rers  screamed  with  tumult  harsh 

us  antlered  head ; 

nw ;  and,  pale  with  fear, 

to  her  citadel ; 

rate  deer  rushed  on,  and  near 

gled  covert  felL 


Across  the  marsh,  the  game  in  view, 

The  Hunter  followed  fast, 
Nor  paused,  till  o*er  the  stag  he  blew 

A  death-proclaiming  blast ; 
Then,  resting  on  her  upright  mind, 

Came  forth  the  Maid — *^  In  me 
Behold,"  she  said,  ^  a  stricken  Hind 

Pursued  by  destiny  1 

**  From  your  deportment.  Sir !  I  deem 

That  you  have  worn  a  sword. 
And  will  not  hold  in  light  esteem 

A  suflering  woman's  word ; 
There  is  my  covert,  there  perchance 

I  might  have  lain  concealed. 
My  fortunes  hid,  my  countenance 

Not  even  to  you  revealed. 

**  Tears  might  be  shed,  and  I  might  pray, 

Crouching  and  terrified. 
That  what  has  been  unveiled  to  day. 

You  would  in  mystery  hide ; 
But  I  will  not  defile  with  dust 

The  knee  that  bends  to  adore 
The  God  in  heaven; — attend,  be  just ; 

This  ask  I,  and  no  more  I 

^  I  speak  not  of  the  winter's  cold. 

For  summer's  heat  exchanged. 
While  I  have  lodged  in  this  rough  hold. 

From  social  life  estranged ; 
Nor  yet  of  trouble  and  alarms : 

High  Heaven  is  my  defence ; 
And  every  season  has  soft  arms 

For  injured  Innocence. 

^  From  Moscow  to  the  Wilderness 

It  was  my  choice  to  come. 
Lest  virtue  should  be  harbourless. 

And  honour  want  a  home ; 
And  happy  were  I,  if  the  Czar 

Retain  his  lawless  will. 
To  end  life  here  like  this  poor  deer. 

Or  a  lamb  on  a  green  hill." 

«  Ape  you  the  Maid,"  the  Stranger  a-ied, 

**  From  GaUic  parents  sprung. 
Whose  vanishing  was  rumoured  wide. 

Sad  theme  for  every  tongue ; 
Who  foiled  an  Emperor's  eager  quest! 

You,  Lady,  forced  to  wear 
These  rude  habiliments,  and  rest 

Your  head  in  this  dark  lair  1 " 


il6 
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But  wuDiler,  pit; ,  coon  »eni  quuUed ) 

And  iu  her  face  uid  mien 
The  gout's  pure  liriglitnees  he  bebcid 

Without  a  veil  betwocn ! 
He  loved,  ho  lioped,— •  holy  fluM 

Kindled  'mid  raptoroua  tears ; 
The  piaaao  of  a  luonieut  cams 

As  ou  ^le  wngB  of  yean. 

"  Such  bounty  U  no  gift  of  clianca," 

Eidainied  he ;  "  righteous  Uoaven, 
Prepartng  your  dclivoran™, 

To  me  the  charge  hath  given. 
The  Ciar  full  oft  in  words  and  deeds 

Is  Etormy  and  Belf-*rillod  ; 
Bot,  when  tho  Lad;  CatliBriiio  pleads, 

Hia  noloDco  la  stilled. 

"  Leave  opim  (o  my  wish  the  course. 

And  I  to  her  will  go  ; 
Fram  tliat  humane  and  heavenly  soui'ee. 

Good,  only  good,  can  flow." 
YaSnl  sanction  given,  the  CaviUier 

Was  eager  to  depart, 
llougb  questian  followed  queslioo,  dear 

To  the  Muden's  filial  heart. 

U^t  was  his  step, — hia  hopei,  more  light, 

Kept  pace  witli  his  desires  ; 
And  the  fifth  morning  gave  him  Eight 

or  Maaco«*a  glil(enng  spires 


He  Eoed :— beart-Bnittsn  hy  the  wnag. 

To  the  lorn  FugitiTo 
The  Empeior  aent  ■  pledge  u  atrong 


And  Joy'a  exeeaa  produced  a  few 
Of  aomethiiig  nnd  and  vain ; 

'Twaa  when  the  Pareota,  who  bkd  nun 
So  long  the  lost  a«  dead. 

Beheld  their  only  Child  rctumrd. 
The  household  floor  to  ti>e«d. 

Soon  graUtude  gave  viaj  to  lovo 

Within  the  Muden's  bccsat : 
Delivered  and  Deliverer  move 

In  bridal  garments  dt«al; 
Meek  Catherine  had  her  own  rewuit ; 

The  Cxar  bestowed  a  dower ; 
And  univeraJ  Mowow  shared 

The  triumph  of  that  hoar. 

Flowers  strewed  the  ground  ;  tba  nnpU  j 

Was  held  with  costly  etate  ; 
And  there,  'inid  many  a  noUe  gwatg 

The  Foaler-pareaU  ■■!• ; 
EncouTBged  by  (hs  importal  ey«. 

They  shrank  not  into  fSuuie  ; 
Great  waa  their  bli^  the  honour  hi£ 

To  than  and  tiature  paid ! 
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H  THE  OSOUlfBS  OF  OOLEOBTOIf,  THB  SEAT  OF  SIR 
OBOBOB  BBAUMONTy  BABT.,  LEICBSTEBSHIBB. 

1806. 

Pbb  embowering  rose,  the  acacia,  and  the  pine^ 

WUi  not  unwillingly  their  place  resign ; 

[f  bat  the  Cedar  thzire  that  near  them  stands, 

Planted  by  Beaomont'sand  by  Wordsworth's  hands. 

>De  wooed  the  silent  Art  with  studious  pains : 

rhflae  grores  hare  heard  the  Other's  pensive  strains ; 

3eToied  tfans^  their  ^irits  did  unite 

3j  interchange  of  knowledge  and  delight. 

daj  Natnre's  kindliest  powers  sustain  the  Tree, 

Ind  Lore  protect  it  from  all  injury ! 

Ind  when  its  potent  branches,  wide  out-thrown, 

i)azicai  the  brow  of  this  memorial  Stone, 

iere  may  some  Painter  sit  in  future  days, 

xxoe  fbtnre  Poet  meditate  his  lays ; 

^oi  mindlfWi  of  that  distant  age  renowned 

When  Inspiration  horered  o'er  this  ground, 

rbe  bamit  of  him  who  sang  how  spear  and  shield 

[n  ciTil  conflict  met  on  Boeworth-field ; 

ind  of  that  fiunoos  Youth,  full  soon  ranored 

Prom  earth,  periu^  by  Shakspeare's  self  approred, 

Pleftelier's  Associate,  Jonson's  Friend  beloved. 


II. 


m  A  QAMDMM  OF  THB  8AMB. 

[>FT  is  the  medal  fiutfafnl  to  its  tniit 

l¥hen  temples,  c<danms,  towers,  are  laid  in  daik; 

kad  'tis  a  common  ordinance  of  fate 

rhat  things  obscure  and  snudl  ontlire  the  great : 

Benee,  when  ycm  mansion  and  the  flowery  trim 

Of  this  fair  garden,  and  its  alleys  dim. 

And  all  its  stately  trees,  are  psswrd  away, 

riiis  Httle  Niche,  onconscions  of  decay. 

Perchance  may  still  surviye.    And  be  it  known 

Iliai  it  waa  sooc^ted  within  the  liring  stone, — 

KoC  by  the  ■^"gg«^  and  angrate6il  pains 

Of  labounr  plodding  for  his  daily  gains^ 


But  by  an  industry  that  wrought  in  love ; 
With  help  from  female  hands,  that  proudly  strove 
To  aid  the  work,  what  time  tliese  walks  and  bowers 
Were  shaped  to  cheer  dark  winter's  lonely  hours. 


III. 


WRITTEN  AT  THB  REQUEST  OF  SIR  OEOROB  BEAU- 
MONT, BART.,  AND  IN  HIS  NAME,  FOR  AN  URN, 
PLACED  BY  HIM  AT  THB  TERMINATION  OF  A  NEWLY- 
PLANTED  AVENUE,  IN  THE  SAME  GROUNDS. 

Ye  Lime-trees,  ranged  before  this  hallowed  Urn, 
Shoot  forth  with  lively  power  at  Spring's  return; 
And  be  not  slow  a  stately  growth  to  rear 
Of  pillars,  branching  off  from  year  to  year, 
Till  they  have  learned  to  frame  a  darksome  aisle ; — 
That  may  recal  to  mind  that  awful  Pile 
Where  Reynolds,  'mid  our  country's  noblest  dead, 
In  the  last  sanctity  of  fame  is  laid. 
— There,  thougli  by  right  the  oxceUing  Painter  sleep 
Where  Death  and  Glory  a  joint  sabbatli  koop, 
Yet  not  the  less  his  Spirit  would  hold  dear 
Self-hidden  praise,  and  Friendship's  private  tear : 
Hence,  on  my  patrimonial  grounds,  have  1 
Raised  this  frail  tribute  to  his  memory ; 
From  youth  a  zealous  follower  of  tlie  Art 
That  he  professed ;  attached  to  him  in  heart ; 
Admiring,  loving,  and  with  grief  and  pride 
Feeling  what  Kngland  lost  when  Reynolds  died. 


IV. 
worn  A  MEAT  IB  THB  OBOVRS  OF  COLRORTOff. 

Beneath  yon  eastern  ridge,  the  crmmcy  UnttHl, 
Rugged  and  high,  of  ChAmwtftnV*  fr/rntit  grrniiid 
Stand  yet,  l/at,  Strang<?r  I  hUlUm  from  ihy  v}i?w, 
The  ivied  Ruins  </f  ftiritjrn  (jturx  1)IYM  ; 
First  a  reVijptAM  WoMm^  which  day  and  flight 
With  hjmns  r«ir/and«d,  and  the  t*\miU**\  ritej 
And  wb«i  ih*mt  rium  liad  «*a^d,  ih<f  H^M  gav* 

birth 
To  boiKyiirahte  Men  tA  wta\tmn  w//ft)» ; 


«12 


mecaiPTioNa 


Tliero,  on  the  inargin  of  a  streumli't  wild. 
Did  FnuuHs  Beuiimont  sport,  au  eager  rliltd ; 
Tliere,  uuiler  sbiuluw  of  tlio  neiglibouriiig  roclfs, 
Suig  yootlifol  tales  of  ghepherds  and  their  Hocks  ; 
UnconBcious  preludo  to  heroic  ihemi^s, 
Heart-breaking  tears,  and  melandioly  dreams 
Of  slighted  lovB,  and  scorn,  and  jealous  rage. 
With  which  hii  genius  shook  the  bnskined  Bingo. 
ComiQuoities  are  lost,  and  Empires  die, 
And  things  of  holy  uso  unhallowed  lie ; 
Thoy  perish ; — but  the  Intelloel  can  raise, 
fVoin  airy  words  alone,  a  Pile  that  ne'er  decays. 


E     (iH    ODT-HOUSK},    < 


RcnB  is  this  Edifice,  and  Than  bast  seen 
Buildings,  albeit  rude,  that  have  muulained 
ProporUons  more  harmonious,  and  ajiproadied 
To  closer  fellowship  with  ideal  grace. 
But  take  it  in  good  part  :~alaa '.  the  poor 
VitmviuB  of  onr  village  bad  no  help 
From  the  great  City ;  ne>er,  upon  learea 
Of  red  Morocco  folio  saw  displayed, 
In  long  aucce^on,  pre-exialing  ghosts 
Of  Beauties  yet  unborn— llie  rustic-  Lodge 
Antique,  and  Cottage  with  verandah  graced, 
Nor  lacking,  for  fit  company,  alcove. 
Green-house,  shell-grot,  and  moss-lined  hermitage. 
Thou  see'st  a  homely  Pile,  yet  to  llieee  walls 
The  heifer  comes  in  tho  snow-storm,  and  here 
The  new-dropped  lamb  finils  tsbeltcr  from  the  wind. 
And  hither  docs  one  Poet  sometimes  row 
Hia  pinnace,  a  small  vagrant  bar^,  up-piled 
Willi  plenteous  store  of  heath  and  withered  too, 
(A  hi^ng  wlilch  he  with  his  dckle  cuts. 
Among  the  luouDtiunN)  and  beneatli  this  roof 
He  makes  his  summer  couch,  and  here  at  noon 
Spreads  out  his  limb^  while,  yet   uiishoi'u,   the 

Panting  beneath  the  hnrlhen  of  their  wool, 
Lie  rotmd  him,  even  as  if  they  were  a  part 
Ofhii  own  Household:  nor,  while  from  his  bed 
He  looks,  tlirough  the  open  dooi^place,  toward  tlie 
lake 
1  to  the  stirring  breczee,  does  be  want 
Creations  lovely  as  tho  work  of  slei-ji — 
Fair  ugbts,  and  visions  of  romantic  joy  ! 


5uv,  bold  Adventurer  ;  rest  awMIe  thy  liinla 
On  this  commodious  Seat  I  for  mucji  rvauaio 
Of  hard  ascent  before  thou  rrnch  the  ti<p 
Of  this  huge  Eminence,' — from  llaiJaies  umI 
And,  to  rar-ttnvelled  storms  of  iea  and  luul, 
A  (avourite  spot  of  tournament  and  nw  I 
But  thee  may  no  such  boistiMvus  vimIuiIb 
Molest ;  may  gentle  hreeies  fan  thy  broit  j 
And  neither  cloud  conceal,  nor  mtsly  air 
Bedim,  the  gnuid  lerratjueous  spectacle. 
From  centre  to  drcumfnonee,  tinviiikd  1 
Know,  if  Uioa  grudge  not  to  pnlong  thy  m(^ 
That  on  the  summit  whither  thou  art  buund^   ' 
A  geographic  Labourer  pilchod  hia  lent, 
With  booiis  supplied  and  ioslrumenla  of  art. 
To  measure  height  and  diatauce ;  lonely  oik, 
Week  after  week  porEUed ! — To  hitn  was  gr>*N[ 
Full  many  a  glimpse  (but  qtariugly  besMnl  < 
On  (imid  man)  of  Nature's  processea  ' 

Upon  the  exalted  hills.     Ho  made  report 
That  ones,  wlule  there  be  plied  his  slndiom  <■ 
Within  Qiat  canvaaa  Dwelling  ooloais,  Gdn^ 
And  the  whole  surface  of  the  ont-spitad  map. 


:  for  all  a 


U.I 


Had  darkness  fallen— unl!ireateiie"l,un proclaimed— 
As  if  the  golden  day  it-wlf  had  bwn 
Eitinguiahed  in  a  moment ;  total  gloom. 
In  which  he  sate  alone,  wiili  unchwed  eya. 
Upon  (he  blinded  moontain's  silent  top  I 


-SntiNOEB !  this  hillock  of  roi9-BhBi«n  Monea 

Is  [lot  a  Ruin  spared  or  made  by  tinie. 

Nor,  as  percliance  thon  rashly  deera'st,  the  Cain 

Of  some  old  British  Chief :  'tis  nolhiDg  mon 

Than  the  rude  embi^o  of  a  little  Dome 

Or  Pleasure-house,  once  dcalined  to  be  biull 

Among  the  birch-trees  of  this  rocky  isle. 

But,  as  it  ciianced.  Sir  William  having  lesrtml 

Ttmt  from  the  shore  a  fnll-growti  man  migbi  vtit 

And  make  himBclf  a  freeman  of  thi*  spot 

At  any  boor  he  chose,  the  prudEml  Kuighi 
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and  the  quarry  and  the  mound 
omenta  of  his  unfinished  task. 
£  on  which  these  lines  are  traced,  perliaps, 
3  selected  as  the  comer-stone 
1  tended  Pile,  which  would  have  been 
unt  odd  plaything  of  elaborate  skill, 
[  guess,  the  linnet  and  the  thrush, 
r  little  builders  who  dwell  here, 
dered  at  the  work.    But  blame  him  not, 
>ir  William  was  a  gentle  Knight, 
his  Tale,  to  which  he  appertained 
his  ancestry.    Then  peace  to  him, 
the  outrage  which  he  had  devised 
igiveness ! — But  if  thou  art  one 
rith  thy  impatience  to  become 
;e  of  these  mountains, — if,  disturbed 
iful  conceptions,  thou  hast  hewn 
e  quiet  rock  the  elements 
im  Mansion  destined  soon  to  blaze 
rhite  splendour, — think  again;  and, taught 
r  William  and  his  quarry,  leave 
nents  to  the  bramble  and  the  rose ; 

the  vernal  slow-worm  sun  himself, 
he  redbreast  hop  from  stone  to  stone. 

1800. 


nil. 

)e  fair  vales  hath  many  a  Tree 
Vordsworth's  suit  been  spared ; 
t>m  the  builder's  hand  tliis  Stone, 
me  rude  beauty  of  its  own, 
'  rescued  by  the  Bard : 
it  rest ;  and  time  will  come 
m  here  the  tender-hearted 
?ave  a  gentle  sigh  for  him, 
ine  of  the  departed. 


1830. 


iz. 

sy  Ways,  carried  across  these  heights 
n  peneverance,  are  destroyed, 
1  under  ground,  like  sleeping  worms, 
ture  then  to  hope  that  Time  will  spare 
ble  Walk  ?     Yet  on  the  mountain's  side 
hand  first  8h^)ed  it ;  and  the  steps 
ime  Bard — repeated  to  and  fro 
at  noon,  and  under  moonlight  skies 
the  viciaritndes  of  many  a  year — 
the  weeds  to  creep  o*er  its  grey  Hoe. 
*,  scattering  to  the  beedlcM  winds 


The  vocal  raptures  of  fresh  poesy, 

Shall  he  frequent  these  precincts ;  locked  no  more 

In  earnest  converse  with  beloved  Friends, 

Here  will  he  gather  stores  of  ready  bliss. 

As  from  the  beds  and  borders  of  a  garden 

Choice  flowers  are  gathered  1   But,  if  Power  may 

spring 
Out  of  a  &rewell  yearning — ^favoured  more 
Than  kindred  wishes  mated  suitably 
With  vain  regrets — the  ExUe  would  consign 
This  Walk,  his  loved  possession,  to  the  care 
Of  those  pure  Minds  that  reverence  the  Muse. 

18.>6. 


X. 


ilfscriftions  supposed  to  be  found  in  and  ns4x 
▲  hermit's  cell. 

1818. 


Hopes  what  are  they ! — Beads  of  morning 

Strung  on  slender  blades  of  grass ; 

Or  a  spider*s  web  adorning 

In  a  strait  and  treacherous  pass. 

What  are  fears  but  voices  airy  t 
Whispering  harm  where  harm  is  not ; 
And  deluding  the  unwary 
Till  the  fatal  bolt  is  shot  1 

What  is  glory  I — in  the  socket 
See  how  dying  tapers  fare  I 
What  is  pride  ? — a  whizzing  rocket 
That  would  emulate  a  star. 

I^luit  is  friendship  1 — do  not  trust  her, 
Nor  the  vows  which  she  has  made ; 
Diamonds  dart  tlicir  brightest  lustre 
From  a  palsy-shaken  head. 

What  is  truth  t— a  staflT  rejected  ; 
Duty  \ — an  unwelcome  clog ; 
Joy  I— a  moon  by  fits  reflected 
In  a  swamp  or  watery  Uig ; 

Bright,  as  if  through  etlicr  ste^ng, 
To  the  Travelhrr's  eye  it  slionn : 
He  hath  hailed  it  n^-apj^.-ariiig— 
And  as  quickly  it  is  gr/tie ; 

Such  is  Jtfj—M  quickly  h'nl4*mp 
Or  mis-shapen  i*t  tin;  Mght, 
Ar^  hf  mWtgn  wtstaU  f//H/id'l«fn 
To  rtmuat  iis  nitive  ligbt 


- 
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WImt  is  youth  I~a  dnni^iag  UUow, 

"--- 

(WindB  liehind,  and  rocks  before  I) 

XII 

i 

Age!— a  drooi.'m?,  tottering  wiUow 

M 

OnaiUtaudlMyshorc 

Hjinlhoa  seen,  with  flash  ibchsuI, 

m 

WbM  ia  peace  1— when  pun  i»  oTer. 

Bubblea  gliding  under  ice. 

b 

And  lore  cesses  to  rebel. 

Bodied  forth  and  exaaesceot. 

^" 

Let  tha  but  fkicl  «gh  diBcuver 

No  OQO  knows  by  wli»t  device  t 

•"' 

L 

That  precedes  the  pBiiid>>B-kw>U  1 

Soch  are  tbougiils !— A  *lnd-8Wc9l  tn«d;i. 
Mimicking  a  troubled  sea. 

^1 

■ 

Such  is  Ufc ;  and  dnUi  a  shadow 

^ 

... 

From  the  rook  etinniQ- ! 

■* 

PiCSK,  Trftveller  1  whosoe'er  ihon  be 

Xl». 

U 
•- 

Whom  chance  may  lead  lo  lliis  retreot, 

HXiB  THB    SPBIKO    OP    THE  BWUUtf. 

»« 

Whm  BUencfl  yields  reluclfltilly 

It. 

^ 

Even  to  Die  fleecy  straggler's  bleat ; 

TnoimtSD  long  willi  wMring  nMii>» 
Lgqg  impaUenl  of  thy  rod, 

»' 

Give  vMco  to  wliat  my  Imnd  shall  Iraoe, 

I  resign  nij  soul's  emotions 

^ 

And  fear  not  lest  an  idle  sound 

Unto  Thee,  myslerious  God  1 

^ 

Of  wards  uiusuiled  Co  (be  plaue 

^ 

Disturb  its  solitude  profound. 

What  arails  the  kindly  shellCT 
Yielded  by  lliis  crM;?y  rent. 

1* 

I  ea«v  this  Rork,  while  verual  air 

If  my  spirit  ton  and  wellcp 

Blew  sfifdy  o'er  the  n»sct  heath. 

• 

Parching  Summer  bath  no  mmnt                   ] 

Unsullied  dIJ  It  meet  the  day, 
Liiie  marble,  *hite,  like  ether,  pure ; 
As  if,  beneath,  some  hero  tay, 
Honuurcd  with  coetliest  sepulture. 

My  fancy  liindlod  as  I  gazed ; 
And,  ever  as  iJio  sun  shone  forth, 
Tbe  flattered  structure  glistened,  blazed, 
And  ueomod  (Lo  proudest  thing  on  earth. 

Hut  frost  had  reared  die  gorgeous  Pile 
Uosoiuid  OS  tboH  which  Fortune  builds — 
To  undermine  with  secret  giiile. 
Sapped  by  the  very  beam  that  gilds. 

And,  white  I  gaxcd,  willi  sudden  sliork 
Fell  the  whole  Fabric  (o  the  ground  ; 
And  naked  left  this  dripping  Rock, 
Willi  sliapeless  ruin  spread  aroond  1 


To  r-i,n5iime  this  crretal  Well ; 
Rains,  thai  make  oaeh  rill  a  torren 
Neither  gully  it  nor  swell. 

Thus,  dishonouring  not  her  Mation 
Would  my  Life  present  to  Tlice, 
Gracioua  God,  tho  pure  oblation 
Of  divine  tnnijaiUity  1 


Not  seldom,  clad  in  radiant  Test, 
Deceitfully  goes  forth  the  Mom  - 
Not  seldom  Evening  in  the  wbbI 
Sinks  amiliogly  farawom. 


Tlie  smoothest  seu  wil 
To  the  confiding  Bark,  untru< 
And,  if  she  trnsi  the  stars  abi 
They  can  bo  tr«a«hn-ous  Inn. 
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The  umbrageous  Oak,  in  pomp  outspread, 
Fall  oft,  when  storms  the  welkin  rend, 
Draws  lightning  down  upon  the  head 
It  promised  to  defend. 

But  Thou  art  true,  incarnate  Lord, 
Who  didst  Tonchaafe  for  man  to  die  ; 
Thj  smile  is  sore,  thy  plighted  word 
No  change  can  falsify  I 

I  bent  before  thy  gradous  throne, 
And  asked  for  peace  m  suppliant  knee  ; 
And  peace  was  ffi^mk^ — nor  peace  alone. 
But  fiuth  soUiBed  to  ecstasy  I 


XV. 
m  TBS  SPOT  WHERE  THE 

ST.  hblbkbt's  ISLAMD, 


HESMITAQB  STOOD 
DBRWEirr-WATEIU 


ON 


tbou  in  the  dear  lore  of  some  one  Friend 

ifltbeenso happy  thatthoa  know'st  what  thoughts 

in  sometimeB  in  the  happiness  of  love 

like  the  heart  sink,  then  wilt  thou  reverence 

is  quiet  tpoi;  and.  Stranger  1  not  unmoved 

It  ibaa  behold  this  shi^eless  heap  of  stones, 

a  desolate  ruins  of  St.  Herbert's  Cell. 

re  stood  Ids  threshold  ;  here  was  spread  the  rouf 

at  flbeltered  him,  a  self-secluded  Kan, 

)er  long  exercise  in  social  cares 

d  offieeefamaiie,  intent  to  adore 


The  Deity,  with  undistracted  mind. 
And  meditate  on  everlasting  UnigB^ 
In  utter  solitude^ — ^Bot  he  had  left 
A  Fellow-laboeRr,  whom  the  good  Man  loved 
As  hie  ewn  souL    And,  when  with  eye  upnused 
To  heaven  he  knelt  before  the  crucifix, 
While  o'er  the  lake  the  cataract  of  Lodore 
Pealed  to  his  orisons,  and  when  he  paced 
Along  the  beach  of  this  small  isle  and  thought 
Of  his  Companion,  he  would  pray  that  both 
(Now  that  their  earthly  duties  were  fulfilled) 
Might  die  in  the  same  moment    Nor  in  vain 
So  prayed  he  : — as  our  chronicles  report, 
Though  here  the  Hermit  numbered  his  last  day 
Far  from  St  Cuthbert  his  beloved  Friend, 
Those  holy  Men  both  died  in  the  same  hour. 

181*0. 


XVI. 
CM  THE  BANKS  OF  A  ROCKY  STREAM. 

Behold  an  emblem  of  our  human  mind 

Crowded  with  thoughts  that  need  a  settled  home. 

Yet,  like  to  eddying  balls  of  foam 

Within  this  whirlpool,  they  each  other  chase 

Round  and  round,  and  neither  find 

An  outlet  nor  a  restmg-place  1 

Stranger,  if  such  disquietude  be  thine. 

Fall  on  thy  knees  and  sue  for  help  divine. 
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lo  the  follawlDB  Poem  nn  furthsr  d. 


clDllylDpranaDdAtJDDfthat  mi]c1i  WAB  toberemOTc 
jmdlUplUDBUppTlol  Willi od  II tII«tnaniBrnft^«A]Wnili] 
The  Bndoit  ucentbni  been  reCaloM  ■□  a  few  cnojua 

aprtnkllnss  o[  uiliquiiy  woald  be  Bdmillcd,  bj  pcmni 


"0  LoaD,  our  Lord  1  liow  woiiilrousl}',"  (luolh  slio 
"  Tliy  name  in  (!iis  Urge  world  is  spread  abruml ! 

not  alone  by  men  at  dignity 
Thy  worship  is  perforuied  and  precious  laud ; 
But  by  tho  moutlis  of  cliildrea,  gracious  Gud  ! 
Tby  goodnesa  is  act  forlli ;  they  wheu  they  lie 
Upon  tlia  breast  thy  name  do  glorily. 


'ucrcfore  in  pmiw,  Ibe  woHJiiesl  tliat  I  may, 
lau  !  of  Uioo,  and  iho  white  Lily-flower 
liich  did  tliee  bear,  and  is  a  Maid  for  aye. 
To  tell  a  story  1  will  use  my  power ; 
Not  tliat  I  may  ineraase  her  lionour's  dower. 
For  Bbo  herself  is  honour,  and  tlie  root 
Of  goodness,  next  her  Son,  our  soul's  best  boot. 

O  Mother  Maid  I  0  Maid  and  Mothor  free  I 
iish  unbumt  I  burning  in  Moses'  sight ! 
t  down  didst  ravish  from  tlie  Deity, 

Through  humhleneas,  the  spirit  that  did  alight 

Upon  thy  heart,  wheneo,  tliroogh  that  glory's  might, 

Conceived  was  the  Father's  sapionce, 

Help  me  lo  tell  it  in  thy  reverence  I 


Lady  1  thy  goodneea,  thy  magnificeiiee, 

Tby  virtue,  and  thy  great  humility. 

Surpass  alt  science  and  all  utterance  ; 

For  sometiiDi's,  Lady  1  ero  men  pnj^  to  that  I 

TliDU  goest  before  in  thy  benigiuty, 

Tbo  light  W  ns  vouclisafing  of  thy  pnyn,        i 

To  be  our  guide  unto  tby  Son  so  dear.  1 

My  knowledge  ts  so  wcoli,  O  blinful  Qim*b  I 
To  teQ  ahroad  thy  migb^  ttorthiucss, 
ThatI  the  weight  of  it  msy  not  nislain;  ' 

But  *a  a  child  of  twelvemonths  old  cc  led. 
That  labourcth  his  tangna^  to  exprett. 
Even  BO  fare  I ;  and  therefore,  1  thee  pnj. 
Guide  than  my  song  whidi  I  of  thee  ilad)  aqU 


>  in  Am 


'Mong  Christian  fDlk,astreel  where  Jewimi^ 
Assigned  lo  thcra  and  ^ven  them  for  their  o«l 
liy  a  gr«at  Lord,  for  gun  and  nsuri*, 
ilaleful  ki  Clirist  and  io  hia  company  ; 
And  through  this  street  wbo  list  mighl  ridt  i 

Free  wa?  it,  and  oubarred  at  either  end. 

A  little  school  of  Chi^tian  people  Mood 
Down  at  the  farther  end,  in  nhidi  there  vnn 
A  iicst  of  ehildreu  come  ofChristiaii  blood, 
That  learned  in  that  school  froa  yeu-  to  year 
SdcIi  sort  of  doclrine  as  men  used  Ihere^ 
That  is  to  say,  to  ung  and  rond  al&ti. 
As  Utile  children  in  their  childhood  do. 

Among  these  children  «■«  a  Widow's  nn, 
A  little  scholar,  scarcely  seven  years  old. 
Who  day  by  day  unto  this  achool  halh  gmx^ 
And  eke,  when  ho  the  image  did  briiold 
Of  Jesu's  Mother,  as  he  bad  been  told. 
This  Cliild  woe  wont  to  Itneel  ^awn  and  i^ 
A  ve  ilarif,  as  lie  gocth  by  the  way. 
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IX. 


US  her  little  Son  hath  tmight 
d^',  Jebii*8  Mother  dear, 
,  and  he  forgat  it  not ; 
nt  hath  a  ready  ear. 
LinesB  of  youth :  and  hence^ 
this  matter  when  I  maj, 
in  my  presence  standeth  aye^ 
g  to  Christ  did  reverence. 


1,  while  in  the  school  he  sate 
ming  witli  an  duruest  cheer, 
rest  their  anthem-book  repeat 
mptorit  did  he  hear ; 
t  he  drew  him  near  and  near, 
to  the  words  and  to  the  note, 
rse  he  learned  it  all  by  rote. 

zi. 
w  he  nothing  what  it  said, 
ler  was  of  age  to  know  ; 
rade  he  repaired,  and  prayed 
raning  of  this  song  would  show, 
iecLire  why  men  sing  so ; 
\y  that  he  might  be  at  ease, 
tiim  beseech  on  his  bare  knees. 

Xlf. 

w,  who  elder  was  than  he, 

thus: — *  This  song,  I  hav  heard  say, 

for  our  blissful  Lady  free ; 
and  also  hen  to  pray 

upon  our  dying  day : 
«  in  tliis,  I  know  it  not ; 
0, — small  grammar  I  have  got.* 

XIII. 

>ng  fashioned  in  reverence 
ler  I '  said  this  Innocent ; 
I  will  use  my  diligence 
re  Christmas-tide  be  8])ent ; 
'  my  Primer  shall  be  shcnt, 
leaten  three  times  in  an  hour, 
ill  praise  i»ith  all  my  power.' 

XXT. 

)w,  whom  he  had  so  besought, 
homeward  taught  him  privily 
ang  it  well  and  fearlewly, 
word  according  to  the  note : 
r  it  pasHed  through  his  tliroat ; 
d  Bchoolward  whensoc*er  he  went, 
th<fr  fixed  was  his  intent. 


zv. 


Tlirough  all  the  Jewry  (this  before  SMd  I) 
This  Httle  Child,  as  he  came  to  and  fro, 
Full  merrily  then  would  he  sing  and  cry, 
0  Alma  JUdemptoru/  high  and  low : 
The  sweetness  of  Christ's  Mother  pierced  so 
His  heart,  that  her  to  praise,  to  her  to  pray. 
He  cannot  stop  his  singing  by  the  way. 


ZVL 


The  Serpent,  Satan,  our  first  foe,  that  hath 

His  wasp's  nest  in  Jew's  heart,  upswelled — *  0  woe, 

0  Hebrew  people  I'  said  he  in  his  wrath, 
'  Is  it  an  honest  thing  t  Shall  this  be  lo  I 
That  such  a  Boy  where'er  he  lists  shall  go 

In  your  despite,  and  sing  his  hymns  and  saws, 
Which  is  against  the  reverence  of  our  laws  1 ' 

xvu. 
From  that  day  forward  have  the  Jews  conspired 
Out  of  the  world  this  Innocent  to  chase ; 
And  to  this  end  a  Homicide  they  hired. 
That  in  an  alley  had  a  privy  place. 
And,  as  the  Child  'gan  to  the  school  to  pace, 
This  cruel  Jew  him  seized,  and  held  him  fast 
And  cut  his  throat,  and  in  a  pit  him  cast. 

ZVfll. 

1  say  that  him  into  a  pit  they  threw, 

A  loathsome  pit,  whence  noisome  scents  exliale ; 
O  cursed  folk !  away,  ye  Hcrods  new  1 
What  may  your  ill  intentions  you  avail  I 
Murder  will  out ;  certes  it  will  not  fail ; 
Know,  that  the  honour  of  high  God  may  spread. 
The  blood  cries  out  on  your  accursed  deed. 


ZfZ. 

O  Martyr  'stablished  in  virginity  I 

Now  may'st  thou  smg  for  aye  before  the  throne, 

Following  the  Lamb  celestial,"  quotli  she, 

<-0f  which  the  great  Evangelist,  Saint  Jtihn, 

In  Patmos  wrote,  who  saith  of  tlicin  Umt  go 

Before  the  Lamb  singing  continually, 

That  never  fleshly  woman  tliey  did  know. 

XX. 

Now  this  poor  widow  waitetli  all  tluit  ni;;1it 
After  her  little  Child,  and  he  came  not ; 
For  which,  by  earliest  glimpse  of  momin;;  I'^'iit, 
With  face  all  fiale  with  dnaul  and  \niny  tl)Mi;;)it, 
She  at  tlie  Schw/I  and  eUffwherc  him  bath  K«iii;;lit, 
Until  thus  far  Mhe  k-am«.fJ,  tlist  hn  htui  U*'  ii 
In  tlic  Jews*  uintit,  and  th^re  he  h%i  ha**  wm. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  CHAUCER. 


With  Hother'B  Fi<7  in  ber  breoat  eoelmed 
She  goetb,  as  she  were  bnir  ont  of  lier  mind, 
To  eTory  pUc»  wherein  she  bath  supposed 
By  liialihTOd  her  little  Sod  to  find ; 
And  ever  on  Christ's  Mother  meek  and  kind 
She  cried,  till  to  the  Jewry  «he  was  hroiiKht. 
And  him  among  the  ucunid  Jews  she  soughL 


She  uketh,  and  she  pitpoualy  doth  pray 
To  erory  Jew  that  dwelleth  in  that  place 
To  tell  her  if  her  child  had  passed  that  way ; 
Thoy  all  said — Nay ;  but  Jesu  of  his  grace 
Gave  to  her  thought,  thai  in  a  Utile  flpaoe 
She  for  her  Son  in  tliat  name  spot  *d  cry 
Where  he  waa  cast  into  a  pit  hard  by. 


0  thon  grmt  God  that  dost  perform  thy  laud 

By  mouths  of  Itmoeents,  lo  I  here  thy  might ; 

Thia  gem  of  chastity,  this  emerald. 

And  eke  of  martyrdom  this  niby  bright, 

There,  whore  with  mangled  throat  he  lay  upright. 

The  Alma  Jtedcmptorii  'gan  to  ning 

So  loud,  that  with  lua  voice  the  place  did  ring. 


The  Christian  folk  Uiflt  through  the  Ji^OTj  went 

Come  ta  the  spot  in  wonder  at  the  thing ; 

And  hastily  tliey  for  the  Provost  eent ; 

Immediately  he  came,  not  tarrying, 

And  praiBcth  Christ  (hat  is  our  heavenly  King, 

And  eke  his  Mother,  hooour  of  Mankind: 

Which  doDe,hc  ba<te  Clmt  they  Che  Jews  should  bind. 


This  ChUd  n-ith  piteous  lamCDlation  then 
Was  taken  up,  singing  hia  soog  alway ; 
And  with  procession  great  and  pomp  of  men 
To  the  ncKt  Abticy  him  they  bare  away ; 
His  Mother  swooning  by  the  body  lay  : 
And  scarcely  could  tlie  people  tlmt  were  nea 
BsmovH  this  Bccond  Bachel  from  the  bier. 


Torment  and  shamefiil  death  to  every  one 
This  Provost  dolh  for  those  bad  Jews  prepare 
That  of  this  murder  wisl,  and  that  anon : 
Such  wickedness  his  judgmeuts  cannot  spare  ; 
Who  wiU  do  evU,  evil  shall  be  bear ; 
Them  therefore  witli  wild  horwa  did  he  draw. 
And  after  tliat  he  hung  them  hy  the  law. 


Upon  his  bier  this  lonoceDt  doth  lie 
Before  tlie  attar  while  the  Mass  doth  lul : 
The  Abbot  with  his  coDveot'a  cumpaay 
Then  sped  themselves  to  bary  him  foil  brt; 
And,  when  they  holy  water  on  him  caM, 
Yet  spake  this  Child  when  sprinkled  was  Ebr  m 
And  sang,  O  Alma  BcdaKpUirit  UaUr! 


This  Abbot,  for  he  was  a  holy  man. 

As  all  Monks  are,  or  »;nrely  ought  10  tv, 

In  anppli cation  to  the  Child  bfgan 

Thus  saying,  <  0  dear  Child  !  1  summon  Uh 

In  virtue  of  Ihe  holy  Trinity 

Tell  me  tlie  cause  why  tboo  dost  dng  Ihij  br 

Since  that  thy  throat  is  out,  aa  it  doth  gnm.' 


'  My  throat  is  cut  unto  the  bone.  I  tnnr.' 
Sojd  this  young  Child,  'and  by  the  law  of  kin 
I  should  have  died,  yea  many  bouis  ago; 
But  Jesus  Christ,  as  in  the  books  ye  And, 
WiU  that  his  glory  last,  and  be  in  mind ; 
And,  for  the  worship  of  his  Mother  dntf. 
Yet  may  I  ung,  0  Alma/  loud  and  dear. 


•  This  well  of  mercy,  Jeso's  Mother  swm 
After  my  knowledge  I  have  loved  alway 
And  in  the  hour  when  1  my  death  did  m 
To  me  she  came,  and  tliua  to  me  did  say 
"  Thou  in  tliy  dying  sing  lliia  holy  lay," 
As  ye  have  hoard  ;  and  soon  as  1  had  an 
Melhought  alio  laid  a  grain  upon  my  too] 


'Wherefore  I  sing,  nor  can  from  aong  reba^ 
In  honour  of  ttiat  blissful  Maiden  free. 
Till  from  my  tongue  off-lakeo  is  tJie  prain ; 
And  after  tliat  thus  sud  she  unto  me  ; 
"My  little  Child,  then  will  I  come  fm  tbaa* 
Soon  as  the  gnun  from  off  thy  tongue  tbeiaa 
Be  not  dismayed,  1  will  not  (face  forake '.  '^ 


This  holy  Monk,  this  Abbol~hun  mm  ^V 
Tonched  theu  his  tongue,  and  look  away  i^b 
And  he  gave  up  the  ghost  full  pncetully  ■Z. 
And,  when  the  Abbot  had  thia  wonder  >e«q 
Ilia  aalt  tears  trickled  down  like  showen  ^^ta 
And  on  his  face  he  dropped  upon  the  groiai, 
And  still  he  lay  aa  if  he  had  been  bound. 
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XZXIII. 


wrhole  Conrent  on  the  parement  Uy, 
and  praising  Jesa'a  Mother  dear ; 
r  diat  they  rose,  and  took  their  way, 
d  up  this  Biartyr  from  the  bier^ 
tomb  of  predoiu  marble  clear 
his  micomipted  body  sweet. —  - 
r  he  be,  Grod  grant  us  him  to  meet ! 

ZXZIY. 

[ew  of  Lincoln !  in  like  sort  laid  low 

d  Jews — thing  well  and  widely  known, 

18  done  a  little  while  ago — 

)  thou  for  us,  while  here  we  tarry 

kful  folk,  that  God,  with  pitying  eye, 

'  would  his  mercy  multiply 

r  reirerenoe  of  his  Mother  Mary !" 


n. 
UCKOO  AND  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

of  Lore — a&,  henedicUe! 
hty  and  how  great  a  Lord  is  he ! 
f  low  hearts  can  make  hig^  of  high 
lake  low,  and  unto  death  bring  nigh ; 
1  hearts  he  can  make  them  kind  and  free. 


little  time,  as  hath  been  found, 
sake  sick  folk  whole  and  frerii  and  sound 
10  are  whole  in  body  and  in  mind, 
lake  sick, — bind  can  he  and  unbind 
tie  wiU  hare  bound,  or  hare  unbound. 

m. 
is  might  my  wit  may  not  suffice ; 
oen  he  can  make  them  out  of  wise ; — 
lay  do  all  that  he  will  deriae ; 
era  he  can  make  abate  their  rice, 
id  hearts  can  make  tremble  in  a  trice. 


For  every  true  heart,  gentle  heart  and  free, 
That  with  him  is,  or  thinketh  so  to  be, 
NowagainstMay  shaU hare  some  stirring — whether 
To  joy,  or  be  it  to  some  mourmng ;  never 
At  other  tune,  methinks,  in  hke  degree. 

Tf. 

For  now  when  they  may  hear  the  small  birds'  sung, 
And  see  the  budding  leaves  the  branches  throng. 
This  unto  their  remembrance  doth  bring 
All  kinds  of  pleasure  mix'd  with  sorrowing ; 
And  longing  of  sweet  thoughts  that  over  long. 

VII. 

And  of  that  longing  heaviness  doth  come. 
Whence  oft  great  sickness  grows  of  heart  and  home; 
Sick  are  they  all  for  lack  of  their  desire ; 
And  thus  in  May  their  hearts  are  set  on  fire, 
So  that  tlicy  bum  forth  in  great  martyrdom. 

vrii. 
In  sooth,  I  speak  from  feeling,  what  thougli  now 
Old  am  I,  and  to  genial  pleasure  slow ; 
Yet  have  I  felt  of  sickness  through  the  May, 
Both  hot  and  cold,  and  heart-aches  every  day,— 
How  hard,  alas  I  to  bear,  I  only  know. 

iz. 
Such  sbaldog  dotii  the  fever  in  me  keep 
Throu^  all  this  May  that  I  have  little  sleep; 
And  also  'tis  not  likely  unto  me. 
That  any  living  heart  should  sleepy  be 
In  which  Love's  dart  its  fiery  pohit  doth  steep. 

But  tossing  Utdy  on  a  sleepl<*fM  lied, 
I  of  a  token  thought  which  Lovers  beed ; 
How  among  them  it  was  a  common  tale, 
That  it  was  good  to  hear  the  Nightingale, 
Ere  the  vile  Cuckoo's  note  \>e  uttered. 


And  then  I  thought  anon  as  it  was  day, 
I  gladly  would  go  nfnnewhen  to  irtmy 
If  I  p>rdianee  a  Nightingale  might  ht^r, 
For  yet  had  I  heard  now,  of  aH  that  y#rar, 
And  it  was  tlien  the  third  niglit  of  Urn  May. 


the  whole  of  what  he  will,  be  may ; 
lim  dare  not  any  wight  say  nay ; 
•le  or  afflict  wfaome'er  he  will, 
en  or  to  grieve,  he  hatfa  Hke  skID ; 
t  his  might  be  sheds  oo  the  ew  of  May. 


ZIL 


And  f^/nu  OM  I  a  j^tm\i*^,  *if  Auy  cept^'d, 

No  Umt^t^  wf/M  I  in  my  lied  al/i/lr, 

Hot  Ktraightway  t//  a  wr^id  limi  wan  hard  by, 

F'/rrh  did  I  go,  altmv  and  fnuUn^y, 

And  liirld  Uht  f«thw8y  d//wfi  by  a  \,rttt,k-iMm  % 


a  ft  9 


I  cams  all  irbilc  uid  gmn, 

_  one  hod  never  been. 

J  wui  green,  with  Aaaj  powdercJ  o 

•he  Aatitn,  the  groTs  a  loftjr  corer, 

li  nhile ;  uicl  ntithlng  cIeg  vu  tec 


IB  wM  I  down  unong  the  liur  rmh  Sawen, 

nw  the  blrdi  raniB  trlpfiog  from  their  bowers, 
ro  tlwf  hxi  tt^tod  them  oJl  uiglit ;  ■nil  Uicji, 
'  WET*  BO  joyful  at  tlie  liglit  of  diij, 
|id  to  houDUT  Ms/  with  &1I  thair  powers. 


1  did  thef  know  tlut  Hervice  tH  by  rote, 
—^  there  wu  mui;  uid  nmnj  a  lovely  note, 
3ime,  liuging  loud,  u  if  the;  lad  coniplaioed  ; 

nie  with  their  nules  ouother  maaaez  feigned ; 

■d  Hme  did  siug  »U  ooL  with  the  full  throat. 


prooed  tlieiOBelTc 

iog  and  loaplug  light  upon  Ilie  sprsy ;     [^; 
iTcr  two  Bud  two  together  were, 
ftne  M  they  hod  chosen  fur  the  year, 

~  S^t  Talentiue'ii  returoiug  day. 

— .tawliile  the  slream,  whose  hull  I  Bite  upon, 
Wm  making  such  a  noise  oa  it  nm  oo 
Aocordajit  to  the  Bwocl  Birds'  barmony ; 
Meihought  tliit  it  vaa  tlie  beat  meludy 
Wbldi  ever  to  man's  ear  a  poasu^  won. 


And  for  delight,  bnt  how  I  never  irot, 
I  in  a  Hlumber  and  a  awooii  was  caught. 
Not  all  neleep  and  yet  not  waking  wholly; 
Aad  aa  I  lay,  the  Cuckoo,  bird  unholy. 
Broke  silence,  or  I  beard  him  in  my  tliought 


And  (hat  was  right  upon  a  Iree  fasl  by. 

And  who  vaa  then  ill  satisfied  but  1 1 

Now,  Gnd,  quoth  I,  tliat  died  upou  the  rood, 

From  (bee  and  tbybaso  throat,  keep  all  that's  good, 

Poll  mUe  joy  have  I  now  of  tbj  cry. 


And,  aa  I  with  the  Cuckoo  thus  *gan  diide. 
In  the  next  bush  Ihnt  was  me  fast  beside, 
I  heard  the  lusty  NightiiigiJo  so  sing. 
That  her  clear  voice  made  a  loud  riotiiift 
Eehouig  thorougli  all  Ihc  green  wood  Hide. 


Ah '.  good  sweet  Kightingslc  1  for  m 
Hcoee  hMl  thou  alay'd  a  little  wliil 
For  we  have  liad  Uie  wny  Cuckoo 
And  she  hath  been  before  tbws  witl 
Evil  light  on  her  I  the  halh  done  n 


But  hear  yon  now  a  w 

androua  ttuD 

As  long  aa  to  that  «w» 

oning-fit  1  U 

Metbonght  I  wist  right 

wcD  wlrnt  lb< 

And  hid  good  knowm 

bothofthei 

And  of  iheir  speeub,  & 

ud  ail  that  tt 

The  Nightingale  thus 

rmyhe,™ 

Good  Cuckoo,  seek  so 

ae  otlier  bus 

And,  prithee,  let  na  that  can  Hng  d 

For  every  wighl  eache 

WB  thy  Bong 

Such  oucoulh  singing 

verity  dost  ll 

Whatl  quoth  she  then,  what  is  "t  thi 
It  Bcoms  to  me  1  sing  as  welt  aa  thi 
For  mine '»  a  song  that  is  both  tru 
Although  I  eannol  quaver  bo  in  va 
As  than  doet  in  tfay  throat,  I  wot  I 


All  men  may  midcTSIaiidiDg  bave  ■ 

But,  Nightingale,  ao  may  they  not. 
For  thou  liast  many  a  foolish  aodt 
Tliou  say'at  Oseb,  Osie,  tlien  bovr 
Have  knowledge,  I  thee  pray,  whs 

Ab,  fool  I  quoth  she,  wist  thou  Ml 
Ori  as  I  say  Osee,  Osks,  I  wia, 
Tbca  mean  I,  that  1  should  bG  wot 
That  Hhomcfully  they  oue  and  all  > 
Whoever  agaiust  Iiove  moan  aogbl 

And  also  wonld  I  thai  tbey  all  w«l 
Who  do  not  tlunk  in  love  their  lifl 
For  who  is  loth  the  God  of  Love  | 
Is  only  fit  to  die,  I  dare  well  saj^ 
And  for  that  cause  Osek  I  cry  ; 


71  ■ 


Ay,  qnolh  the  Cuckc 


.rsJ 

•  die  ;  but  I J 


Aad  take  my  leave  of  oil  such 


*  while  I  hve  Love'i 
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vers  of  all  folk  thai  be  alive, 
08t  disquiet  have  and  least  do  thrive ; 
eeling  have  of  sorrow  woe  and  care, 
le  least  welfare  cometh  to  their  share ; 
need  is  there  against  the  truth  to  strive  t 


I  qaoth  she,  tfaoa  art  all  out  of  thy  mind, 
a  thy  churlishness  a  cause  canst  find 
ak  of  Love's  tme  Servants  in  this  mood ; 
this  world  no  service  is  so  good 
!ry  uight  ihat  gentle  is  of  kind. 


XXXI. 


lereof  comes  all  goodness  and  all  worth ; 
Dtiless  and  honour  thence  come  forth ; 
e  worship  comes,  content  and  true  hcart*s 
pleasure, 

all-assured  trust,  joy  without  measure, 
ollity,  fresh  cheerfulness,  and  mirth ; 


n. 


KKmty,  lowliness,  and  courtesy, 
ieemliness,  and  faithful  company, 
tread  of  shame  that  will  not  do  amiss ; 
e  that  £uthful]y  Love's  servant  is, 
■r  than  be  disgraced,  would  chose  to  die. 

xxxm. 
hat  the  very  truth  it  is  which  I 
*y — in  such  belief  I  '11  live  and  die ; 
'Qckoo,  do  thou  so,  by  my  advice, 
quoth  she,  let  me  never  hope  for  bliss, 
'  that  counsel  I  do  e'er  comply. 

xxxnr. 

Nightingale  !  thou  speakcst  wondrous  fair, 
*  hi]  that,  the  truth  is  found  elsewhere ; 
'▼e  in  young  folk  is  but  rage,  I  wis ; 
^ve  in  old  folk  a  great  dotage  is ; 
'08t  it  useth,  him  'twill  most  impair. 

XXXV. 

^»eof  come  all  contraries  to  ^adness ; 
^ckneas  comes,  and  overwhelming  sadness, 
8t  and  jealousy,  despite,  debate, 
our,  shame,  envy  importunate, 
^ger,  miacliief,  poverty,  and  madness. 

xxxri. 

I  is  aye  an  oflSce  of  despair, 

&e  thing  is  therein  which  is  not  fair ; 

hoso  gets  of  love  a  Uttle  bliss, 

I  it  alway  stay  with  him,  I  wis 

ky  fun  8o<Mi  go  with  an  M  man's  hair. 


ZZXVIf. 

And,  therefore.  Nightingale !  do  thou  keep  nigh, 
For  trust  me  well,  in  spite  of  thy  quaint  cry, 
If  long  time  from  thy  mate  thou  be,  or  far. 
Thou  It  be  as  others  that  forsaken  are ; 
Then  shalt  thou  raise  a  damonr  as  do  I. 

acxxvnt. 
He,  quoth  she,  on  thy  name,  Bird  ill  beseen  I 
The  God  of  Love  afflict  thee  with  all  teen. 
For  thou  art  worse  than  mad  a  thousand  fold ; 
For  many  a  one  hath  virtues  manifold. 
Who  had  been  nought,  if  Love  had  never  been. 


For  evermore  his  servants  Love  amendeth. 

And  he  from  every  blemish  them  defendeth ; 

And  maketh  them  to  bum,  as  in  a  fire, 

In  loyalty,  and  worshipful  desire. 

And,  when  it  likes  him,  joy  enough  them  lendetfa. 


XI. 


Thou  Nightingale !  the  Cuckoo  said,  be  still. 
For  Love  no  reason  hath  but  his  own  will ; — 
For  to  th'  untrue  he  oft  gives  ease  and  joy ; 
True  lovers  doth  so  bitterly  annoy. 
He  lets  them  perish  through  that  grievous  ilL 


xu. 


"Wiih  such  a  master  would  I  never  bo  * ; 

For  he,  in  sooth,  is  blind,  and  may  not  see. 

And  knows  not  when  he  hurts  and  when  he  heals; 

Within  this  court  full  seldom  Trutli  avails. 

So  diverse  in  his  wilfulness  is  be 


ZUT. 


Then  of  the  Nightingale  did  I  take  note. 

How  from  her  mmoet  heart  a  sigh  she  brought, 

And  said,  Alas  I  that  ever  I  was  bom. 

Not  one  word  have  I  now,  I  am  so  forionv — 

And  with  that  word,  she  bto  tears  burst  oat 


zun. 


Alas,  alas !  my  very  heart  will  break. 

Quoth  she,  to  hear  this  churiifth  bird  thus  speak 

Of  Love,  and  of  hb  holy  services ; 

Now,  Go^of  Love  t  thou  help  me  in  some  wise, 

That  vengeance  on  this  Cuckoo  I  may  wreak. 

ILrv. 
And  so  mefhought  I  started  up  anon, 
And  to  the  brook  I  ran  and  got  a  stone. 
Which  at  the  Cuckoo  hardily  I  cast. 
And  be  for  dread  did  fly  away  full  fast ; 
And  glad,  io  sooth,  was  I  when  be  was  gone. 

*  Frma  a  Buuiii«eHpt  In  the  IWllefjin,  m  art  alao  ftaasat 
44  aa4  45,  which  an  utcmmrj  U*  oooipUie  th«  wnw. 
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And  OS  he  flew,  the  Cuckoo,  ever  uai  aye. 
Kept  raying,  "  F»rowe1l !— fepewoU,  Popinj»y  ;" 

J  if  in  scoraful  iaiii;kci7  ot  mc ; 

,nd  on  I  liunted  liim  tc^im  tree  to  tree. 
Till  he  was  far,  all  oat  of  aiglit,  away. 

Then  gtnuglitway  «me  tlic  MighliDple  [a  me, 

1  said,  FuiaiwCb,  my  fripnd,  do  I  lliauU  thee, 
That  tliou  wert  nour  to  resooe  me  ]  and  now. 
Unto  tlie  God  of  Lovb  I  mata  a  ydw, 
That  all  Hub  May  I  will  tby  ai 


Wen  utiBned,  I  thanked  her,  and  aho  said. 
By  Ibia  mishap  no  longer  be  dismnyed, 
Tho(]ghthoalhi.>CuckoaheBr<l,(ret)ioQbeard'stmc 
Yet  if  1  lire  it  shall  amttided  bo, 

la  next  May  comwi.  If  1  am  not  afnud. 

Aod  one  Ihing  will  1  coiuibsI  ihce  al»5. 

The  Cuckoo  troBt  not  tbuu,  nor  his  Love's  eaw  ; 

that  she  «aid  ie  m  outrageoas  lie. 
Nfty,  nothing  shall  me  bring  tlierelo,  quolh  1, 
For  Lare,  and  it  bath  done  nw  mighl;  w«e. 

Yea,  halh  itl  use,  ijuotU  sliii,  this  mcdicino  ; 
This  May-lime,  every  day  before  thou  dine. 
Go  look  OD  the  fresh  daisy ;  then  say  I, 
Although  far  pain  thou  may'sl  bo  Uka  to  die. 
Thou  wilt  be  eased,  and  leas  wilt  droop  aud  pine. 

And  mind  always  tliat  thou  be  good  and  true. 
And  I  will  aing  one  song,  of  many  new. 

And  then  did  she  begin  this  song  full  high, 
*  Dealirew  all  tliem  tliat  are  in  love  untrue.' 


And  soon  an  she  hEul  sung  it  to  tho  end, 
Mow  farewell,  quotll  stle,  for  1  hence  must  hcd 
And,  God  of  Love,  tlial  con  right  well  aud  tua; 
<    Send  unlo  thee  aa  uiieklo  joy  tliis  day, 
ever  he  to  Lover  yet  ihd  send. 

Thus  takes  tlie  Nightingale  her  laavo  of  mc ; 

ray  to  God  with  her  always  to  be. 
And  joy  of  love  to  send  her  evermore ; 
And  shield  an  from  tho  Cuekoo  ojid  her  lore, 
For  there  ia  not  so  folae  a  bird  aa  she. 


Forlli  then  she  Sew,  the  gentle  Niglid^lc, 
To  all  the  Birds  that  lodged  widiin  IbM  dal^ 
And  gathered  each  and  all  into  one  pbt'I 
And  ihem  besought  to  hear  her  doleful  ca*e,     a 
And  thua  it  was  that  she  began  her  tal*.  J 

The  Cuekoo— 'tis  not  well  that  I  should  hld« 
Uuw  she  and  I  did  each  the  other  chide. 
And  without  eosiHDg,  since  It  was  daylight; 
And  now  I  pray  you  all  to  do  me  right 
Of  that  falao  Bird  tthum  Love  am  nut  abijo. 

Then  spake  one  Bitd,  and  full  anent  all  gKtS 
lilts  mailer  asketb  counsel  good  »«  grave, 
For  birds  wo  arc — all  here  togelher  hroajhl; 
And,  in  good  aooth,  tl^e  Cuckoo  heiv  is  noL ; 
And  therefore  we  a  Parliament  will  bate. 

And  thereat  shall  the  Eaf^  be  our  Lord, 
And  other  Peers  whtee  nioiea  are  on  reeoid; 
A  summons  to  the  Cnckoo  shall  be  Knt, 
And  judgment  there  be  given ;  or  that  inKol 
Fuliiig,  we  finally  ahall  loalie  accord. 

And  all  this  shall  be  done,  withoat  a  nay, 

The  morrow  afler  Saint  Valeotine's  ds_. , 

Uudcr  a  muplc  Uiat  Is  Wi'U  be!>;eu. 

Before  the  chamber-window  of  tlie  Queen, 

At  Woodslock,  on  (he  meadow  gr«en  and  py.  —  "tl' 

She  thanked  them  ;  and  then  her  leave  ibe  tui  ■"•  "i™ 
And  flew  into  a  hawthorn  by  that  brook ; 
And  there  slie  sate  and  suiig — upon  tliat  tr« — ■=-■  ' 
"  For  terra  of  life  Ijove  ahall  Imve  hold  of  me*    «■"  " 
I  So  loudly,  that  I  with  Uiat  song  awoke. 

!  Unlearned  Book  and  rude,  as  woll  I  know. 

Who  did  on  Ihee  the  hardiness  bestow 
To  appear  before  my  Lady  I  bat  a 
Thou 


at  of  hi 


Whereof  her  hourly  bearing  proof  doth  pre   ' 
For  of  all  good  she  is  the  best  alire. 

Ahus,  poor  Book  !  for  thy  nnworthiness. 

To  show  lo  her  some  pleaaaut  meaningt  wri"  - 

In  winning  words,  since  through  hor 

Thee  she  accepts  as  for  her  service  fit '. 

Oh  1  it  repents  ma  1  have  neiUter  wit 

Nor  leisure  unto  thee  more  worth  to  give 

Fur  of  all  good  she  is  the  best  alxit^ 
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meekly  with  all  lowliness, 
far  from  her  I  reverence, 

0,  of  all  bouses  onoe  the  crowned  boast ! 
Palace  illumined  with  the  sun  of  bHss ; 

m  my  truth  and  stedfaBtness, 
ge  my  sorrow's  violence, 

0  ring  of  which  the  ruby  now  is  lost, 

0  cause  of  woe,  that  cause  has  been  of  bliss : 

le  wish,  as  knows  your  sapience, 
king  proof  to  me  would  give  ; 
od  she  is  the  best  alive. 

Yet,  since  I  may  no  better,  would  I  kiss 
Thy  cold  doors ;  but  I  dare  not  for  this  rout ; 
Farewell,  thou  shrine  of  which  the  Saint  is  out  1 

L*KNVOT. 

Therewith  he  cast  on  Pandarus  an  eye, 

urora.  Day  of  gladsomeness ! 

it,  with  heavenly  influence 

cot  of  beauty  and  goodnesse, 

Uay,  by  your  beneficence, 

ithed  forth  in  silence, — comfort  give  ! 

ood,  yon  are  the  best  alive. 

With  chang^  face,  and  piteous  to  behold ; 
And  when  he  might  his  time  aright  espy. 
Aye  as  he  rode,  to  Pandarus  he  told 
Both  his  new  sorrow  and  his  joys  of  old. 
So  piteously,  and  with  so  dead  a  hue, 
That  every  wight  might  on  his  sorrow  me. 

BXPUCIT. 


III. 

tOILUS  AND  CRESIDA. 

g  Troilus  began  to  clear 
1  sleep,  at  the  first  break  of  day, 
adarus,  his  own  Brother  dear, 
rod,  full  piteously  did  say. 
Palace  see  of  Cresida ; 
yet  may  have  no  other  feaut, 
I  her  Palace  at  the  least ! 

hal  to  cover  his  intent 
und  into  tlie  Town  to  go, 
It  forth  to  Cresid's  Palace  went ; 
is  simple  Troilus  was  woe, 
lis  sorrowful  heart  would  break  in  two  ; 
saw  her  doors  fast  bolted  all, 
sorrow  down  he  *gan  to  faU. 

len  this  true  Lover  'gan  behold, 
I  every  window  of  the  place, 
thought  his  heart  was  icy  cold ; 
ith  clianged,  pale,  and  deadly  face, 
I  uttered,  foi*th  ho  'gan  to  pace ; 
irpose  bent  so  fast  to  ride, 
t  his  continuance  espied. 

thus, — O  Palace  desolate ! 
uses,  once  so  richly  dight ! 
ity  and  disconsolate ! 
which  extinguished  is  the  light ; 
om  (lay  that  now  art  night, 
,  to  fall  and  I  to  die ;  since  slie 
leM  iLs  both  in  sovereignty. 


Forth  from  the  spot  he  rideth  up  and  down. 
And  everything  to  his  rememberiUice 
Came  as  he  rode  by  places  of  the  town 
Where  he  had  felt  such  perfect  pleasure  once 
Lo,  yonder  saw  I  mine  own  Lady  dance. 
And  in  that  Temple  she  with  her  bright  eyes^ 
My  Lady  dear,  first  bound  me  captive-wise. 

And  yonder  with  joy-smitten  heart  have  I 
Heard  my  own  Cresid's  laugh ;  and  once  at  play 
I  yonder  saw  her  eke  full  blissfully ; 
And  yonder  once  she  unto  me  'gan  say — 
Now,  my  sweet  Troilus,  love  me  well,  I  pray ! 
And  there  so  graciously  did  me  behold, 
That  hers  unto  the  death  my  heart  I  hold. 

And  at  the  comer  of  that  self-same  house 
Heard  I  my  most  beloved  Lady  dear. 
So  womanly,  with  voice  melodious 
Singing  so  well,  so  goodly,  and  so  clear. 
That  in  my  soul  methinks  I  yet  do  hear 
The  blissful  sound ;  and  in  that  very  place 
My  Lady  first  me  took  unto  her  grace. 

0  bUssfnl  God  of  Love  !  then  thus  he  cried. 
When  I  the  process  have  in  memory. 
How  thou  hast  wearied  me  on  every  side. 
Men  thence  a  book  might  make,  a  history ; 
What  need  to  seek  a  conquest  over  me. 
Since  I  am  wholly  at  thy  will  t  what  joy 
Hast  thou  thy  own  hege  subjects  to  destroy  t 

Dread  Lord !  so  fearful  when  provoked,  thine  ire 
Well  hast  thou  wreaked  on  me  by  pain  and  grief ; 
Now  mercy.  Lord !  thou  know*st  well  I  desire 
Thy  grace  above  all  pleasures  first  and  chief; 
And  hve  and  die  I  will  in  tliy  betief ; 
For  which  I  ask  for  guerdon  but  one  boon, 
That  Cresida  again  tliou  send  me  soon. 


CoDgtraln  ber  he*rt  aa  quirkly  I 

Ah  thou  doHt  mine  nidi  longing  Ucr  to  trp. 

Then  know  I  well  ihnl  ibe  wonW  not  wjoum. 

Now,  bliurul  Lnri],  bo  cnicl  do  not  bo 

Unto  the  blood  of  Troy,  I  pmy  nf  thee, 

Aa  Juno  ma  unto  die  Thebnn  blood, 

Prom  whence  to  Thob™  came  griefs  in  nraltitudp 

And  kltcT  Ihif  be  to  (he  gntp  did  go 
Wbence  Creflid  rode,  u  if  in  hosle  slie  wu ; 
And  up  uid  down  diere  wont,  uid  to  and  fro, 
And  to  hinuclf  fiill  oft  he  mid,  iiUs  ! 
From  hence  m;  hop«,  uid  lolue  fordi  did  puna. 

0  would  the  bli^ui  God  now  for  his  joy, 
t  uughl  her  eee  nffun  coming  to  Troy  t 

And  up  to  yondo'  bill  was  1  her  guide  ; 
Alu,  and  (here  I  tooli  of  her  my  lo&ve ; 
Yonder  I  caw  hor  to  her  F&ther  ride, 
For  Tcry  griof  of  which  my  heart  shall  i^lcuro  ;  - 
And  hither  home  J  cune  when  it  was  ere ; 
And  here  I  dwoU  on  outcast  fhim  all  joy, 
And  shall,  unless  I  see  her  soon  in  Troy. 

And  of  himscir  did  he  imagine  oft, 

Tlial  he  woa  blighted,  polo,  and  waxen  \vm 

Than  he  was  want ;  oud  that  in  wbilpen  anh 

Men  Mud,  what  may  it  be,  coo  no  one  guess 

Why  TroiluB  hmh  all  this  heaviness  t 

All  wliifh  he  of  hlmBLlf  ciu.-eiled  nlmlly 

Out  of  his  wcakucsa  and  his  lut'loncliuty. 

Another  time  he  took  into  his  licad. 

That  every  wight,  who  in  die  way  passed  by. 

Hod  of  him  mlb,  and  fancied  Ihol  Ihey  sijd, 

1  am  right  cony  Troilus  will  diet 
Aud  thus  a  day  or  two  drove  wearily  ; 

As  ye  liave  heard ;  sucb  life  'gwi  he  to  lead 
As  one  IJiat  atandeth  betwixt  iiope  and  dread. 

For  which  it  pleased  him  in  bLi  songs  to  sUow 
The  occssioa  of  his  wne,  aslxst  lie  iniglit ; 
And  made  a  Gttiug  song,  of  words  but  fen. 

And  when  he  was  removed  from  all  meo's  sight. 
With  a  soft  night  voice,  he  of  his  Lsdy  dear. 
That  absent  was,  'gan  uug  as  yo  may  hear. 

O  star,  of  which  I  lost  have  all  the  liglit, 
With  a  sore  heart  welt  ooght  I  to  bewail, 
TIaI  ever  dark  in  tonncnt,  night  by  niglil, 
Toward  my  death  with  wind  I  sicri'  and  sail ; 


For  whieh  upon  Ae  tdilb  night  if  thou  (oi 
With  thy  bright  beuuis  lo  gnido  me  but  o-^ 
My  ship  and  roe  Cbarybdjs  viQ  devour. 

As  soon  aa  he  this  song  had  tliiu  song  lhi~r; 
Ue  fell  again  into  his  wrrows  old ; 
And  every  night,  as  was  bla  won!  (o  do, 
Troilus  stood  the  bright  moon  la  heliold ; 
And  all  his  trouble  lo  the  moon  h.i  IxM, 
And  said  ;  I  wis,  when  diou  *rl  boni'd  nc^ 
I  shall  be  glad  if  all  the  worid  be  tnir. 

Thy  horns  were  old  as  no*  upou  thai  mnmr. 
When  henee  did  journey  my  bright  Lsifi  imf. 
That  cause  is  of  my  torment  and  my  snm* ; 
For  which,  oh,  gentle  Luna,  bright  and  dar, 
Par  love  of  God,  ran  &3I  above  thy  iplisti 
For  when  tliy  boras  be^  once  mors  Utprn^ 
Then  shall  she  come,  that  with  her  blin  na;  bn^ 

The  day  is  more,  and  longer  every  ni^ht 
Thar  they  were  wont  to  Iw  -for  be  tbirg^  f, , 
And  tbat  the  sun  did  take  his  counc  cnt  li^ 
By  longer  way  than  he  waa  wont  lo  gv ; 
And  nid,  I  am  in  eofulont  dread  I  trow. 
That  PhietoD  his  son  is  yet  oUv^ 
His  too  fond  Gillisr's  or  amtM  lo  Mia. 

Upon  the  walls  fast  also  would  he  walk, 

To  ll>c  end  ihi^t  he  d>u  Grceloii  h■^^  uiightwi 

And  ever  dius  lie  to  himself  w.,uld  loik  1— 

Lo  !  yonder  is  my  own  bright  Lady  frse ; 

Or  yonder  is  it  thai  the  tents  must  be  ; 

And  thence  does  come  this  air  which  is  M  mt, 

Tliat  in  my  soul  I  feel  ilie  joy  of  it. 

Anil  certainly  this  wind,  that  more  and  nwn 
By  moments  thus  mcrdLSelJi  in  my  lace, 
Is  of  my  Lody'e  sighs  heavy  and  sore  ; 
1  provo  it  thus ;  for  m  no  odier  space 
Of  all  [his  town,  save  only  in  tJiis  place, 
Feel  I  a  wind,  lliat  soundedi  >o  like  jotn  ; 
It  Boitli,  Alas,  nhy  severed  are  we  Iwaint 

A  weary  while  in  paiu  he  toseclh  thus. 

Till  fijlly  past  and  gone  was  the  ninth  ni^; 

.\nd  ever  at  bis  tide  stood  Pondanu, 

Wlio  busily  mode  ose  of  all  his  migbt 

To  comfort  him,  and  make  his  heart  more  U^^! 

Giving  him  always  hope,  that  alie  the  niorTDS 

or  tlic  tenth  day  will  come,  and  end  his  sonv*. 
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I. 

OLD  CUMBERLAND  BEGGAR. 

Beggan*  to  which  the  Old  Man  here  descrihed 
il  1  probably  aoon  be  extinct.  It  consisted  of  poor» 
tly.  old  and  infirm  peraons^  who  confined  them- 
ft  stated  round  in  their  neighbourhood,  and 
n  fixed  days,  on  which,  at  different  houses, 
larly  received  alms,  sometimes  in  money,  but 
proTisiona. 

kged  Beggar  in  my  walk ; 
18  seated,  by  the  highway  side, 
structure  of  rude  masonry 
le  foot  of  a  huge  hill,  that  they 
their  horses  down  the  steep  rough  road 
:e  remount  at  ease.    The  aged  Man 
d  his  staff  across  the  broad  smooth  stone 
lays  the  pile ;  and,  from  a  bag 
with  flour,  the  dole  of  village  dames, 
lis  scraps  and  fragments,  one  by  one ; 
led  them  with  a  iixed  and  serious  look 
mputation.    In  the  sun, 
8ec<md  step  of  that  small  pile, 
^d  by  those  wild  unpeopled  hills, 
id  ate  his  food  in  solitude : 
scattered  from  his  palsied  hand, 
attempting  to  prevent  the  waste, 
ed  still,  the  crumbs  in  little  showers 
e  ground ;  and  the  small  mountain  birds, 
ring  yet  to  peck  their  destined  meal, 
ed  within  the  length  of  half  his  staff. 

>m  my  childhood  hare  I  known ;  and  then 
>  old,  he  seems  not  older  now ; 
B  on,  a  soHtaiy  Man, 
fs  in  i^pearance,  that  for  him 
«ring  Horseman  throws  not  with  a  slack 
ess  hand  his  alms  upon  the  ground, 
, — that  he  may  safely  lodge  the  coin 
le  old  Man's  hat ;  nor  quits  him  so, 
when  he  has  given  Ins  horse  the  rein, 
the  aged  Beggar  with  a  look 
and  half-reverted.    She  who  tenda 
ate,  when  in  summer  at  her  door 
her  wheel,  if  on  the  road  she  sees 
beggar  coming,  quits  her  work, 
the  latch  for  him  that  he  may  pass. 


The  post-boy,  when  his  rattling  wheels  overtake 

The  aged  Beggar  in  the  woody  lane, 

Shouts  to  him  frx)m  behind ;  and,  if  thus  warned 

The  old  man  does  not  change  his  course,  the  boy 

Turns  with  less  noisy  wheels  to  the  roadside, 

And  passes  gently  by,  without  a  curse 

Upon  his  lips,  or  anger  at  his  heart 

He  travels  on,  a  solitary  Man ; 
His  age  has  no  companion.    On  the  ground 
His  eyes  are  turned,  and,  as  he  moves  along, 
7%e3f  move  along  the  ground ;  and,  evermore. 
Instead  of  common  and  habitual  sight 
Of  fields  with  rural  works,  of  hill  and  dale. 
And  the  blue  sky,  one  little  span  of  earth 
Is  all  his  prospect    Thus,  from  day  to  day. 
Bow-bent,  his  eyes  for  ever  on  the  ground. 
He  plies  his  weary  journey ;  seeing  still. 
And  seldom  knowing  that  he  sees,  some  straw, 
Some  scattered  leaf,  or  marks  which,  in  one  track, 
The  nails  of  cart  or  chariot-wheel  have  left 
Impressed  on  the  white  road, — in  the  same  line, 
At  distance  still  the  same.     Poor  Traveller  ! 
His  staff  trails  with  him ;  scarcely  do  his  feet 
Disturb  the  summer  dust ;  he  is  so  still 
In  look  and  motion,  that  the  cottage  curs. 
Ere  he  has  passed  the  door,  will  turn  away. 
Weary  of  barking  at  him.    Boys  and  girls. 
The  vacant  and  tiie  busy,  maids  and  youths. 
And  urchins  newly  breeched — ^all  pass  him  by : 
Him  even  the  slow-paced  waggon  leaves  behind. 

But  deem  not  this  Man  useless. — Statesmen !  ye 
Who  are  so  restless  in  your  wisdom,  ye 
Who  have  a  broom  still  ready  in  your  hands 
To  rid  the  world  of  nuisances ;  ye  proud, 
Heart-swoln,  while  in  your  pride  ye  contemplate 
Your  talents,  power,  or  wisdom,  deem  bun  not 
A  burthen  of  the  earth  !    'Tis  Nature's  law 
That  none,  the  meanest  of  created  thingH, 
Of  forms  created  the  most  vile  and  brute, 
The  dullest  or  most  noxious,  should  exist 
Divorced  from  good— a  spirit  and  pulse  of  good, 
A  life  and  soul,  to  every  mode  of  being 
Insepanbly  linked.    Then  be  aasorcd 
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ThU  leBdt  at  all  can  ought — tlut  stot  aimed 
Tho  heoveD-regardinE  eje  and  front  sublime 
VTbinb  man  is  bom  M — Biolt,  howo'er  depreosed, 
So  low  i£  to  bescomcdwitfaoutasin; 
Without  offence  to  God  out  out  of  view; 
Like  the  dry  renuuuit  of  >  gardeD-Bawer 
Whose  seeds  are  ahod,  or  as  an  implemunt 

m  out  and  wortlilcsa.    While  from  dour  to  door 
This  old  Man  creeps,  the  village™  in  hua 
Bshold  a  record  which  togellicr  biniU 
pB(t  deeds  and  offices  of  uhnrity. 
Else  unremembercd,  and  bo  keeps  alira 
Tho  kindly  mood  in  hearW  wliioh  lapse  of  joara. 
And  thut  half-wisdom  half-expcriimce  gives, 
Make  slaw  Ui  feel,  and  by  sure  steps  reugu 
To  tolluhuesa  and  cold  oblivious  cares. 
Among  the  foimii  uid  soliiary  hats, 
]Uinlcts  and  thinly-sotlered  village*, 
Where'ar  llie  aged  Beggar  lakes  his  rounds, 
The  mild  □ecesul}'  of  use  compels 
To  acta  of  love ;  and  habit  does  Ib«  work 
Of  leaeon ;  yet  prepares  that  afier-joy 
Which  reason  cherishes.    And  thus  the  suul. 
By  that  sweet  taste  of  pleasure  onpursueil. 
Doth  find  kLrself  inarnsiblir  disposed 
To  vhrtne  and  true  goudncea. 

Some  thore  are, 
Bjr  iJieb-good  works  exalted,  lofty  minda 
And  meditative,  authnrs  of  di'li^cht 
And  Imppini'ss,  «liich  to  Uv-  end  ^f  [Ii.ie- 
WiUlive,  and  spread,  and  kuidle:  ewusui'Ii  mind 
In  ehildhood,  from  ihia  solitary  Being, 
Or  from  like  wanderer,  haply  has-e  received 
(A  thing  more  precious  far  than  all  that  books 
Or  the  solieitudea  o[  lova  can  do  1) 
That  first  mild  touch  of  sympalby  and  thouKliI, 
In  which  they  found  their  kindred  with  a  wurld 
Where  want  and  sorrow  were.     The  easy  man 
Who  sits  at  his  own  door,— and,  like  (lie  pear 
That  averhangs  his  head  from  the  green  wall. 
Feeds  in  the  sunshine ;  the  rnlnist  and  young, 
The  proaperous  and  unthinking,  they  who  lire 
Sheltered,  and  fluuriah  in  a  little  grove 
Of  their  own  kindred  ;— alt  behold  in  him 
A  mlenl  monitor,  which  on  their  minds 
Must  needs  impress  a  transitory  thought 
Of  setf-congTBlalatioD,  to  the  heart 
Of  each  recalling  liis  peculiar  boons. 
His  charters  and  exemptioDs;  and,  perchance. 
Though  he  to  no  one  give  the  fortitudu 
And  circnmspection  needful  to  preserve 
His  presi^nt  blesangs,  and  til  hnsband  up 
Tho  renpito  of  tlie  season,  he,  at  lenal, 
And  'tis  no  vulgar  service,  makes  tliem  fell. 


Yet  further. Many,  I  believe,  ll«w  a 

Who  live  a  Ufa  of  virtoons  decency. 
Men  who  can  bEar  the  Decalogue  aod  bd 

self-reproach ;  who  of  the  moral  law 
Established  in  the  land  where  tliey  abide 

strict  obaervers ;  and  not  iiegti|t<'i>i 

In  acts  of  love  to  tlinoe  with  whom  ihej  dwsB, 

Their  kindred,  and  tlie  cliildrco  of  thdr  U 

se  be  to  sucb,  and  to  tlicir  sluuibcn  pne»l 
— But  of  the  poor  nun  ask,  tho  abjrci  pwr ; 
Go,  and  demand  of  liiui,  if  ihon  be  hen 
la  this  cold  abatiuoitce  from  evil  deeds. 
And  these  inevitable  charities, 

erewitli  to  satisfy  the  human  soul ! 

_num  is  dear  to  man ;  the  poorest  poor 
Long  for  some  moments  in  a  wiau-y  life 
When  they  can  know  and  fool  tlial  they  ban  ta 
Themselves,  the  tUhers  and  the  dealsn.4Dl 
nme  small  blessings ;  haro  been  kind  la 
As  needed  kindness,  for  this  single  nMM, 
That  we  have  all  of  us  one  human  ImmI, 
— Snch  pleasure  is  to  one  kind  IWxig  )nD«%j 
My  neigbboDT,  when  with  puncliwl  out^  caefc  | 
Duly  as  Friday  eomce,  though  prtltid  bcndl 
By  her  own  wants,  she  from  her  store  «f  t))4l| 
Takes  one  unsparing  haudfiil  for  the  Mrip 
0!  tills  old  Mendicant,  and,  from  ter  4aoP 
Retummg  with  eihilarated  bearl, 

by  her  lire,  mid  builJ?  lii=r  hope  in  heavia    "> 

I       Then  let  him  paas,  a  blessing  on  his  head '. 
I  And  while  in  that  vast  soUtndo  to  wliich  1 

I  The  tide  of  things  has  borne  him,  he  appcsra 
To  breathe  and  live  bat  for  him^f  alone,  I 

L'oblamed,  Qninjured,  let  him  bear  aboDt  ' 

,  The  gooil  wlilch  the  bom'gnaiit  law  of  HnveD        , 
i  Has  hung  around  him :  and,  while  life  i*  bis,        ' 
j  Still  let  liim  prompt  tlie  unlettered  villagers 
To  lender  offices  snd  penuve  thongbu^  i 

—  Then  let  him  pass,  a  bleswng  on  hia  head !        I 
And,  long  as  ho  con  wander,  let  bim  brcatbo 
.  Tho  fre!ihness  of  Uie  volleys  ;  let  his  bhwd 
.Struggle  with  frosty  air  and  winter  mows ; 
And  let  the  chartered  wind  tliat  svi-eops  the  b^^ 
I  Boat  his  grey  locks  against  his  withered  bn. 
Rererenco  the  hope  whose  vital  auKiou.iDes 
Gives  tlie  last  human  interest  to  his  heart. 
May  never  Uous^  mlsnameil  of  Ixddstbt, 
Make  him  a  captive  I — for  that  pent-up  din. 
Those  life-consuming  sounds  that  dog  Iho  air. 
Be  his  tho  natural  sileDce  of  old  age ! 
Let  him  be  free  of  moontain  solitudes ; 
j  And  have  around  him,  whether  limrd  or  iwt, 
I  The  pleasant  melody  of  woodland  Urda. 
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lis  plcMures :  if  his  eyes  hare  now 
naed  so  long  to  settle  upon  earth 
without  some  effort  they  behold 
lensnce  of  the  horizontal  sun, 
setting,  let  the  light  at  least 
»  entrance  to  their  languid  orbs, 
im,  v^iere  and  when  he  will,  sit  down 
he  trees,  or  on  a  grassy  bank 
ty  side,  and  with  the  little  birds 
chance-gathered  meal ;  and,  finally, 
eye  of  Nature  he  has  lived, 
eye  of  Nature  let  him  die ! 
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II. 


FARMER  OF  TILSBURY  VALE. 

>r  the  unfeeling,  the  falsely  refined, 
kmish  in  taste,  and  the  narrow  of  mind, 
mall  critic  wielding  his  delicate  pen, 
ig  of  old  Adam,  the  pride  of  old  men. 

in  the  centre  of  London's  wide  Town ; 
8  a  sceptre — his  grey  hairs  a  crowu  ; 
bright  eyes  look  brighter,  set  off  by  the 
eak 
faded  rose  that  still  blooms  on  his  cheek. 

lewsy  in  the  sunshine  of  mom, — 'mid  the 

r 

ds,  he  collected  that  bloom,  when  a  boy; 

itenance  there  fashioned,  which,  spite  of 

tain 

ife  hath  receiyed,  to  the  last  will  remain. 


r  he  was ;  and  his  house  far  and  near 
>oast  of  the  country  for  excellent  cheer : 
lare  I  heard  in  sweet  Tilsbury  Vale 
iTer-rimmed  horn  whence  he  dealt  his 
Idalel 

1  was  Cur  as  the  farthest  from  ruin, 
seemed  to  know  what  their  Master  was 

'Dg; 

ps,  and  corn-land,  and  meadow,  and  lea, 

t  the  infection — as  generous  as  he. 

1  prized  little  the  feast  and  tlie  bowl, — 
better  suited  the  ease  of  his  soul : 

d  through  the  fields  like  an  indolent  wight, 
of  nature  was  Adam's  delight 


For  Adam  was  simple  in  thought ;  and  the  poor. 
Familiar  with  him,  made  an  inn  of  his  door : 
He  gave  them  the  best  that  he  had ;  or,  to  say 
What  less  may  mislead  you,  they  took  it  away. 

Thus  thirty  smooth  years  did  he  thrive  on  his  farm : 
The  Genius  of  plenty  preserved  him  from  harm : 
At  length,  what  to  most  is  a  season  of  sorrow. 
His  means  are  run  out^ — ^he  must  beg,  or  must 
borrow. 

To  the  neighbours  he  went, — all  were  free  with 

their  money ; 
For  his  hive  had  so  long  been  replenished  with 

honey. 
That  they  dreamt  not  of  dearth ; — He  continued 

his  rounds. 
Knocked  here — and  knocked  there,  pounds  stiU 

adding  to  poimds. 

He  paid  what  he  could  with  his  ill-gotten  pelf, 
And  something,  it  might  be,  reserved  for  himself: 
llien  (what  is  too  true)  without  hinting  a  word, 
Turned  his  back  on  the  country — and  off  like  a  bird. 

You  lift  up  your  eyes! — but  I  guess  that  you  frame 
A  judgment  too  harsh  of  the  sin  and  the  sliame ; 
In  him  it  was  scarcely  a  business  of  ait. 
For  this  he  did  all  in  the  ease  of  his  heart. 

To  London — a  sad  emigration  I  ween — 

With  his  grey  hairs  he  went  from  the  brook  and 

the  green ; 
And  there,  witli  small  wealth  but  his  legs  and  his 

hands, 
As  lonely  he  stood  as  a  crow  on  the  sands. 

All  trades,  as  need  was,  did  old  Adam  assume, — 
Served  as  stable-boy,  errand-boy,  porter,  and  groom ; 
But  nature  is  gracious,  necessity  kind, 
And,  in  spite  of  the  shame  that  may  lurk  in  his 
mind, 

He  seems  ten  birthdays  younger,  is  green  and  is 

stout; 
Twice  as  fast  as  before  does  his  blood  run  about ; 
You  would  say  that  each  hair  of  his  beard  was  alive, 
And  his  fingers  are  busy  as  bees  in  a  hive. 

For  he 's  not  Uke  an  Old  Man  tliat  leisurely  goes 
About  work  that  he  knows,  in  a  track  that  he  knows ; 
But  often  his  mind  is  compelled  to  demur, 
And  you  gneas  that  the  more  then  his  body  must  stir. 


rOEUS  REFERRING  TO 


jog  ni  ihe  tuwn  Ilka  a  itmtgfr  w  Ik, 
c  wliofip  own  emmtr]'  '*  far  over  the  tra ; 
ilure,  vhllo  thniugli  the  gresi  ciij  he  bics, 
uu  tea  tiinei  ■  daf  t&keg  hii  heart  b;  gnrpriw, 

rhi*  gives  him  tlie  fuicy  ol  onp  thu  is  jonng, 
I    MoreofHiu)  in  his  face  tlun  of  words  oii  his  toi]i:iiv ; 
I    Lilfe  a  maidrn  of  twenty  he  treniljla  and  ligha, 

And  tean  of  fifteen  Htll  come  into  hii  eyea. 

What  "s  a  tempest  lohim,  nr  the  dry  puvhmg  hmtfl! 
Y«  he  wWchea  the  dondi  thai  pus  over  the  Mroels; 
With  a  look  of  such  oamc»tneaa  oft™  will  alanil. 
Von  might  think  ha  'd  twelve  raq>crs  al  work  iii 
the  SU-und. 

Where  proud  CoTent-garden,  in  dcaoUte  honre 
Of  mow  and  hoar-frost,  sproula  hor  tniita  and  li«- 

Old  Adam  will  unlle  at  the  ptuns  that  hare  mode 
I'aar  winter  look  fine  In  such  strange  masqucraite. 

'Mid  coaches  and  chnriota.a  wa^;;^  of  straw. 
Like  a  magnet,  the  heart  of  old  Adam  can  draw  ; 
Willi  a  tlioumnd  soft  pirturcs  his  memory  will  teem, 
And  ilia  lieuing  LS  touched  with  the  sairnds  of  a 

Up  the  Uajrmarket  fail)  he  ofi  whistles  liis  waj', 
TbruBia  hisbanda  In  a  waggoD,Bnd  Bmvlls  at  tlie  ha; ; 
He  tliinks  of  the  fields  he  so  often  liath  mown, 
And  is  happy  Sfl  if  the  rich  freight  were  his  own. 


But  cliieflj  to  Smithfield  he  1 
If  you  pass  by  at  morning,  } 


wfarewell,  old  Adam!  whca  low  thou  art  hilil 
y  one  blade  of  grass  j^pring  up  over  thy  hcfl'l  : 


THE  SMALL  CELAKDINE. 

'UEILK  is  a  Flower,  the  lesser  CeUndine, 
hat  shrinks,  like  many  more,  from  colli  and  « 
..tid,  the  timt  moment  tliat  the  mm  may  sliine, 
Bright  as  the  sun  himself,  'tis  oat  again  ! 


WheD  hailsloiUB  hare  been   CtQi 

Or  blasts  the  greon  field  and  the  In 
Oh  hare  I  seen  it  muffled  up  from 
In  close  »lf-Bhclter,  like  a  Thing  a 

But  lately,  one  rough  day,  this  Floi 
And  recognised  it,  though  an  alien 
Kow  standing  forth  on  ofFortng  to  t 
And  bufleted  at  will  by  rain  and  ib 

I  stopped,  and  said  with  inly-mattp 
"  It  doth  Dot  lo™  the  (iowcr,  nor  i 
This  neither  is  its  courage  nor  ita  c 
But  its  oecessity  in  b«nng  old. 

The  sunshine  may  not  cheer  !l,  nor 
It  cannot  help  itself  in  its  decay ; 
Stiff  in  its  members,  withered,  cha 
And,  in  my  spleen,  I  smiled  that  it 

To  be  a  Prodigal's  Favourite— the 
A  Miser's  Pensioner — behold  our 
0  Man,  that  from  thy  lair  and  shi 
Age  might  but  take  the  things  Ya 


THE  TWO  TUIEV 


TIIE  LAST  STACE  OF  A 
U  NOW  that  the  genius  of  Bewivk 
And  the  skill  which  he  icnmed  oi 

Tyne, 
Then  the  Musca  might  deal  will 

choBs, 
For  1  'd  take  my  last  leave  hot! 


What  feats  would  I 

Uook-leamiug  and 

land: 

calls. 


1  thirst  and 
luld  then  h 


The  traveller  wotJdImng  his  i 
Let  them  smoke,  let  tiietn  biL 

hecarel 
For  the  Prodigal  Son,  Jose] 

sheaves. 
Oh,  what  would  they  be  lo  mj 
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diiitjtiiDeBtold; 
flf  hir  and  fool 


diips  ■  tfw  evpiBleriliwiiig  hk  floor  1 
iri4oad  flf  tnf  ai  an  old  voouui's  door ! 
aniel  Ins  hand  to  tfw  traanre  will  slide ! 
lis  GrandsoB^a  aa  bamj  at  work  by  hb  side. 

aniel  begina  ;  he  stops  sbori — and  his  eye, 
^  tfie  hMt  look  of  dotoge^  is  cunning  and  sly 
look  which  at  this  time  is  hardly  his  own, 
ills  a  pfaun  lale  of  tfie  days  that  are  flown. 


eehada 
infold  pli.  ^ 
riiat  if  he 


adi  was  moTed  by  the  wires 
ores  and  many  desires : 
dipfririied  his  parse  I    Twas  no 

treading  n  padi  trod  by  thousands  before. 

apath  trod  by  thousands ;  bat  Daniel  is  one 
rent  sometfiing  fiurther  than  others  have  gone, 
ow  with  old  Daniel  you  see  how  it  fares ; 
»  to  what  end  he  has  brought  his  grey  hairs. 

lir  saOy  forth  hand  in  hand :  ere  the  sun 
9ered  o'er  the  beeches,  their  work  is  begun : 
eif  into  whaterer  sn  they  may  fall, 
tnld  bat  half  knows  it,  and  that  not  at  alL 

nmt  tfiroa^  the  streets  with  deliberate  tread^ 
ich,  in  his  torn,  becomes  leader  or  led ; 
rhererer  they  carry  their  plots  and  their 


Neither  checked  by  the  lich  nor  the  ne«4y  tbcy 


face  in  the  Tillage  b  dimpled  with  smiles. 


For  the  grey-headed  Sire  has  a  danghtor  al  honM» 
Who  will  gladly  repair  all  the  damage  thai  ^idoae; 
And  three,  were  it  asked,  would  be  rmdered  for  oae^ 

Old  Man  I  whom  so  oft  I  with  pity  hat«  ey«d» 
I  lore  thee,  and  love  the  sweet  Boy  at  thy  side : 
Long  yet  may'st  thou  lire  1  for  a  leneher  we  sm 
That  lifts  up  the  veil  of  our  naturo  in  tbeew 


▼. 


ANIMAL  TRANQUILLITY  AND  DECAY. 

The  little  hedgerow  birds, 
That  peck  along  the  road,  regard  liim  nut 
He  travels  on,  and  in  his  face,  his  step, 
His  gait,  is  one  expression :  every  liiub, 
His  look  and  bending  figuro,  all  lMHi|M«Ak 
A  man  who  does  not  move  witli  palii,  Itut  niovsa 
With  tliought — He  is  Insousibly  subdued 
To  settled  quiet :  he  is  one  by  wliom 
All  effort  seems  forgotten ;  one  to  wlioui 
Long  patience  hath  such  mild  oumpoMurt*  Kivrn, 
That  patience  now  dotli  sooin  a  tiling  of  which 
Ho  hath  no  need.    Ho  is  by  nature  l(*d 
To  peace  so  perfect  tliat  the  young  iN-liold 
With  eovy,  what  tho  Old  Man  liardly  fwls. 
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EPITAPHS  AND  ELEGUC  PIECES. 


Wbkp  not,  beloi-ed  Fiioads !  nor  Ul  tlio  air 
me  wilb  wghB  be  troubled.     Not  from  lite 

Hiivc  I  bef  Q  taken  ;  this  is  genuine  lifo 

And  tblB  fttone— Ibe  liTe  which  now  I  livs 
leaae  eternal ;  where  demre  wid  joy 
ctLer  move  in  fellovmhip  without  end. — 

Fttiaceaeo  Ceui  willed  that,  after  dt-olli, 

tombatonc  tbua  lUould  apeak  for  him.     An 

lU  cause  there  is  for  that  fond  wish  of  ours 
Long  to  coodnue  in  tliis  world  ;  a  world 
That  kccpB  not  faith,  niir  jet  cam  point  a  hope 
To  good,  vhenof  itaeU  in  deatitule. 


PERHira  some  needful  service  of  the  Stnle 
Drew  TiTcs  from  the  depth  of  studious  bowe 
And  doomed  hira  (o  contend  m  faithless  coiir 
ere  gold  determines  between  right  and  w 
.  did  at  length  bis  loyalty  of  heart, 
1  his  pure  native  g;eiiius,  lead  him  bnek 
wait  upon  the  bright  and  gracious  Muses, 
om  he  had  early  laved.     And  not  in  rain 
h  coume  he  held!  Bologna's  learned  ncho 
re  gladdened  hy  the  Sage's  voice,  and  hui 
With  foudnesa  on  those  sweet  Nestorinu  nlrai 
There   pleasure  crowned  hia   days;    and  a 
Hi  oughts 
■oseale  fragrance  breathed.  •— O  human  li 


0  Thoo  who  moteisl  unward  with  a  mind 
Intent  npon  thy  wty,  [■auae,  (tiuu^  in  lum 
'Twili  be  no  fruitleaa  iDomeaL  1  wu  bnni 
Within  Sarooa's  walla,  of  gentle  blood. 
On  Tiber's  hanka  ray  youth  waa  di-dioli 
To  sacred  studies ;  and  the  HoniMi  Sheplxrl 
Gave  to  my  charge  Urbino's  luiminiui  llvt. 
Well  did  I  watch,  much  labound,  nor  had  ffl 
To  Bseapo  from  many  and  strangr  inJijrouitl 
Waa  BmitlcQ  by  the  gretd  onea  of  the  muM. 
But  did  not  fall ;  for  Virtue  bnvni  all  ib^ 
Upon  bereelf  resting  immovealdy. 
Me  did  a  kindlier  fortune  then  mvlM 
To  aerve  the  glorion*  Henry,  Kinj  <rf  ft 
And  in  hia  hands  I  saw  a  high  nrwui! 
Stretched  out  for  my  aoccptaois;,— hui  Ih 
Now,  Reader,  learn  from  tMa  my  fu*,himb 
How  treaehcrooa  to  her  pninuse,  is  tbt  aidO 
And  tnist  in  (.;o.!-to  ivhose  eternal  i'rt 
Must  beuJ  the  sceptred  Potentato  o(  dl 


Tbeh 


eslheda 


MitalA 


Behold  a  high  injunction  and' 
To  Amo's  side  hath  brought 
A  Tuscan  audience :  bat  fiill  soon  w: 
To  the  perpetual  ulence  of  the  ^rmvi 
Moum,  Italy,  the  loss  of  him  who  Bii 
A  Champion  sivdfast  and  invincible, 
To  quell  the  rage  of  literary  War ! 


.nd  h. 


Wua  cloa'mg,  might  not  of  that  life  reliU 
Toilalong  and  hanl— The  warrior  ailin^jn 
Of  wounds,  and  bright  sworda  llaahine  in  li^Wl 
And  bhial  of  troropets.    He  who  halh  l««4j^ 
I  To  bow  hia  forehead  in  the  cooi-ts  of  kiii;>i 
Will  tell  of  fraud  and  never-ceasag  hslf, 
I   Envy  and  hearfr-iaquietade,  derived 
[  Frtkm  intricate  cabals  of  treacherous  frvad^ 
.  I,  who  on  shipboard  lived  &ocu  earlispt  vDoint 

Cuuld  I'eproseut  the  countenance  honilile 
I  Of  llie  vf  xcd  waters,  and  the  indignant  rage 
Of  AuBter  and  Boutca      Flfly  j-enra 
'  ""'■^  \   Over  the  well^steered  gaileya  did  !  rule;- 

From  huge  Pelorua  to  the  Atlantic  pilUn, 
Rises  no  mountain  to  mine  eyes  unknown ; 
And  the  broad  gulfs  1  traversed  oft  and  oA 
I  Of  every  clond  which  in  the  heavens  might  Mir 
I  kni'w  the  force  ;  and  hcnoe  thorough  *•"•  pi 

lobltorrgliial.     What  noble  pomp  and  frequent  bare  DM  I 
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gal  decks  beheld !  yet  in  the  end 
led  that  one  poor  moment  can  suffice 
oalise  the  lofty  and  the  low. 
il  the  sea  of  life — a  Calm  One  finds, 
hie  a  Tempett — and,  the  voyage  o*er, 
is  the  qmet  haren  of  us  all. 
•e  of  my  condition  ye  would  know, 
%  was  my  birth-place,  and  I  sprang 
>le  parents :  serenty  years  and  three 
I — then  yielded  to  a  slow  disease. 

T. 

is  it  that  Ambrosio  Salinero 
in  untoward  &te  was  long  involved 
>aa  litigation ;  and  fuU  long, 
arder  still !  had  he  to  endure  assaults 
king  malady.    And  true  it  is 
lOt  the  less  a  frank  courageous  heart 
aoyant  spirit  triumphed  over  piun ; 
e  was  strong  to  follow  in  the  steps 
fiur  Muses.    Not  a  covert  patli 
to  the  dear  Parnassian  forest's  shade, 
light  from  him  be  hidden ;  not  a  track 
B  to  pellucid  Hippocrene,  but  he 
aoed  its  windings. — This  Savona  knows, 
>  sepulchral  honors  to  her  Son 
id,  for  in  our  age  the  heart  is  ruled 
y  gold.    And  now  a  simple  stone 
»ed  with  this  memorial  hero  is  raised 
bereft,  his  lonely,  Chiabrera. 
not,  O  Passenger  I  who  read^st  the  lines 
n  exceeding  love  hath  dazzled  me ; 
e  was  One  whose  memory  ought  to  spread 
t'er  Permessus  bears  an  honoured  name, 
re  as  long  as  its  pure  stream  shall  flow. 

TI. 

ED  to  war  from  very  infancy 

,  Roberto  Dati,  and  I  took 

Ita  the  white  symbol  of  the  Cross : 

life's  vigorous  season  did  I  shun 
i  or  toil ;  among  the  sands  was  seen 
ya ;  and  not  seldom,  on  the  banks 
e  Hungarian  Danube,  'twas  my  lot 
r  the  sanguinary  trumpet  sounded, 
d  I,  and  repined  not  at  such  fate : 
ily  grieves  me,  for  it  seems  a  wron;;^, 
Tipped  of  arms  I  to  my  end  am  brought 

soft  down  of  my  paternal  home, 
ply  Amo  shall  be  spared  all  cause 
ih  for  me.     Thou,  loiter  not  nor  halt 
appointed  way,  and  bear  in  mind 
%ting  and  how  frail  is  human  life  I 


VII. 

0  PLOWEB  of  all  that  springs  from  gentle  blood. 
And  all  that  generous  nurture  breeds  to  make 
Youth  amiable ;  O  friend  so  true  of  soul 
To  fair  Aglaia ;  by  what  envy  moved, 
Lelius !  has  death  cut  short  thy  brilliant  day 
In  its  sweet  opening  t  and  what  dire  mishap 
Has  from  Savona  torn  her  best  delight  t 
For  thee  she  mourns,  nor  e'er  will  cease  to  mourn ; 
And,  should  the  out-pourings  of  her  eyes  suffice  not 
For  her  heart's  grief,  she  will  entreat  Sebeto 
Not  to  withhold  his  bounteous  aid,  Sebeto 
Who  saw  thee,  on  his  margin,  yield  to  death. 
In  the  chaste  arms  of  thy  beloved  Love ! 
What  profit  richest  what  does  youth  avail.' 
Dust  are  our  hopes ; — I,  weeping  bitterly. 
Penned  these  sad  lines,  nor  can  forbear  to  pray 
That  every  gentle  Spirit  hither  led 
May  read  them  not  without  some  bitter  tears. 


Till. 

Not  without  heavy  grief  of  heart  did  He 

On  whom  the  duty  fell  (for  at  that  time 

The  father  sojourned  in  a  distant  land) 

Deposit  in  the  hollow  of  this  tomb 

A  brother's  Child,  most  tenderly  beloved  ! 

Francesco  was  the  name  the  Youth  had  borne, 

PozzoBONNELU  his  illustrious  house ; 

And,  when  beneath  this  stone  the  Corse  was  laid, 

The  eyes  of  all  Savona  streamed  with  tears. 

Alas !  the  twentieth  April  of  his  life 

Had  scarcely  flowered :  and  at  this  early  time. 

By  genuine  virtue  he  inspired  a  hope 

That  greatly  cheered  his  country :  to  his  kin 

He  promised  comfort ;  and  the  flattering  thoughts 

His  friends  had  in  their  fondness  entertained,* 

He  suffered  not  to  languish  or  decay. 

Now  is  there  not  good  reason  to  break  forth 

Into  a  passionate  lament! — 0  Soul ! 

Short  while  a  Pilgrim  in  our  nether  world. 

Do  thou  enjoy  the  calm  empyreal  air ; 

And  round  this  earthly  tomb  let  roses  rise. 

An  everlasting  spring !  in  memory 

Of  that  delightful  fragrance  which  was  once 

From  thy  mild  manners  quicth  exlialed. 


I 


*  In  Justice  to  the  Author,  I  subjoin  the  original :— 

e  degli  amici 

Non  Isaoiars  languire  i  bel  peosierL 


p 

^^^^™ 

4S2                                           EPITAPHS  AND  ELEGIAC  PIECES. 

P*naE,  courtaiua  Spirit!— Baibi  sopplicatea 

Six  months  to  ni  years  added  he  Kmaiui] 

Thai  Tliuu,  with  DO  reluctant  voice,  for  him 

Here  lud  in  mortal  darkneu,  wouldgt  prefer 

A  Qiild  whom  every  eye  that  looked  on  loud 

This  to  the  dead  by  awred  right  buIongB  j 

Support  ua,  teach  us  calmly  lo  re^ 

What  we  posKaied,  sod  now  is  wholly  thine ! 

To  tefl  Lifl  worth,  the  mwblo  af  this  tomb 

Wodd  ill  suffico ;  tor  PUto's  lure  Bubliine, 
Aod  all  the  wudom  of  tbe  SUiigyrlte, 

^_ 

GnricheJ  and  beautified  Mb  sUiJious  nuud  ; 

^^1 

^^H 

As  with  a  diOBeu  friend  ;  nor  did  he  leave 

CENOTAPH.           tai 

Njnipha 
Twiue  near  (heir  loved  rermeBeui.— Finally, 

remiLliuuEdi-pallHl  In  tbe  church  .J  Tliina.  Dor 
miDr,  tbU  aSoBc  0  erected  bf  her  •l.tei.  Dune  Hu) 
»lfe  gl  Eiir  Gtorv  Ucanmiail.  Bvt..  wbt,  bMOt  B 

Himself  ^ove  eiuh  lower  thgught  upliftiDg, 

His  ean  he  dosed  to  lUten  to  the  eoiigH 

tban  tbe  love  uf  a  brother  for  tbe  dMurd.  ma 

Wydi  Sion'a  KiugB  did  cansecnte  of  old ; 

Ihi.  Bicn,orijl  lu  the  uan  o[  till  tiein  and  lua—nl 

And  his  PennesauB  found  on  Lebiinuii. 

A  blesBcd  Utm  1  1^0  of  protracted  days 

Though  resolute  when  duty  calltd 

But  tmlj  did  St  hve  his  tife.    nrbluo. 

To  meet  the  world's  broarl  eye. 

1 

Talie  pride  in  him  I—O  PaaBeuger,  {arewell  I 

Pm-e  as  the  liuticst  cloislered  nun 
That  ever  feared  tbe  tempting  mat. 
Did  Femwr  hve  and  cUe. 

This  Tttllei,  bnllowed  by  her  name, 

,_ 

One  heart-relieving  Ifar  may  claim ; 

But  if  Hie  pensive  gloom 

Bi  a  bleat  Husband  guided,  Mary  came 

Of  fond  regret  be  stUl  thy  choice. 

Prom  nearest  liindred,  Vernon  her  new  name  ; 

Exall  thy  spirit,  hear  the  voice 

She  came,  tliough  meek  of  Boul,  in  seemly  pride 

Of  Je«us  from  ber  tomb ! 

0  dread  reverse  I  if  aught  be  bo,  whieb  proves 

'  I    .K    THB    WIT,   THB   TKITTH,   IKI.   tHl    U 

That  God  wUi  chasten  whom  he  dearly  loves. 

Faith  bore  her  up  through  pains  in  nierey  given. 
And  troubles  that  were  eoeh  a  etep  to  Heaven : 

Two  BflbcB  were  hud  in  earth  before  she  died ; 

A  third  now  Blmnbers  Bt  tlio  Motlier's  Bide ; 

IV. 

Its  Sister-twin  survives,  whose  sniilea  afford 

EPITAPH 

IK  TUB  cnirtmao  of  mcomti,  wut»u 

Reader !  if  to  tliy  boBom  ding  l!ic  pain 

Bv  plnyful  smiles,  (aka  !  too  ofl 

Of  rticent  sorrow  combated  in  v^n ; 

A  sad  heart's  sunshine)  by  a  aoft 

Or  if  tlij  dierislied  grief  have  failed  to  thwart 

And  gentle  nature,  and  a  free 

Time  alili  intent  on  his  insidious  part, 

Yet  modest  band  of  charity. 

Lulling  the  muumer's  best  good  thoughts  asleep. 

Through  Ufe  was  OwR--.  Llotd  cndearHl 

Pilftruig  regrets  we  would,  but  canuot,  teep  ; 

To  young  and  old ;  and  how  revered 

Had  been  that  pious  spirit,  a  tide 

His  bitter  loss  by  this  memorial  Stone ; 

Of  humble  mourners  testified. 

And  pray  that  in  his  faitliful  breast  the  gmce 

Of  rceignatiou  find  a  hollowed  pUoe. 
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ironght  from  £Eur,  his  corse  found  rest, — 

cnt  of  his  own  request ; — 

less  for  this  Yew's  shade,  tliougli  he 

I  with  such  fond  hope  the  tree ; 

r  the  love  of  stream  and  rock, 

}  they  were,  than  that  his  Flock, 

hey  no  more  their  Pastor's  voice 

ear  to  guide  them  in  their  choice 

h  good  and  evil,  help  might  have, 

iihcd,  from  his  silent  grave, 

'eousness,  of  sins  forgiven, 

.ce  on  earth  and  bliss  in  heaven. 


T. 

SS  TO  THE  SCHOLARS  OP  THE 
nLLAOE  SCHOOL  OF . 

1796. 

B,  ye  little  noisy  Crew, 
}ng  yoiur  pastime  to  prevent ; 
rd  the  blessing  which  to  yoa 
ommon  Friend  and  Father  sent, 
ed  his  cheek  before  he  died ; 
A'hen  his  breath  was  fled, 
e<l,  wliile  kneeling  by  his  ude, 
and : — it  dropped  like  lead. 

hands,  dear  Little-ones,  do  all 
can  be  done,  vfiU  never  fall 
liis  till  they  are  dead, 
ght  or  day  blow  foul  or  fair, 

will  the  best  of  all  your  train 
with  the  locks  of  his  white  hair, 
ind  between  his  knees  again. 

re  did  he  sit  confined  for  hours ; 

c  could  see  the  woods  and  plains, 
hear  the  wind  and  mark  the  showers 
streaming  down  the  streaming  panes. 

stretched  beneath  his  grass-green  mound 

-sts  a  prisoner  of  the  ground. 

ved  the  breathing  air, 

ved  the  sun,  but  if  it  rise 

t,  to  him  where  now  he  lies, 

8  not  a  moment's  care, 
what  idle  words;  but  take 

)irge  which  for  our  Master's  sake 

.ours,  love  prompted  me  to  make. 

hymes  so  homely  in  attire 

learned  ears  may  ill  agree, 

hantcd  by  your  Oq)lian  Quire 

nake  a  touching  melody. 


DIRGE. 

Mourn,  Shepherd,  near  thy  old  grey  stone ; 
Thou  Angler,  by  the  silent  flood ; 
And  ntoum  when  thou  art  all  alone. 
Thou  Woodman,  in  the  distant  wood ! 

Thou  one  blind  Sailor,  rich  in  joy 
Though  blind,  thy  tunes  in  sadness  hum ; 
And  mourn,  thou  poor  half-witted  Boy  ! 
Bom  deaf,  and  living  deaf  and  dumb. 

Thou  drooping  sick  Man,  bless  the  Guide 
Who  checked  or  turned  thy  headstrong  yoathf 
As  he  before  had  sanotified 
Thy  infancy  with  heavenly  tmth. 

Ye  Striplings,  light  of  heart  and  gay, 

Bold  settlers  on  some  foreign  shore. 

Give,  when  your  thoughts  are  turned  this  way, 

A  sigh  to  him  whom  we  deplore. 

For  us  who  here  in  funeral  strain 
With  one  accord  our  voices  raise. 
Let  sorrow  overcharged  with  pain 
Be  lost  in  thankfulness  and  praise. 

And  when  our  hearts  shall  feel  a  sting 
From  ill  we  meet  or  good  we  miss, 
May  touches  of  his  memory  bring 
Fond  healing,  like  a  mother's  kiss. 


BT  THB  SIDB  OF  THE  OBAVX  SOME  TBABS 

▲PTBB. 

Long  time  his  pulse  hath  ceased  to  beat ; 
But  benefits,  his  gift,  we  trace — 
Expressed  in  every  eye  we  meet 
Round  this  dear  Vale,  his  native  place. 

To  stately  Hall  and  Cottage  rude 
Flowed  from  his  life  what  still  they  hold, 
Light  pleasures,  every  day,  renewed  ; 
And  blessings  half  a  century  old. 

Oh  true  of  heart,  of  spirit  gay, 
Thy  faults,  where  not  already  gone 
From  memory,  prolong  their  stay 
For  charity*8  sweet  sake  alone. 

Such  solace  find  we  for  our  loss ; 
And  what  beyond  this  thought  we  crave 
Comes  in  the  promise  from  the  Cross, 
Shining  upon  thy  happy  grave.* 


*  Bee  npon  the  rabject  of  the  three  foregoing  pieces  the 
Fountaio,  &&  Ac,  pegee  365.  308. 
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v.. 

Friend, 
ir  he  liad  lived,  of  Him  whom  I  deplon. 

ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 

.coaitTiD  IT  *  r,mi.i  Of  pm.1  cinu.  ™  .  armi^ 

Tius  work  of  tbine  I  bhuw  not,  batoBDi 

rusriB  II  >»  oio»o«  biibhobt. 

Thii  SM  ia  anger,  and  that  dimuJ  ■bent 

I  wia  tliy  neiglibmir  oaoe,  thou  foggod  Pile  1 

Foiir  aainmer  weeks  I  dwelt  in  Bighl  of  thee : 

1  saw  theo  over}'  day ;  and  all  Old  wliile 

Well  chosen  is  the  spirit  thnt  is  hcM; 

Thy  Form  was  aleeping  on  iglassy  Be*;*^'---  :,^^' 

That  Hulk  which  bboErs  in  the  dead)y  n 
JThis  rueful  aky,  Ibis  pageaDtry  of  far  1 

So  pore  the  aky,  so  quiet  wna  Oie  air  1 

So  like,  »  very  hko,  wiu  d.y  to  dij  r 

And  this  hoge  Castle,  rtjo^^  her.  nhlu 

Whene'Gf  I  looked,  thy  Image  MiU  was  there ; 

I  love  to  eee  the  look  idll>,.whicb  it  brate 

It  tremblsd,  but  it  oevor  pasaed  away.                ^ 

'EWd  ill  the  unfiling  srmonr  of.  old  time 

Tli^  ti[>tirn{ri4f  r1i<i  Rivrtw  ■.Hrul  bjuI  fninnlii* 

How  perfect  vaa  tbe  ealm  t  it  seemed  no  sleep  ; 

lilt,  ii^uuuu^  ijltliimTJi  miJm,»iiii  UTimpim 

Koniood,  wliioh  aeason  takes  awny,  or  bringn  : 

Farewell,  farewell  the  heart  that  lived  aloi 

I  oould  have  fancied  tliat  the  miglity  Deep 

Housed  in  a  dreun,  at  distance  livm  the  J 

Wm  even  the  gentle«t  of  all  genllo  Thbga. 

Such  happiness,  whcrover  it  be  known, 
la  to  be  pitied  ;  for  'tis  sorely  blind. 

Ah  I  TBEit,  iS  mine  luul  been  the  Painter's  hand, 

To  express  what  then  I  saw  ;  and  add  the  gleam, 

Bat  welcome  fortitude,  and  patient  dietr. 

The  light  that  never  was,  on  sea  or  land, 

And  frequent  aigbls  of  what  U  to  be  bonH 

Tlie  consecration,  and  ^e  Poet's  dream  ; 

Such  sights,  or  worse.  a>  are  bafore  s»  l>t 
Not  without  hope  *e  saHui-  and  wa  nwia 

I  would  have  planted  thee,  then  hoary  Pile 

^ 

Amid  A  world  how  different  from  this  1 

" 

Beside  a  sea  that  eould  not  cease  lo  smile  ; 

On  tranquil  l.iiid,  henonlli  a  hkv  of  bliiw. 

Thoa  abouldst  have  eremcd  a  treasure-house  divine 

TO  THE  DAISY. 

Of  peaceful  years ;  a  chronicle  of  heaven ;-~ 

SwEEiFlowerl  belike  one  day  lo  have 

A  place  upon  thy  Poefs  grave, 

The  very  sweetest  bad  to  Ihee  been  given. 

I  welcome  thee  once  more  : 

But  He,  who  was  on  Und,  .1  p«. 

A  Picture  had  it  been  of  lasting  oose. 

My  Brother,  too,  in  loving  Ihee, 

El.VGian  quiet,  without  toil  or  strife  ; 

Altliough  he  loved  more  silently. 

No  motion  Lot  tlie  moving  tide,  a  brcere, 

Sleeps  by  his  native  shore. 

Or  merely  silent  Nature'a  breathing  hfe. 

Ab  I  hopetnl,  hopcfnl  waa  the  day 

Such,  b  the  fond  illuaon  of  my  heart. 

When  to  that  Sliip  be  bent  his  way. 

Such  Picture  would  1  at  that  time  bave  made: 

To  govern  and  to  guide : 

And  seen  tlie  soul  of  trntli  in  every  part. 

His  wish  was  gidoed ;  a  little  lime 

A  stedfast  peace  tliat  might  not  be  betrayed. 

And  free  for  hfe,  these  hilk  to  dirob; 

So  once  it  would  hsve  been,— 'da  so  no  more  ; 

With  all  Ilia  wants  supplied. 

I  have  submitted  lo  a  new  control : 

^ 

1 A  power  is  gone,  which  nothing  am  restore ; 

And  full  of  hope  day  followed  day 

While  that  stout  Ship  at  anchor  lay 

Beside  the  shores  of  Wight ; 

Not  for  a  moment  could  Inaw  behold 

The  May  bad  then  made  all  thtnjis  gn 

A  smiling  sea,  and  bo  what  I  have  been  : 

And,  floating  there,  in  pomp  scireH, 

The  feeling  of  my  loss  will  ne'ei'  be  old  ; 

That  Ship  was  goodly  to  be  seen. 

This,  which  I  kuuw,  I  speak  with  mhid  sert^ne. 

His  pride  and  his  delight  1 
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a,  when  called  ashore,  he  sought 
ier  peace  of  rural  thought : 

than  happy  mood 

abodes,  bright  daisj  Flowers ! 

would  steal  at  leisure  hours, 
ed  you  glittering  in  your  bowers, 
'  multitude. 

iw  the  word ! — ^the  ship  is  gone ; — 
from  her  long  course : — anon 
: — in  season  due, 
>re  on  English  earth  they  stand : 
}n  a  third  time  from  the  land 
rted,  sorrow  was  at  hand 
1  and  for  his  crew. 

Vessel ! — ^ghastly  sliock ! 
gth  delivered  from  the  rock, 
)  she  hath  regained  ; 
)ugh  the  stormy  night  they  steer ; 
ig  for  life,  in  hope  and  fear, 
a  safer  shore — ^how  near, 
to  be  attained  I 

!"  the  brave  Commander  cried ; 
;alm  word  a  shriek  replied, 
le  last  death-shriek, 
(my  soul  oft  sees  that  sight) 
3pon  the  tall  mast*s  height ; 
dear  remmmt  of  the  night — 
in  ^-ain  I  seek. 

:s  beneath  the  moving  sea 

1  slumber  quicUy ; 

I  by  ^^ind  or  wave 

he  Ship  for  which  he  died, 

ns  of  duty  satisfied ;) 

"c  thev  found  him  at  her  side ; 

}  him  to  the  grave. 

rice !  yet  not  vainly  done 
if  other  end  were  none, 
who  hod  been  cast 
ray  of  hfe  unmeet 
a  gentle  Soul  and  sweet, 
nd  an  undisturbed  retreat 
it  he  loved,  at  last — 

;hbourhood  of  grove  and  field 
k  resting-place  should  yield, 
nan  and  a  brave ! 
i  sliall  sing  and  ocean  make 
ful  murmur  for  his  sake ; 
11,  sweet  Flower,  shalt  sleep  and  wake 
senseless  grave.  1805. 


VIII. 

ELEGIAC  VERSES, 

IN   HEMORT  OF  HT  BROTHER,  JOHH  W0BD8W0BTB, 

COXKAHDBR    Ot    TBB    X.  Z.  OOMPAHT'a    8BIP    THS   XAmL    Or 
ABSBttAVBaHT,  IB  WHICB  KB  rBBIBBBB  BT  eAX.AMITOV8 

BKirwBBCx,  VBB.  6m,  180S. 

Composed  near  the  Mountain  track,  that  leads  from  Oras- 
mere  through  Oriidale  Hawes,  where  it  desceads  towards 

Fatterdale. 

1805. 


t. 
The  Sheep-boy  whistled  loud,  and  lo ! 
That  instant,  startled  by  the  shock. 
The  Buzzard  mounted  from  the  rock 
Deliberate  and  slow : 
Lord  of  the  air,  he  took  his  flight ; 
Oh !  could  he  on  that  woeful  night 
Have  lent  his  wing,  my  Brother  dear. 
For  one  poor  moment's  space  to  Thee, 
And  all  who  struggled  with  the  Sea, 
When  safety  was  so  near. 

n. 
Thus  in  the  weakness  of  my  heart 
I  spoke  (but  let  that  pang  be  still) 
When  rising  from  the  rock  at  will, 
I  saw  the  Bird  depart 
And  let  me  calmly  bless  the  Power 
That  meets  me  in  this  unknown  Flower, 
Affecting  t^'pe  of  liim  I  mourn  I 
With  calmness  suffer  and  believe. 
And  grieve,  and  know  that  I  must  grieve. 
Not  cheerless,  though  forlorn. 

III. 
Here  did  we  stop ;  and  here  looked  round 
While  each  into  himself  descends. 
For  that  last  thought  of  parting  Friends 
That  is  not  to  be  found. 
Hidden  was  Grasmere  Vale  from  sight, 
Our  home  and  his,  his  heart's  delight, 
His  quiet  heart's  selected  home. 
But  time  before  him  melts  away, 
And  he  hath  feeling  of  a  day 
Of  blessedness  to  come. 


IV. 

Full  soon  in  sorrow  did  I  weep. 

Taught  that  the  mutual  hope  was  dust, 

In  sorrow,  but  for  higher  trust. 

How  miserably  deep ! 

All  vanished  in  a  single  word, 

A  breath,  a  sound,  and  scarcely  heard. 

F  v9 


isa 


EPITAPHS  AND  ELEGIAC  PIECES. 


Sea — Siup— drowned — Shipwreck — so  iC  cfl 
Tha  meek,  tlio  brave,  the  good,  was  gone  ; 
Us  who  bad  b(«n  our  living  John 
Woa  Dotbing  but  a  name. 

Th&l  was  tndetd  a  parting  I  ob, 
Glad  am  I,  glad  lliat  it  is  put ; 
Fur  tbere  were  mate  on  whom  it  cut 
UnuKerable  woe. 

But  they  as  well  as  I  bare  g^na ; — 
From  tahDy  a,  humble  Bonrce,  to  pains 
Liice  these,  there  comOB  a.  mild  reJeaee  ; 
Even  bere  1  feel  it,  even  thia  FUnt 

D  itB  beauty  ministnuit 
To  comfort  and  lo  peace. 

Ho  WDxild  havB  loved  tliy  modest  gnwB, 
Ueeli  Flower  !  To  Him  I  would  have  siud, 
"It  grows  upon  its  native  bed 

ide  our  Parting-place ; 
There,  cleaving  to  the  ground,  it  lies 
With  multitude  oF  purple  eye^ 
Spangling  a  cushtOD  green  lilie  moca  ; 
But  we  will  Bee  it,  joyful  tide  I 
Some  day,  to  see  it  in  tta  pride. 
The  mountain  will  we  croea." 

— Brother  and  friend,  if  verse  of  mine 
Have  power  to  make  thy  virtuea  known, 
Here  let  a  monDmental  Stone 
Stand — sacred  as  a  Shrine ; 
And  to  tJie  few  who  pass  this  way. 
Traveller  or  Shepherd,  let  it  eay. 
Long  as  these  mighty  rocks  endurr,^ 
Oh  do  not  Thou  too  fondly  brood. 
Although  deserving  of  all  good. 
On  any  earthly  hope,  however  pure  •  1 


i).d.r.it 


ie]"ii 


Lotrn  is  tho  Vale  I  the  Voire  is  up 
Witli  which  she  speaka  when  itorma  ai 
A  mighty  unison  of  alreiuaB  I 
Of  all  her  Voices,  One ! 


K  Uo»  Campion  |B!Ici>ii 


Loud  is  the  Vale ;— this  inland  Depdi 
In  peace  is  roaring  like  the  Sea ; 
Yon  star  upon  the  id 
Is  listeDing  quietly 


Importunate  and  heavy  load  *  I 
The  Comforter  bath  found  me  here. 
Upon  Ibis  lonely  road ; 

And  many  thousands  now  are  nd— 
Wut  the  fuimnieol  of  their  fear; 
For  he  must  die  ubo  is  their  Etay, 
Their  glory  dis^pear. 

A  Power  ia  passing  from  tha  earth 
To  breathless  Nature's  dark  aby» ; 
But  when  tlic  great  and  good  deport 
What  is  it  more  than  this — 

That  Man,  who  Is  from  God  sent  fanli, 
Doth  yet  again  to  God  return?— 
Such  ebb  and  Bow  must  ever  be. 
Then  wherefore  ahould  we  monra  I 


INVOCATION  TO  THE  EARTH. 


"  Rtst,  rest,  pcrturhid  Earth  1 
O  rest,  thou  doleful  Molber  of  MantW 
A  Spirit  sang  in  tones  more  phiiutive  than  ibr 
"  From  regions  where  no  evil  thing  has  Krf 

Thy  cherished  fetters  lo  unbind. 

And  open  thy  sod  eye^  upon  a  mUdeT  day. 

The  Heavens  sre  thronged  with  QiaTtyn&v 

From  out  tliy  noi.iome  prison  ; 
Tlie  pejial  caverns  groan 
With  tens  of  thousands  rent  from  offlbe  m 
Of  hopeful  Ufe,— by  batde"s  whirlwind  blow 
the  desCTUjitEtemity.  i'n  .  - ,..,      C- , 
Unpitied  havoc  I  Victjms  onUmented  ! 

iDl  on  higb,  where  madness  is  resented 
And  murder  causes  some  sad  tears  to  Sow, 
Though,  from  the  widely-sweeping  blow. 
The     choira     of    Angela     sprewl,    triamp 
augmented. 
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n. 


«  False  Parent  of  Mankmd ! 

Obdorate,  proud,  and  blind, 
ilde  thee  'with  soft  celestial  dews, 
let,  maternal  heart  to  re-infuse ! 
ring  this  ftuvfetched  moisture  from  my  wings, 
the  act  a  blesdng  I  implore, 
ich  the  riyers  in  their  secret  springs, 
yers  stained  so  oft  with  human  gore, 
>nscioas ; — may  the  like  return  no  more  I 
>i8eord — ^for  a  Seraph's  care 
>e  attended  with  a  bolder  prayer — 
be,  who  once  disturbed  the  seats  of  bliss 

These  mortal  spheres  above, 
lined  for  ever  to  the  black  abyss ! 
lou,  O  rescued  Earth,  by  peace  and  love, 
lerciful  denres,  thy  sanctity  approve  I " 

he  Spirit  ended  his  mysterious  rite, 

le  pure  yision  closed  in  darkness  infinite. 


/a 


XI. 


LINES 


19  09  ▲  BLAITK  LSAV  Ilf  A  COPT  OF  TIIV  ACTBOl'ft 
If  "  THK  EXCUKSION,"  UPON  BEASISTO  OP  THE  DBATH 
rHS  LATS  TICAa  OP  KZMDAL. 

t>lic  notice,  with  reluctance  strong, 

deliver  this  unfinished  Song ; 

r  one  happy  issue ; — and  I  look 

lelf-congratulation  on  the  Book 

I  pious,  learned,  Murfitt  saw  and  read ; — 

my  thoughts  his  saintly  Spirit  fed ; 

ined  the  new-bom  Lay  with  grateful  heart — 

)ding  not  how  soon  he  must  depart ; 

»ting  that  to  him  the  joy  was  given 

I  good  men  take  with  them  from  earth  to 

heaven. 


We  pay  a  _hig^_>Pd  jglydebt ; 
No  tears  of  passionate  r^g;Tet 
Shall  stain  tMs  votive  lay ; 
Ili-worithy,  Beaumont !  were  the  grief 
That  flings  itself  on  wild  relief 
When  Saints  have  passed  away. 

Sad  doom,  at  Sorrow's  shrine  to  kneel. 

For  ever  covetous  to  feel. 

And  impotent  to  bear ! 

Such  once  was  hers — ^to  think  and  think 

On  severed  love,  and  only  sink 

From  anguish  to  despair  I 


But  nature  to  its  inmost  part 

'aith  haJTreKed"]"  a£d  to  her  heart 
A  peaceful  cradle  given : 
Calm  as  the  dew-drop's,  free  to  rest 
Within  a  breeze-fanned  rose's  breast 
TiU  it  exhales  to  Heaven. 


xn. 
ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 

TO  lim  O.    H.  B.    UPOlf    THS    DXATB    OP    Hit 
■UTEE-IN-LAW.) 

1884. 


Was  ever  Spirit  that  could  bend 
So  graciously ! — that  could  descend. 
Another's  need  to  suit. 
So  promptiy  from  her  lofty  throne  I — 
In  works  of  love,  in  these  alone, 
How  resUess,  how  minute  I 

Pale  was  her  hue ;  yet  mortal  cheek 
Ne'er  kindled  with  a  livelier  streak 
When  aught  had  suffered  wrong, — 
When  aught  that  breathes  had  felt  a  wound ; 
Such  look  the  Oppressor  might  confound. 
However  proud  and  strong. 

But^hushed  be  every  thought  that  springs 
From  out  the  bittemesB  of  things ; 
Her  quiet  is  secure ; 
1^0  thorns  can  pierce  her  tender  feet, 
Whose  life  was,  like  the  violet,  sweet, 
As  climbing  jasmine,  pure— 

As  snowdrop  on  an  infant's  grave, 

Or  lily  heaving  with  the  wave 

That  feeds  it  and  defends; 

As  Vesper,  ere  the  star  hath  kissed 

The  mountain  top,  or  breathed  the  mist 

That  frx>m  the  vale  ascends. 


)R  a  dirge  I  But  why  complaint 

Thoa  takest  not  away,  0  Death  I 

rather  a  triumphal  strain 

Thou  strikest — absence  perisheth, 

•n  Fb&mor's  race  is  run ; 

Indifference  is  no  more ; 

iriand  of  immortal  boughs 

The  future  brightens  on  our  sight ; 

wine  around  the  Christian's  brows, 

For  on  the  past  hath  fallen  a  light 

Me  g^orioas  work  is  done. 

That  tempts  us  to  adore. 
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ELEGIAC  MUSINGS 


la  IboD  gnHlndm  ttbbda  t 


ttl  Into  jo^' 


W;ta  copious  eulogy  in  prose  or  rhyme 

Gmvcn  oil  llie  tomb  wo  Etniggle  i^ainal  Time, 

Mob,  how  feebly  1  but  our  fet^llnga  vise 

And  alill  wo  struggle  when  a  good  man  dies : 

Sudi  offering  Deauhont  drouled  and  rorluuie, 

A  spirit  meelc  in  Bcir-ubasemviit  cliui. 

Yet  iere  M  Icut,  though  few  Imve  uumbered  days 

That  HhunDBd  so  modestly  llie  light  of  praise, 

Mia  graceful  mannere,  and  the  temperate  ray 

Of  that  arch  fancy  wliieii  would  round  htm  play. 

Brightening  a  eooTcrae  never  known  to  Bwen-o 

From  courtesy  and  delicate  reserve ; 

That  sense,  the  blond  philosophy  of  life. 

Which  checked  diecus^on  era  it  warmed  to  itrife ; 

Those  nre  accomplishmeati,  and  varied  poware, 

Mi^t  have  their  record  among  sylvaD  bowen. 

Oh,  fled  for  ever  1  voaiahed  Like  a  blast 

Tluit  shook  U.C  leaves  iii  mj-rii^ii  as  it  pnai^'d  ;— 

Gono  from  this  world  of  earth,  air,  sea,  anil  fliy, 

From  all  ila  apirit-itioving  imagery, 

lulcnsety  studied  with  a  piunter'e  eye, 

A  poet^B  heart;  and,  for  cougenia]  view. 

Portrayed  with  happiest  pencil,  not  untrue 

To  common  recognitions  white  the  liuo 

Flowed  in  a  couraa  of  sympathy  divine ; — 

Oh  i  severed,  too  abruptly,  from  deliglils 

That  all  tlio  seasona  shored  willi  equal  righlB  ;— 

llspt  in  (he  graeu  of  undismantled  age, 

From  Eoul-felt  music,  and  llic  treasured  page 

Lit  by  that  evening  kiDp  which  loved  to  slied 

Its  mellow  luatre  round  iJiy  honoured  head ; 

While  Friends  beheld  thee  give  with  eye,  voice, 

Slore  thou  theatric  foree  to  Shakspeare's  arenc; — 
If  thou  but  beard  me — if  thy  Spirit  luiow 
Aught  of  these  howers  and  whence  their  pieoHuras 

How; 
If  things  in  our  remembrance  held  so  dear, 
And  thoughts  and) 
To  thj  enalled  nati 

ic's  vanities,  liglit  fragments  of  earth's  dream- 
Rebuke  us  not  t — Tlie  mandate  is  obeyed 
That  said, "  Lei  praise  loe  mule  where  1  am  laid  ; " 


B  fondly  el 


^ 


The  holier  deprecation,  given 

he  cold  marble,  waits  upon  thy  doM  t 
Yet  have  we  fonnd  how  slewly  genuine  grirf    <| 

U  liknt  admiration  wins  rclivf. 
Too  long  abashed  thy  Name  ii  like  a  rose 
Tliat  doth  ■  witliin  itself  iu  sweetnMB  dov;' 
I  drooping  daisy  changed  into  a  cap 
In  which  her  bright-eyed  beaut;  !■  Am  up. 
Williin  these  graves,  where  elill  are  flitting  by 
Shades  of  the  Post,  oft  noticed  with  a  sigh. 
Shall  Bland  a  votive  Tablet,  haply  five. 
When  (ewei^  and  temples  faU,  to  s)<eak  ofThca 
If  sculptured  emblems  of  our  mortal  doom 
Rocol  not  there  (he  wisdom  of  the  Tcoil), 
Green  ivy  risen  from  out  the  choerfol  anb, 
Will  fringe  the  lettered  stone  ;  and  berha^a^ 

forth. 

Whose  fragrunce,  by  mfl  dews  and  nio  ttnbiiul 
Shall  penetrate  the  heart  without  a  vouid  [ 
While  truth  and  love  their  puipoera  fulfil, 

memoraling  genius,  loiBOt,  skill, 
That  eould  not  lie  concealed   *hera  Ibm  •« 

virtues  Ifi  must  judge,  and  He  alont, 
The  God  upon  whose  taemj  they  an  llmm. 


To  a  good  Man  of  most  dear  nicmoiy 
This  Stone  is  mcred.      Here  he  liH  iput 
From  tlie  great  city  where  he  tint  Jn»  t"*^ 
Was  reared  and  tought ;  and  homUj  »"■'  ^ 

To  the  itrict  labours  of  the  merchiDt'lM 
By  duty  ehahied.     Kol  seldom  did  Ihot  la^ 
Tease,  and  tlie  thought  of  time  so  spenl  Jf^ 
Kis  spirit,  but  the  rceonipence  washigtil 
Firm  Independence,  Boontj'a  riglilfolsni 
AfrcctJouB,  narm  as  sonshine,  tne  ai  ur : 
And  when  the  predoue  hours  of  Idsun  OMi 
linowledgc  and  wisdom,  gMned  from  mo™'"*^ 
Withbooks,  or  while  he  ranged  the  CTomW*"" 
With  a  keen  eye,  and  overflowing  heart: 
So  genius  triumphed  over  seeming  wKog, 
And  poured  out  tmlli  in  works  by  tJimjitW"' 
Inspired — works  potent  over  smiles  and  t* 
And  as  round  mountain-tops  the  hgfalriii;  H^* 
Thus  innocenfly  sported,  breaking  fnilh 
As  from  a  cload  of  some  grave  sympathy, 
our  and  wild  instinctive  wit,  and  tS 
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I  flasheB  of  his  spoken  words. 
)  most  gentle  creature  nursed  in  fields 
I  derived  the  name  he  bore — a  name, 
r  christian  altars  hare  been  raised, 
1  to  meekness  and  to  innocence ; 
him  meekness  at  times  gave  way, 
I  ont  of  herself  by  tronblee  strange, 
d  strange,  that  hung  abont  his  life ; 
he  centre  of  his  being,  lodged 
f  resignation  sanctified : 

0  often,  self-reproached,  he  felt 
3cence  belongs  not  to  our  kind, 
that  nerer  ceased  to  abide  in  him, 
'mid  the  multitude  of  sins 

can  coyer,  left  not  his  exposed 
forgiring  judgment  from  just  Heaven. 
s  good,  if  e'er  a  good  Man  lire^ ! 

•  •  •  • 

■eflecting  mind  and  sorrowing  heart 
nple  lines  flowed  with  an  earnest  wish, 
mt  a  doubting  hope,  that  they  might  serve 
piard  the  precious  dust  of  him 
lirtues  caUed  them  forth.    That  aim  is 
iseed; 

h  that  truth  most  urgently  required 
ci  a  faltering  pen  been  asked  in  vain : 
ly,  on  the  printed  page  received, 
afect  record,  there,  may  stand  imblamed 
u  verse  of  mine  shall  breathe  the  air 
Ty,  or  see  the  light  of  love. 

vert  a  scomer  of  the  fields,  my  Friend, 
» in  show  than  truth;  and  from  the  fields, 

1  the  mountains,  to  thy  rural  grave 
led,  my  soothed  spirit  hovers  o'er 

untrodden  turf,  and  blowing  flowers ; 
Dg  up  a  voice  shidl  speak  (tho'  still 
the  theme's  peculiar  sanctity 
ords  less  free  presumed  not  even  to  touch) 
ratemal  love,  whose  heaven-lit  lamp 
ancy,  through  manhood,  to  the  last 
icore  years,  and  to  thy  latest  hour, 
with  ever-strengthening  light,  enshrined 
by  bosom. 

'Wonderful'  hath  been 
established  between  man  and  man, 
the  love  of  women ;'  and  between 
his  help-mate  in  fast  wedlock  joined 
God,  is  raised  a  spirit  and  soul  of  love 
whose  blissful  influence  Paradise 
1  no  Paradise ;  and  earth  were  now 
where  creatures  bearing  human  form, 
savage  beasts,  would  roam  in  fear, 
nd  comfortless.    Our  days  glide  on ; 


And  let  him  grieve  who  cannot  choose  bnt  grieve 
That  he  hath  been  an  Elm  without  his  Vine, 
And  her  bright  dower  of  clustering  charities, 
That,  roundhis  trunk  and  branches,might  have  chmg 
Enriching  and  adorning.    Unto  thee. 
Not  so  enriched,  not  so  adorned,  to  thee 
Was  given  (say  rather  thou  of  later  birth 
Wert  given  to  her)  a  Sister — 'tis  a  word 
Timidly  nttered,  for  she  Uvety  the  meek, 
The  self-restraining,  and  the  ever-kind ; 
In  whom  thy  reason  and  intelligent  heart 
Found — for  all  interests,  hopes,  and  tender  caies, 
All  softening,  humanising,  hallowing  powers. 
Whether  withheld,  or  for  her  sake  nnsou^t — 
More  than  sufficient  recompenoe  I 

Her  love 
(What  weakness  prompts  the  voice  to  tell  it  here!) 
Was  as  the  love  of  mothers ;  and  when  years. 
Lifting  the  boy  to  man's  estate,  had  called 
The  long-protected  to  assume  the  part 
Of  a  protector,  the  first  filial  tie 
Was  undissolved ;  and,  in  or  out  of  sight, 
Remained  imperishably  interwoven 
With  life  itself.    Thus,  'mid  a  Hhiflang  worid. 
Did  they  together  testify  of  time 
And  season's  difierence — a  double  tree 
With  two  collateral  stems  sprung  from  one  root ; 
Such  were  they— «ach  thro'  life  they  mighi  have  been 
In  union,  in  partition  only  such ; 
Otherwise  wrought  the  will  of  the  Most  High  ; 
Yet,  thro'  all  visitations  and  all  trials, 
StiU  they  were  faithful ;  like  two  vessels  launched 
From  the  same  beach  one  ocean  to  explore 
With  mutual  help,  and  sailing — ^to  their  league 
True,  as  inexorable  winds,  or  bars 
Floating  or  fixed  of  polar  ice,  allow. 

But  turn  we  rather,  let  my  spirit  turn 
With  thine,  0  silent  and  invisible  Friend ! 
To  those  dear  intervals,  nor  rare  nor  brief. 
When  reunited,  and  by  choice  withdrawn 
From  miscellaneous  converse,  ye  were  tangfat 
That  the  remembrance  of  foregone  distress. 
And  the  worse  fear  of  future  ill  (which  oft 
Doth  hang  around  it,  as  a  sickly  child 
Upon  its  mother)  may  be  both  alike 
Disarmed  of  power  to  unsettle  present  good 
So  prized,  and  things  inward  and  outward  hdd 
In  such  an  even  balance,  that  the  heart 
Acknowledges  God's  grace,  his  mercy  feels, 
And  in  its  depth  of  gratitude  is  stilL 

O  gift  divine  of  quiet  sequestration  I 
The  hermit,  exercised  in  prayer  and  praise, 


And  roeding  d«il)r  on  the  hope  of  lienven, 
.»  bsppf  in  his  voir,  and  fondly  clcuvea 
To  life-loDg  aingli!D<!SS ;  but  liappicr  far 
Wu  to  your  booIb,  and,  to  the  thoughts  at  others, 
A  thouaaiid  tluies  mora  bnatiful  appeared. 
Your  dual  loneliiieai.     The  sacred  He 
Ib  broken;  yot  why  erierel  for  Time  but  holds 
His  moiety  in  Inut,  tilt  Joy  ahall  lead 
To  the  hlost  world  where  par^g  is  nnknova. 


WsEN  first,  discending  from  the  maorlaudi, 
I  TOW  the  StreBni  of  Yarrow  glide 
Along  a  bare  and  open  valley, 
The  Ettrick  Shephi-rd  was  my  guide. 

When  last  along  ils  bonks  I  waadcred. 
Through  groves  lliat  had  bvgun  to  ahvd 
Their  golden  leaves  upon  the  pathways. 
My  steps  the  Border-minstrel  ted. 

The  mighty  Minstrel  breatlies  no  longer. 
Mid  moolderiDg  ruiiu  low  he  lies ; 
And  dealli  upon  Ihe  braes  of  Yairon-, 
Has  closed  the  Slic-phvrd-^kO^'t'fl  eyes  : 

Nor  has  the  rolling  year  twice  measured. 


Was  froisn  at  its  marvellous  source  ; 

ThB  rapt  One,  of  Iho  godlike  forehead. 
The  heaven-eyed  ereaturc  Bli>eps  in  earth; 
And  Lsmb,  the  frolic  and  the  gentle, 
Has  vauiahed  from  his  lonely  hearth. 

Like  clouds  that  rake  the  mouutain-aummil 
Or  waves  that  own  no  curbing  hand. 
How  fast  has  brotlier  followed  brother, 
From  sunshine  to  the  sunless  hind ! 

Yet  I,  whose  Uds  from  infjitit  slumber 
Were  earlier  nused,  remain  to  hear 
A  timid  voice,  that  asks  m  whiBpers, 
«  Who  next  will  drop  and  diasppearl" 


Our  haughty  life  is  arowiie)t  widt  dArimr^ 
Like  London  with  its  own  blank  wnadi. 
On  which  wilb  ihw.  O  Cnhbs  !  fortfa-lookin 
1  gazed  from  Hampslmd's  brveiy  hislii. 

As  if  but  yesterday  dDpancd, 
lliou  too  art  gone  before ;  but  why. 
O'er  ripe  fruit,  seasonably  gailien.it. 
Should  frail  survivors  heave  a  sigh  I 

Mount  ratliDT  for  that  holy  Spirit, 
Sweet  as  the  spring,  as  ocean  deep; 
For  Her  who,  eK  her  emmner  (ad*l. 
Has  sunk  into  a  bresthlees  sleep. 

No  more  of  old  romantic  sorrowa, 
For  alaugbtered  Youth  or  love-lam  Uaidl 
n'ith  sharper  grivf  is  Yarrow  smitH^ 
And  Ettrick  mourus  with  her  their  PoM  dM 
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Ye  vales  and  hills  whose  beauly  bitlicr  drew 
Tlie  poll's  Wepj',  niui  fiicd  him  li,.'ru,  ,iu  j.iu, 
His  eyes  have  closed  I    And  ye,  lov'd  bool.^ 

Shall  Snulhcy  feed  upon  yonr  predooa  lon^ 
To  works  that  ne'er  shall  forfeit  Iheir  Romn, 
Adding  immortal  bibours  of  his  own — 
Whether  he  traced  historic  truth,  with  ml 
For  the  State's  guidance,  or  the  Churcb's  lai. 
Or  Fancy,  disdplmed  by  studious  art. 
Inform 'd  iiis  pen,  or  wisdom  of  the  horl. 
Or  judgments  saacUoned  in  tfau  Patriot's  mi^id 
Ily  reverence  for  the  rights  of  all  mankind. 
Wide  wers  his  aim^  yet  in  no  human  bnast 
Could  private  feelings  meet  for  holier  rest. 
Ilia  joys,  his  griefs,  have  vanished  like  a  doud 

Thruugn  his  induslrions  life,  and  Christian  tu± 
Calmed  in  his  soul  the  fear  of  change  and  dealk 
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ODE. 

INTIMATIONS  OF   IMM0BTALIT7  FROM  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  EARLY   CHILDHOOD. 


The  Child  is  Father  of  the  Man ; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  he 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

See  page  64. 


XT. 


was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove,  and  stream, 
rth,  and  every  common  sight, 
To  me  did  seem 
Apparelled  in  celestial  light, 
try  and  the  freshness  of  a  dream, 
t  now  as  it  hath  been  of  yore ; — 
Turn  whereso'er  I  may. 
By  night  or  day, 
aga  wluch  I  have  seen  I  now  can  see  no  more. 


IL 


The  Rainbow  comes  and  goes, 

And  lovely  is  the  Rose, 

The  Moon  doth  with  delight 
round  her  when  the  heavens  are  bare. 

Waters  on  a  starry  night 

Are  beautiful  and  fair ; 
e  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth ; 
It  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  go, 
ere  hath  pastaway  a  glory  from  .the  fiiirth. 


III. 


hile  the  birds  thus  sing  a  joyous  song, 
id  while  the  young  Iambs  boimd 

As  to  ihe  tabor's  sound, 
alone  there  came  a  thought  of  ^ef : 
ly  utterance  gave  that  thought  relief, 

And  I  again  am  strong : 
aracts  blow  their  trumpets  from  the  steep ; 
«  SiaU  grief  of  mine  the  season  wrong ; 
the  Echoes  through  the  mountains  throng, 
inds  come  to  me  from  the  fields  of  sleep. 

And  all  tlie  earth  is  gay ; 
Land  and  sea 
re  themselves  up  to  jollity, 

And  with  the  heart  of  May 
»th  every  Beast  keep  holiday;—* 

Thou  Child  of  Joy, 
oond  me,  let  me  hear  thy  shouts,  thou  happy 
Shepherd-boy  I 


Ye  blessed  Creatures,  I  hare  heard  the  call 

Ye  to  each  other  make ;  I  see 
The  heavens  laugh  with  you  in  your  jubilee; 
My  heart  is  at  your  festival. 
My  head  hath  its  coronal. 
The  fulness  of  your  bliss,  I  feel — I  feel  it  aU. 
Oh  evil  day  I  if  I  were  sullen 
While  Earth  herself  is  adorning, 

This  sweet  May-morning, 
And  the  Children  are  culling 

On  every  side, 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  wide. 
Fresh  flowers ;  while  the  sun  shines  warm. 
And  the  JB2d>e  leaps  up  on  his  Mother's  arm : — 
I  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear  I 
— But  there's  aTree,  of  many,  one, 
Ajsingle  Field  Tfhichl  haye.lookcd  i|pon. 
Both  of  them  speak  of  something  .^lat  is  gone : 
The  Pansy  at  my  feet 

Doth  the  same  tale  repeat : 

^^  "-^-'t-^     "■  *"■ 

Whither  is  fled  tha^yuoonaryjjeam ! 
Where  is  it  now.  the  elorv  and  the  dream  t 


V. 

Our  hirth.|fl.bpt  a  sleep  and  a  forgetting : 
The  Soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's  Star, 

Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting, 
And  cometh  from  afar : 

Not  in  entire  forgetfulness, 

And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory  do  we  comel 

IVom  God,  who  is  our  home  :  j 
Heaven  lies  about  nsjn  our  infancy  I 
Shades  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  close 

Upon  ^e  growing  Boy, 
But  He  beholds  the  light,  and  whence  it  flows, 

He  sees  it  in  his  joy ; 
The  Youth,  who  daily  farther  from  the  east 

Musi  travel,  still  is  Katare*8  Fkietly 


F 
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And  by  the  viaicm  splendid 

Broods  Kte  the  Day,  a  Master  o'er  a  Sla«,        ' 

la  on  hU  way  attended ; 

A  Preeence  which  is  not  to  be  put  by ; 

/At  length  the  Mon  pcrceivM  it  die  »«ay, 
And  fiide  into  the  Ughl  of  common  day. 

TliDu  Uttlo  Child,  yet  glorious  in  Ibe  mighl 

^ 

Of  hearen-boru  freedom  on  thy  bdng'i  btifil, 

Why  aith  suuh  eamcst  pains  dost  tbn  ptvnii 

The  years  to  bring  the  ineriteble  yoke, 

Full  soon  thy  Sool  shall  ha.e  ber  aMhly  fi<<(k^ 

YeBrniDgi  iilie  hkth  in  her  own  miturd  kind, 

And  custom  lie  upon  thee  with  a  wnghl. 

Heary  u  (ttMt,  and  deep  ahnosl  as  iifs  1              1 

And  no  unworthy  aim, 

The  homoly  Kane  doth  ill  she  eao 

To  make  her  FoBtsr^Jiild,  her  Inmslo  Msn, 

Forget  the  glories  ho  hath  known. 
And  Ihflt  imperial  polftca  whence  lie  came. 

O  joy  t  that  in  our  embers 
Is  sometbiug  that  doth  Ltr, 

What  was  wfogitivBl                        1 

Behold  the  Chdd  among  his  n8»-born  bliao. 

The  thought  of  our  past  yean  in  me  doth  tMi; 

A  mx  yearn'  Darling  of  a  pigmy  eize  ! 

Perpetual  benedictioD  :  not  indeed 

Seo,  where  -mid  work  <rf  hia  own  liuid  be  lie«. 

For  that  which  is  most  worthy  Co  be  bint ; 

FretWd  by  aalliea  of  hia  molher's  lu««, 

Delight  and  liberty,  the  simple  nwd 

With  light  upon  him  fram  his  falher->  eyea  I 

Of  Childhood,  whether  busy  or  at  ^cs^ 

See,  at  his  feet,  some  little  pUn  or  chart. 

With   now-fledged  hope  Btill    Hnttoing   ia  1 

Some  fragment  from  his  dream  of  human  tifp. 

breuti— 

Shaped  by  himself  with  newlylearned  nrt  j 

Not  for  these  1  raise 

A  wedding  nt  >  feativnl. 

The  iong  of  thanks  and  pniae ; 

AraoununKorafimeral; 

And  this  bath  now  his  heart, 

or  sense  and  outward  tliinga. 

And  unto, hie  Vfnm,«hi»w..g:       , 

Fallings  from  us,  i-anishin^fl  -. 

Then  will  ho  fit  hia  fongtie 

Blank_^fSivin^Bf  a  Crtature 

To  dialogneB  of  biminess,  lovp,  or  strife ; 
But  it  will  not  be  long 

High  iuHtincts  before  wfeU.  nur  irmtt.]  SaOre 

Ere  litis  bo  thrown  aaidc. 

And  Willi  new  joy  and  pride 

But  for  those  first  affections. 

Th^JitUaActor  cona  another  part ; 

Those  shsdowy  recollection^ 

Piiiing  from  time  to  lime  his  '  humorous  stage ' 

Which,  be  they  what  tliey  may. 

With  all  the  Persons,  down  to  |>alsied  Age. 

Are  yet  the  fountain  Ught  of  aU  our  day. 

That  Life  hiiiigs  with  her  in  her  equiiage ; 

Arc  yet  a  mnslcr  light  of  all  our  aroDX ; 

^  As  if  his  «holo  vocation 

Uphuld  us.  cherish,  and  han  power  to  m* 

Our  noisy  years  seem  momenls  in  the  beiDg 

Of  the  otccuol  Silence :  troths  that  wak«. 

To  perish  never ; 

nil. 

TI.OU,  whose  exwrior  semblance  doth  be)ie 

Nor  Han  nor  B«y, 

Thy  Soul's  immensity ; 

Kor  all  that  is  at  euuiity  with  joy. 

Can  utterly  aboUsh  or  dratroyl 

Thy  heritage,  llion  Eye  among  the  blind. 

llenco  m  a  season  of  mlm  wMther 

That,  deaf  and  silent,  road'st  tbe  eternal  deep. 

Tbough  inland  fiu-we  be. 

Haunted  for  ever  by  the  elomal  mind,— 

Our  .SouU  have  Mght  of  H-at  i>..m»rt>|  T* 

Mighly  Prophet  1  Seer  blest  l 

Which  brought  us  hither. 

On  whom  til  080  troths  do  rent, 

Can  in  a  moment  tnvrl  thither. 

Which  we  OTO  toiling  aU  onr  liv»  (o  find. 

And  see  Ihe  Children  sport  upon  Hid  shore 

In  darkness  lost,  (he  darkneea  of  tha  grava  ; 

And  Ht*r  tlN  nigh^  watan  n^luift  *****j'jiy** 

Thou,  over  whom  Ihy  Immortality 
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ing,  ye  Birds,  sing,  sing  a  joyous  song ! 

And  let  the  young  Lambs  bound 

As  to  the  tabor's  sound ! 
thought  will  join  your  throng. 

Ye  that  pipe  and  ye  that  play, 

Ye  that  through  your  hearts  to-day 

Feel  the  gladness  of  the  May ! 
hough  the  radiance  which  was  once  so  bright 
r  for  ever  taken  from  my  sight, 
lough  nothing  can  bring  back  the  hour 
odour  in  the  grass,  of  glory  in  the  flower ; 

We  will  grieve  not,  rather  find 

Strength  in  what  remains  behind ; 
^  In  the  primal  sympathy 

Which  having  been  must  ever  be ; 

In  the  soothing  thoughts  that  spring 

Out  of  human  suffering ; 

In  the  faith  that  looks  through  death, 
■t  that  bring  the  philosophic  mind. 


XI. 


And  0,  ye  Fountains,  Meadows,  Hills,  and  Groves, 

Forebode  not  any  severing  of  our  loves  I 

Yet  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  feel  your  might ; 

I  only  have  relinquished  one  delight 

To  live  beneath  your  more  habitual  sway. 

I  love  the  Brooks  which  down  their  channels  fret, 

Even  more  than  when  I  tripped  lightly  as  they ; 

The  innocent  brightness  of  a  new-bom  Day 

Is  lovely  yet ; 
The  Gouds  that  gather  roimd  the  setting  sun 
Do  take  a  sober  colouring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o'er  man's  mortality ; 
Another  race  hath  been,  and  other  pahns  are  won. 
Thanks  to  the  human  heart  by  which  we  live. 
Thanks  to  its  tenderness,  its  joys,  and  fears. 
To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  give 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 
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OR    GROWTH    OF    A    POET'S    MIND; 


AH  AUTODlOOIEAFmciL  POBtL 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ThK  foUDTtDg  Po«m  lena  eoroiDeiicod  in  the 
beginning  of  tho  year  17B9,  ond  completed  in 
thaBuDiDieTof  1S05. 

Tba  design  and  oocuioa  of  the  work  ws  de- 
Mribad  by  tba  Author  in  hia  Preface  to  the 
ExocsHioit,  finl  publijdied  in  ISK,  irbsra  be 
thiu  speoka : — 


tthor  iMni  to  bin 


ondoTtonlE  t 


"S«f«rftl  yeati  ago,  wbca  tha  i 
attln  monDt^iu  nitb  tha  hopa  at  I 
onutruct  k  litenu?  wnrlc  that  tnlghl 
•enablD  thing  that  ho  should  Inko  0  1 
m\ni.  Md  eiamjue  how  Sit  S.tuw  m 
qiuliaed  bliD  for  luch  u  omplDyniSDt 

"Ai  nbaUUuy  to  tlill  prEpantLon. 
meori.  lo  Tona.  tha  ortgio  nnd  progieM  of  bii  own 
pcrvan^  u  &t  u  he  wai  ai^juftli]f«d  with  Uum. 

"  That  work;  tddroued  to  a  dear  ftSuQij.  moit  dlstln- 
pjlflbed  tot  his  knoivledga  and  gaaliu,  and  Ed  whom  tha 
Author'!  lacoUect  Ii  d«|>lr  indcbtod.  hu  bMi  loDg 
flnSshsd  ;  sqd  the  nsnlt  of  the  lumtigatioD  whioh  grtn 
liie  to  It  wa«  n  dotonnioalioa  to  oompoao  a  philosophical 
Foom,  containing  vlawi  of  Uan,  tfafiyv.  and  ^ciuty, 
and  to  bfl  flntltlpd  tho  *Bcdu«;'  u  bavLog  for  it^ 

*"Tba  preparatory  poem  la  biographical,  and  rondncta 
the  hlaliir)-  of  Iho  Authort  mhid  to  tho  point  whoa  ho 
waa  emboldaned  to  hopa  that  hia  fkkcultioa  wero  nuffld- 
antlj  matiuvd  for  antoring  upon  tho  ArduouA  la^ur 


be  pormlttod  t 
anangod.  wiU 


iieIC  aa  tba  Ants-cbapol  bu  to  thu  bu 
urIl  ConUntdng  tUi  allmton,  he  mi 
e  add,  that  hii  minor  pieces,  which  ba 
«  the  pablio,  wlian  they  ahall  be  prnpcT 
ba  found  by  the  attentive  Twder  to  ha 
a  with  the  m>hi  work  u  may  give  tho 
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Such  -ma  the  Author's  I 
ISU. 

It  wilt  thonca  ba  »i 
wu  iateaded  to  be  introdoa 
■nd  that  tbe  Reclitse,  if  o 
C0DsiBt«J  of  Three  Pitrta. 
Put  &lons,  viz.,  the  ElcniiR| 
given  to  tbe  world  "by  tbe  A 

The   FirBt    Book    of    the 


Reoll 


still  t 


Third  Port  whb  only  plan 
which  i  t  would  have  beeu 
been   insnrpomted,  for  t 
Author's  other  Publication^ 
to  the  EicuHsroN. 

The  Friend,  to  whom  thi 
drcaaed,  was  the  late  SAKfEl 
who  was  resident  in  Ualta, : 
bis  health,  when  tho  greata 

Mr.  Coleridgs  read  a  o 
the  Poem  while  ba  wns  nbn 
on  hearing  it  recited  by  '. 

Versee.  nddreSBed 

be  found  in  tha  "  Slbyliln 

I8I7,  or  "  PoBticol  \ 


Tol.  i.. 
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BOOK  FIRST. 


ION.— CHILDHOOD  AND 
iCHOOL-TIME. 


Dg  in  this  gentle  breeze, 
bile  it  fans  my  cheek 
>nscious  of  the  joy  it  brings 
lelds,  and  from  yon  azure  sky. 
ion,  the  soil  breeze  can  come 
iteful  than  to  me ;  escaped 
j^  where  I  long. had. £^0^ 
DJounier:  now  free,    Df^-**'^*^* 
settle  where  I  will, 
lall  receive  me  ?  in  what  vale 
our  1  underneath  what  grove 
ly  home?  and  what  clear  stream 
irmur  lull  me  into  rest ) 
>efore  me.    With  a  heart 
jd  at  its  own  liberty, 
d  should  the  chosen  guide 
r  than  a  wandering  cloud, 
'  way.     I  breathe  again  ! 
ht  and  mountings  of  the  mind 
ue :  it  is  shaken  off, 
my  own  unnatural  self, 
t  of  many  a  weary  day 
ich  as  were  not  made  for  me. 
peace  (if  such  bold  word  accord 
es  of  human  life), 
case  and  undisturbed  delight 
ipect ;  whither  shall  I  turn, 
cay,  or  through  trackless  field, 
or  shall  some  floating  thing 
»oint  me  out  my  course  ? 

Yet  what  would  it  avail 
it  consecrates  the  joy  1 
bt,  while  the  sweet  breath  of 

my  body,  felt  within 
breeze,  that  gently  moved 
virtue,  but  is  now  become 
judant  energy, 
reation.     Thanks  to  both, 
dal  powers,  that,  while  they  join 
long-continued  frost, 
vernal  promises,  the  hope 
ged  on  by  flying  hours, — 


Days  of  sweet  leisure,  taxed  with  patient  thought 
Abstruse,  nor  wanting  punctual  service  high. 
Matins  and  vespers  of  harmonious  verse  I 

Thus  far,  0  Friend !  did  I,  not  used  to  make 
A  present  joy  the  matter  of  a  song. 
Pour  forth  that  day  my  soul  in  measured  straini 
That  would  not  be  forgotten,  and  are  here 
Recorded :  to  the  open  fields  I  told 
A  prophecy :  poetic  numbers  came 
Spontaneouslyjtodotiie  in  priestly  robe 
Aj;enovated  B£mt.f^^  f */  h  -  p  » <  '^ 

Such  hope  was  mine,  for  holy  services. 
My  own  voice  oLenreS^me,  and,  far  more^  the 

mind*s 
Internal  echo  of  the  imperfect  sound; 
To  bothTTistened,  drawing  from  them  both 
A  cheerful  confidence  in  things  to  come. 

Content  and  not  unwilling  now  to  give 
A  respite  to  this  passion,  I  paced  on 
With  brisk  and  eager  steps ;  and  came,  at  length, 
To  a  green  shady  place,  where  down  I  sate 
Beneath  a  tree,  slackening  my  thoughts  by  choice, 
And  settling  into  gentler  happiness. 
'Twas  autumn,  and  a  clear  and  placid  day, 
With  warmth,  as  much  as  needed,  from  a  sun 
Two  hours  declined  towards  the  west ;  a  day 
With  silver  clouds,  and  sunshine  on  the  gprass, 
And  in  the  sheltered  and  the  sheltering  grove 
A  perfect  stillness.    Many  were  the  thoughts 
Encoiu^ed  and  dismissed,  till  choice  was  made 
Of  a  known  Vale,  whither  my  feet  should  turn. 
Nor  rest  till  they  had  reached  the  very  door 
Of  the  one  cottage  which  methought  I  saw. 
No  picture  of  mere  memory  ever  looked 
So  &ur ;  and  while  upon  the  fiincied  scene 
I  gazed  with  growing  love,  a  higher  power 
Than  Fancy  gave  assurance  of  some  work 
Of  glory 'there  forthwith  to  be  begun, 
Perhaps  too  there  performed.  Thus  long  I  mused. 
Nor  e*er  lost  sight  of  what  I  mused  upon. 
Save  when,  amid  the  stately  grove  of  oaks. 
Now  here,  now  there,  an  a^m,  from  its  cup 
Dislodged,  through  fleun.Ioftyss  rustled,  or  at  onoe 
To  the  bare  earth  dropped  with  a  starUixng  sound. 
fVom  that  soft  couch  I  rose  not,  till  the  sun 
Had  almost  touched  the  horizon ;  easting  then 


;  * 
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THE  PRELUDE. 


I  A  bkckwonl  glance  upon  the  ourliug  cloud 

Ofeitj  Bmnke,  by  diabinco  niralised ; 
'  Seen  M  a  Tnmnt  or  a  Fugitive, 

But  na  a  Pilgrim  riualutc,  I  tootc, 

Etbd  Kith  the  cbance  equlpmcot  of  that  hour, 

The  road  that  pointed  toward  the  chosen  Vale. 

It  waa  a  eplendid  eveatng,  and  mj  sdu! 

Odob  more  nada  trial  of  lier  gtrengtli,  nor  kclml 

.foliao-ri^tatioBH;  but  the  boip 

Waa  aoon  de&auded,  and  tha  bandnd  host 

Of  bainum;  ditperaed  in  atr^gli] 

And  laatly 


ir  ulenca  I 


Sita  broodlag,  liTut  sot  ftlwnja  to  tliat  end. 
But  like  tha  innocent  bird,  halh  goaJings  oa 
I'hat  driie  her  na  in  trouble  throo^b  tjie  gnm 
With  mo  is  DOW  BUab  pnfdioc,  to  be  blaniad     ' 
No  otherwise  thas  u  it  laiti  t«o  long.  ■ 

VfIiod,  as  becomes  a  man  who  irould  png(d 
For  such  an  nrduaus  vort,  I  through  mfMlf 

Make  rigorous  inquiaitioD,  the  report 
la  often  cheering ',  for  1  naitbefjMBpL 
To  lack  that  firat  great  ajft,  th-^^^j'^Si 


Why  think  of  anything  but  proaeai  good  1 '      — 
80,  like  a  homa-bouad  labourer  I  pursued 
Hy  way  beneath  the  mellowing  «un.  that  abed 
Mild  influence ;  nor  left  in  me  one  wish 
Again  to  bend  the  Subbath  of  that  time 
To  a  flarvilo  yoke.     What  need  of  many  words? 
A  pleasant  loitering  joumoy,  through  three  days 
Continued,  brought  me  to  my  hermitage. 
I  spare  to  tell  of  what  ensned,  tbe  lifa 
I  In  common  things— the  endleae  store  of  Ihioga, 
Rare,  or  at~!east  bo  seeming,  every  day 
Found  all  about  me  in  one  Dcighbourbood — 
The  self-congratulation,  and,  from  mom 
To  nigbt,  unbroken  cheerfulneBS  aereue. 
But  speedily  an  earnest  lon^ng  rose 
To  brace  myself  to  some  dolermined  ajm, 
RKi.Ur]g  or  thiaking;  either  to  Inj  up         -\.^ 
Mew  stores,  or  rescue  fram  decuy  the  old 
By  timely  interferauce :  and  therewith         '"' 
Cnme  hopes  still  higher,  thut  nlth  outward  life 
I  might  endue  some  airy  phantaeioA  Ct^  -«L- ' 

That  had  been  floating  loose  about  for  years,"'--" 
And  to  such  beinga  temperately  deal  forth 
Tho  many  feeliegs  that  oppressed  my  heart 
That  hope  hath  been  discouraged;  welcome  light 
Dawns  from  the  east,  hut  dawns  to  disappear 
And  mock  nie  with  a  sky  that  ripens  not 
Into  a  steady  morning ;  if  my  mind, 
Remembering  tho  bold  promise  of  tho  past, 
Would  gladly  gmpplo  with  soma  noble  tliome. 
Vain  is  her  wiah  ;  where'er  she  turns  she  finds 
ImpedimoDta  from  day  to  day  rencvrciL 

A.nd  now  it  would  content  me  to  yield  up 
Those  lofty  hopes  awhile,  for  present  gifts 
Of  humbler  industry.    But,  oh,  door  Friend  ' 
The_Po£t,  gentle  creature  as  ha  is,  1      , 

Bath,  like  tho  Lover,  his  unruly  timot ; 
BiaGts  when  he  is  neither  sick  nor  well,      ''<  ~* 
Thoggh  no  distress  be  near  hint  bu^-hiiasD 
i  .^tTamanageabto  thoughts :  his  mind,  best  pleased 
.  While  iho  u  duteous  as  the  mother  dove 


utMlwhi} 


Mortgenoral  TrutM 

OfElemontaai  '  ' 

Subordtnats  helps 

Nor  am  I  naked  of  eitemal  thing*. 

Forms,  images,  nor  numerons  other  aids 

Of  less  regard,  thougb  won  perh^a  villi  li 

And  needful  to  build  up  a  Poet's  [ 

Time,  ptaee.  and  manners  do  1  se^  sad  III 

Are  found  in  plenteous  atore,  but  mi 

As  may  be  singled  out  with  stead;  ot 

No  little  band  of  yet  remembeiM 

Whom  I,  in  porfeet  oonSdemee,  m 

To  summon  baclc  from  loneeome 

And  muke  them  dwellera  in  the  1 

Now  living,  or  to  live  in  future  yaaiv 

I  Sometimes  the  ambitiooa  Fowar  of  rhnJn^ 
taking 
1  Proud  tpriug-tide  swellings  for  a  regolir  H 
1  ^V'lll  settle  on  sume  Britu>h  themes  sami  old 
'  Romantic  talo  by  Milton  left  unnmg; 
Mere  often  turning  to  some  gentla  pUc* 
Within  the  groves  of  Chivsiry,  I  pip* 
'To  shepherd  swains,  or  seated  barp  is  hlB^ 
Amid  reposing  knights  by  a  riiter  aids 
Or  fountain,  listen  to  the  grate  roporla 
Of  dire  eocbantmentt  tkaid  and  oreram* 
By  the  strong  mind,  and  tales  of  rnrlibe  fMl^ 
Where  spear  encountered  spear,  and  sword  ma 

sword 
Fought,  as  if  conscious  of  the  blattmry 
Tliat  the  shield  bore,  so  glorious  wat  ^e  ridft; 
Whence  inspiration  for  a  Bong  that  winds. 
Through  ever  changing  scenes  of  roUve  quarf 
Wrongs  to  redress,  hannoaioua  tribute  paid 
To  patient  courage  and  unblemished  tnUh, 
To  firm  devotion,  aeal  unquenchable. 
And  Christian  meekooss  hallowing  bittlal  lo^ 
I  Sometimea.  mors  sternly  moved,  1  would  nloti 
Bow  vanquished  Ulthridates  northward  ftatt, 
And,  hidden  in  the  cloud  of  yeat^  beoame 
I  Odin,  the  Father  of  a  race  by  whom 
Perished  the  Eonum  Empire  ;  how  Ihs  tnmi^ 
And  followers  of  Sartorius,  out  of  ^laiii 
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i  shelter  in  the  Fortunate  .Iftlgi» 

ir  oflages,  their  arts  and  laws, 

■  by  a  slow  gradnal  death, 

md  to  perish  one  by  one, 

lose  narrow  bounds :  but  not  thejwml 

irhich  fifteen  hundred  yeari 

d,  when  the  European  came 

d  power  that  might  not  be  withstood, 

Bstilence,  maintain  its  hold 

down  by  glorious  death  that  race 

sroes :  or  I  would  record 

nnic  times,  some  high^eouled  man, 

long  the  chronicles  of  kings, 

Qence  for  Truth's  sake :  or  tell, 

le  Frenohnuui,*  throu^  continued 

Q  on  the  inhuman  deeds  ]^'\ *< *>* 

»  conquered  first  the  Indian  Isles^ 

in  his  ministry  aeroas 

not  to  comfort  the  oppressed, 

kirsty  wind,  to  roam  about 

e  Oppressor :  how  Gustavus  sought 

leed  in  Dalecarlia*s  mines : 

» fought  for  Scotland ;  left  the  name 

>  be  found,  like  a  wild  flower, 
iear  Country ;  left  the  deeds 
ike  a  fiunily  of  Ghosts, 

e  steep  rocks  and  rirer  banks, 
lanctuaries,  with  a  local  soul 
nee  and  stem  liberty, 
jmtejofiiifitter.tp  inycfnt 
ny  own  heart,  more  near  akin 
mssions  and  habitual  thoughts ; 
ted  story,  in  the  main 
e  unsubstantial  structure  melts 
!iy  sun  that  brightens  it, 
dissolring  I    Then  a  wish,  F^'  " ' '  ?*"  ' 
SiYOurite  aspiration,  mounts      *    i^l 
g  toward  some  philosophic  song 
t  cherishes  our  daily  life; 
;ions  i)aBsionate  from  deep 
lan's  h$iut,  immortal  verse 
fitted  to  the  Orphean  lyre ; 
s  awful  burthen  I  full  soon 
ind  beguile  myself  with  trust 
er  years  will  bring  a  riper  mind 
Dsight.    Thus  mx daysare fast 
ign ;  with  no  skill  to  part 
g,  haply  bred  by  want  of  power, 
unt  impulse  not  to  be  withstood, 

de  Ooaigoes,  a  French  gentleman  who 

>  Florida  to  avenge  the  maaaacre  of  the 
Spsaiarda  there.— iU. 


A  timorous  capadl^  from  prudence, 

From  droumspeotion,  infinite  delay. 

Humility  and  modest  awe  themselves 

Betray  me,  serving  often  for  a  cloak 

To  a  more  subtle  selfishness ;  that  now 

Locks  every  function  up  in  blank  reserve. 

Now  dupes  me,  trusting  to  an  anxious  eye 

That  with  intrusive  restlessnesB  beats  off 

Simplicity  and  self-presented  truths 

Ahl  better  far  thu)  thiSj  to j|!XlJ.JlhQ0t 

Voluptuously  throu|;h  fields  and  rund  walki^  A    ! 

And  adc  no  record  of  the,hQUjau^t§«ign.ed  ^      ^ 

iQl^^mr^S;iumeT^TOYedneAe^     ^^  ^'^J^f^lJ.'i'^ 

Of  all  things,  and  deliberate  holiday. 

Far  better  never  to  have  heisurd  the  name 

Of  seal  and  just  ambition,  than  to  live 

fiaffled  and  plagued  by  a  mind  that  every  hour 

Turns  recreant  to  her  task ;  takes  heart  again. 

Then  feels  immediately  some  hollow  thought 

Hang  like  an  interdict  upon  her  hopes* 

This  is  my  lot ;  for  either  still  I  find 

Some  imperfection  in  the  chosen  theme^ 

Or  see  of  absolute  accomplishment 

Much  wanting,  so  much  wanting,  in  myself 

That  I  recoil  and  droop,  and  seek  repose 

In  listlessness  from  vain  perplexity, 

Unprofitably  travelling  toward  the  grave, 

Like  a  false  steward  who  hath  much  received 

And  renders  nothing  back. 

Was  it  fbr  this 
That  one,  the  fisdrest  of  all  rivers,  loved 
1*0  blend  his  murmurs  with  my  nurse's  aong^    1  ^ ,  ^.^^ 
And,  from  his  alder  shades  and  rocky  Mia,      ^^^ en<x  tf 
And  from  his  fords  and  shallows,  sent  a  voioe    ¥\ « 
That  flowed  along  my  dreams  1    For  this,  didst 

thou, 
0  Derwent  1  winding  among  grassy  holms 
Where  I  was  looking  on,  a  babe  in  arms. 
Make  ceaseless  music  that  composed  my  thoughts 
To  more  than  infeuit  softness,  gi^ng  me 
Amid  the  fretful  dwelUngs  of  QuugJiiiid  ^  ^*^  >| 
A^oretaste,  a  dim  earnest,  <^tihe_C9]^ 
That  Nature  breathes  among  the  hills  and  groves, 
when  he  had  left  tEembiintaans  and  received 
On  his  smooth  breast  the  shadow  of  those  towen 
That  yet  survive,  a  shattered  monument  1  •..^jk 

Of  feudal  sway,  the  bright  blue  river  passed 
Along  the  maigin  of  our  terrace  walk ; 
A  tempting  playmate  whom  we  dearly  loved. 
Oh,  many  a  time  have  I,  a  five  years'  child,    r 
In  a  small  mill-race  severed  from  his  stream, ' 
Made  one  long  bathing  of  a  summer's  day ; 
Basked  in  the  sun,  and  plunged  and  basked  again 
Alternate,  all  a  sununer's  day,  or  scoured 
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The  sandy  Selda,  leaping  through  flowary  groTOj 
Of  jallow  ragwort;  or  when  rock  and  hill. 
The  woods,  luui  dlitant  Skiddan's  loft;  height, 
Wore  broQied  «ilL  doepeat  radiance,  atood  ulooe 

eaoath  the  ak;,  as  if  I  bad  boeo  bom 
|0d  Indian  pl«ina,  and  from  my  molher'a  hut 
Had  run  abroid  id  wuntoansH,  to^giort 
A.  nnJced  BBV^go,  ia  the  thnudor  ahowcir. 

Fiur  peed-tJDiB  had  my  soul,  aud  I  grew  up 

Much  favoured  in  my  birth-plucB,  aad  no  leas 
In  that  beloved  Vale  to  which  erelong 

•nen  tnutepliinted — thero  were  we  let  loose 
For  sports  of  wider  range.     Ere  I  bod  told 
Ton  blrtb<dayB,  when  among  the  mountain  slopes 
Froiit,  and  tbe  breath  of  fniaty  wind,  hod  snapped 
,  The  hut  autumnal  crouua,  'twaa  my  joy 
With  store  of  spriogae  o'er  my  Bboulder  hung 
To  range  tbe  open  heights  whore  woodcocka  run 
Along  the  emooth  green  turf.    Through  half  the 

night. 

Scuddiug  away  from  anare  to  snare,  lulled    «  ^^  i 
That  njuioua  viaitation ; — moon  and  Btara        '  -~ 

ire  shining  o'er  my  head,     1  vaa  alone, 
And  seamed  to  be  a  trouble  to  tbe  peticB 
That  dwelt  among  them.    Sometuuea  it  befel 
In  theie  night  wanderinga,  that  a  strong  desire 
O'crpowored  mj  better  roaaon,  and  the  bird 
\Vhii;b  was  tlia  uaptive  of  anotber'a  toll 
Became  my  prey ;  and  when  the  deed  was  done 
J  1  heard  among  the  solitary  hills 

Low  breathings  comiog  after  ma,  and  aounds 
I  Of  undistinguishable  motion,  Btepa 
'  AluoHt  aa  silent  aa  the  turf  they  trod. 


Nor  lest 


!isn  spring  bad  warmed  the  cultured 


Vale, 

Moved  we  BA  plunderers  wbeni  the  mother-bird 
Had  in  high  places  built  her  lodge  ;  though  moan 
Our  obJBst  and  inglorious,  yet  the  end 
Was  not  ignoble.     Oh  !  when  I  have  hung  "*" '  ' 
Above  the  raven's  neat,  by  knots  of  groBj 
And  half-inch  fissures  in  the  slippery  roek 
But  ill  sustaiaed,  and  almost  {no  it  seemed) 
Suspended  by  the  blast  that  blew  amain, 
Shouldering  the  naked  crag,  oh,  at  that  time 
I  While  on  tbe  perilous  ridga  I  hung  alone, 
'  With  what  strange  utterance  did  the  loud  dry  wind 
B!ow  through  my  earl  the  sky  aecmod  not  a  sky 
Ofoorth— and  with  what  motion  mot  odthecloudsl 

Dust  as  we  are,  the  immortal  spirit  grows 
Like  harmony  in  mualo ;  there  is  a  dark 


Inscrutable  workmanship  that  reconciles 
Discordant  elemeatj.  makes  them  cling  ti 
In  one  society.     How  alj^iuige  that  all 
The  torrora,  paina,  and  aarty  miseries, 
Regrets,  vexations,  Isaaitudee  interfiiaed 
Within  my  mind,  ahonld  e'er  have  bome 
And  that  a  needful  part,  in  making  up 
The  t^liu  pust90{a)_t!t!$J>°4^.wbea^I 
Am  worthy  of  myaelf  !    Praise  to  the  enc 
Thanks  to  the  means  which  Nature  del, 

employ ; 
Whether  her  fearless  viailiiiga.  or  thiiH 
That  came  with  soft  alarm,  like  bortltu  1 
Opening  the  peaceful  clouds ;  or  tbe  nmf 
Severer  intervention^  ministry 
More  palpable,  aa  bast  mi^t  suit  her  aio. 

One  summer  ereniiig  (ted  by  her)  I  liimid 
A  litUe  host  tied  to  a  willow  tree 
Within  D  rocky  cave,  its  usual  homa 
Straight  I  unloosed  her  chain,  and  sti^pmi 
Pushed  from  the  shore.     It  wna  ag^srtafft 
And  troubled  pleoBure,  nor  without  tb  m 
Of  mountun-echoes  did  my  boat  mart  i^; 
Leaving  behind  her  stiU,  on  either  sidft     ^ 
Smell  circles  glittering  idly  in  tbe  mw°i  \ 
Until  thsy  melted  all  into  one  Inek 
Of  sparkliDglighL    Bat  now.  Ilk*  oaeiAtl 
Prjud  of  hia  skill,  to  reach  a  chosen  pool 
With  an  uuswerving  line,  I  ^ed  luj  Tier 
Upon  the  summit  of  a  craggy  ridge, 
The  horizon's  utmost  boundary  ;  fir  •!»" 
Was  nothing  but  the  stare  and  the  gtey  ^■ 
She  was  on  elfin  pinnace  ;  lustily 
I  dipped  my  oars  into  the  silent  Iske, 
And,  as  I  rose  upon  tho  stroke,  myboU 
Went  heaving  through  the  water  like  •  <"■ 
jWUen,  from  behind  that  craggy  iteep  till* 
The  horimns  bound,  a  huge  peak,  blsckte'l 
Ab  if  with  voluntary  power  inatioct 
Uprearod  its  head.     I  struck  and  strati  ij* 
And  grouting  still  in  stature  the  grim  M* 
Towered  up  between  me  and  the  itan,  t^' 
For  so  it  seemed,  vrith  purpote  of  its  on 
,And  measured  motion  like  a  tiTinglhio;. 
Strode  after  me.     With  trembling  oon  I"^ 
And  through  the  silent  water  stole  my  "I 
Back  to  the  covert  of  the  willow  tr« ; 
There  in  her  mooring-place  I  leftmjW*'" 
And  through  the  meadows  homeward  «■ 


AndB< 


gravo 


oood ;  hu 


after  I  had  wes 
ly  daya,  my  bren 
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)wn  modes  of  being ;  o'er  my  thoughts 
ing  a  darkness,  call  it  solitude 
desertion.    No  familiar  shapes 
d,  no  pleasant  images  of  trees, 
-  sky,  no  colours  of  green  fields ; 
)  and  mighty  forms,  that  do  not  liye 
ig  men,  moved  slowly  through  the  mind 
md  were  a  trouble  to  my  dreams. 

om  and  Spirit  of  the  universe  ! 
il  that  art  the  eternity  of  thought, 
^  to  forms  and  images  a  breath 
rlasting  motion,  not  in  vain 
r  sta]>light  thus  from  my  first  dawn 
lood  didst  thou  intertwine  for  n^e 
ions  that  build  up  our  human  soul ; 
I  the  mean  and  vulgar  works  of  man, 
high  objects,  with  enduring  things — 
I  and  nature — ^purifying  thus 
leots  of  feeling  and  of  thought, 
rtifying,  by  such  discipline, 
Q  and  fear,  until  we  recognise 
>ur  in  the  beatings  of  the  heart 
this  fellowship  vouchsafed  to  me 
ited  kindness.    In  November  days, 
pours  rolling  down  the  valley  made 
scene  more  lonesome,  among  woods, 
and  'mid  the  calm  of  summer  nights, 
f  the  margin  of  the  trembling  lake, 
the  gloomy  hills  homeward  I  went 
de,  such  intercourse  was  mine ; 
I  it  in  the  fields  both  day  and  nighty 
he  waters,  all  the  summer  long. 

I  the  frosty  season,  when  the  sun 

and  visible  for  many  a  mile 

:age  windows  blazed  through  twilight 

oom, 

not  their  sunmions :  happy  time 
deed  for  all  of  us — for  me 
time  of  rapture  !    Clear  and  loud 
ge  clock  tolled  six, — I  wheeled  about, 
id  exulting  like  an  untired  horse 
M  not  for  his  home.  All  shod  with  steel, 
1  along  the  polished  ice  in  games 
ate^  imitative  of  the  chase 
dland  pleasures, — the  resounding  horn, 

loud  chiming,  and  the  hunted  hare, 
^h  the  darkness  and  the  cold  we  flew, 
a  voice  was  idle ;  with  the  din 
the  precipices  rang  aloud  ; 
38S  trees  and  every  icy  crag 
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Tinkled  like  iron ;  while  far  distant  hills 

Into  the  tumult  sent  an/uien  sounds 

0^(inelancholy>not  unnoticed,  while  the  stars 

Eastward  were  sparkling  clear,  and  in  the  ^"est 

The  orange  sky  of  evening  died  away. 

Not  seldom  from  the  uproar  I  retired 

Into  a  silent  bay,  or  sportively 

Glanced  sideway,  leaving  the  tumultuous  throng; 

To  cut  across  the  reflex  of  a  star 

That  fled,  and,  flying  still  before  me,  gleamed 

Upon  the  glassy  plain ;  and  oftentimes. 

When  we  had  given  our  bodies  to  the  wind. 

And  all  the  shadowy  banks  on  either  side 

Came  sweeping  through  the  darkness,  spinning 

still 
The  rapid  line  of  motion,  then  at  once 
Have  I,  reclining  back  upon  my  heels. 
Stopped  short ;  yet  still  the  solitary  oliffii 
Wheeled  by  me—even  as  if  the  earth  had  rolled 
With  visible  motion  her  diurnal  round ! 
Behind  me  did  they  stretch  in  solemn  train. 
Feebler  and  feebler,  and  I  stood  and  watched 
Till  all  was  tranquil  as  a  dreamless  sleep. 

Ye  Presences  of  Nature  in  the  sky 
And  on  the  earth  !    Te  Visions  of  the  hills  1 
And  Souls  of  lonely  places  1  can  I  think 
A  vulgar  hope  was  yours  when  ye  employed 
Such  ministry,  when  ye  through  many  a  year 
Haunting  me  thus  among  my  boyish  sports. 
On  caves  and  trees,  upon  the  woods  and  hills, 
Impressed  upon  all  forms  the  characters 
Of  danger  or  desire ;  and  thus  did  make 
The  surface  of  the  universal  earth 
With  triumph  and  delight,  with  hope  and  fear, 
Work  like  a  sea  ? 

Not  uselessly  employed. 
Might  I  pursue  this  theme  through  every  change 
Of  exercise  and  play,  to  which  the  year 
Did  summon  us  in  his  delightful  round. 

We  were  a  noisy  crew ;  the  sun  in  heaven 

Beheld  not  vales  more  beautiful  than  ours; 

Nor  saw  a  band  in  happiness  and  joy 

Richer,  or  worthier  of  the  ground  they  trod. 

I  could  record  with  no  reluctant  voice 

The  woods  of  autumn,  and  their  hazel  bowem 

With  milk-white  clusters  hung ;  the  rod  and  line. 

True  symbol  of  hope's  foolishness,  whose  strong 

And  unreproved  enchantment  led  us  on 

By  rocks  and  pools  shut  out  from  every  star. 

All  the  green  summer,  to  forlorn  cascades 

Among  the  windings  hid  of  mountain  brooks. 

— Unfading  recollections  t  at  this  hour 

oo 


«so 
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The  lieiurt  u  nlmoBt  mina  witli  nhich  I  felt. 
Prom  some  hill-top  on  «uaa]'  aft«rtiooas,        X-'-i^f 
The  paper  kite  higli  lunung  IIbBoj  oIoudB      f  ■>*<>i 
Pull  at  lierrein  like  an  ImpatuouB  oounsr;"""^-' 
Or,  frum  tbe  msadowa  seut  on  giut;  Jays, 
BuLeld  lier  bre>ut  tlia  frind,  tlian  mddeuly 
Diuhed  boadloug,  uid  rajecCod  by  the  ■tonn. 

Te  lowl;  oottngM  wherein  we  dwelt.  / 

&  miuistratiou  of  jour  owo  wbb  yours ;  *' 

C*n  I  forgBt  yon,  bamg  m  jou  wore 
So  beautiful  uutmg  the  plenauit  Gelds 
lu  wiiioh  yo  atooJ  ?  or  ean  I  here  forgat 
Tbe  ploio  and  neml}'  couDteaanati  with  which 
Ya  dealt  out  your  plniu  camforU  1    Yut  bad  ya 
Delighta  and  aiultationa  of  your  own. 
Eager  olid.  Dover  feary  we  pursued 
,  Our  honis-amUHioentii  by  tbe  carm  peat-fire 
At  oieuing,  when  wicb  poD(uL  and  aaiouth  alata 
In  £iiu(ire  divituoua  pai-celled  out  and  all 
With  cniHOS  and  with  oyphora  aorihbled  o'er. 
We  aobeiui^  and  pumled,  head  oppoxtt)  to  head 
In  strife  too  bumble  to  bo  uuined  in  vane ; 
Or  round  the  naked  table,  tnow-white  deal, 
Cherry  or  maple,  aate  io  close  Hrmy, 

1  ta  tbe  combat.  Loo  or  WLiat,  led  on 
A  thick-ribbed  army ;  not,  aa  in  the  world, 
Negleoted  and  ungratefullj  thrown  by 
Even  for  thu  very  service  they  had  wi-oufjlit, 
But  huitbauded  through  uiiuiy  a  lung  cunimigu. 
Uncouth  asaemUluge  wae  it,  where  no  few 
Bad  changed  thairfunctioiis;  tome,  plebeiaa  carda 
Which  Fate,  beyoud  tbe  promiae  of  tbelr  birth. 
Had  dignified,  and  called  to  represent 
The  persons  of  departed  potentates. 
Ob,  with  whjtt  echoes  un  tbo  board  tbey  fell ! 
Ironic  diamondi, — cluba,  bearto,  diamoudis,  spodaa, 
A  congregation  piteoualy  akin  I 
Cheap  matter  offered  they  to  boyish  wit, 
ThoiB  eooty  knaTce,  precipitated  down 
With  Bcof&audtnuiita,  like  Vulcau  out  of  bsaren  : 
The  pammouut  ace,  a  muou  in  hor  eclipse, 
Queens  gleaming  through  their  ajilendour'i  last 

d  mouarcba  uui-Iy  at  tbe  wrouga  auatojucd 
royal  visages,     Meauwhde  abroad 
InceHsant  rain  was  falliug,  or  the  Croat 
.  liaged  bitterly^  with  keen  and  silent  tooth ; 
And,~iii(eiTUpUng  oft  that  eager  game. 
From  under  Eathwaite'n  epiittiug  fioldi  of  ice 
Tbe  pent-up  air,  struggling  to  free  itaelt 
Oaie  out  to  nieadow  grounda  and  bills  •  loud 
Protracted  yollinj^  like  the  uoiae  of  woNes 
Howling  in  troops  tlau^  the  Botbnio  Uam. 


Nor,  aeduluua  at  I  haca  been  to  tract 
Bow  Nature  liypr^nsyga'j^jil'.fl •'ni 
Peoplad^thp  nimd  jQtii_&icmaiiiUiiB«-<iEislr, 
And  made  me  Ioyb  them,  auij  I  here  omit 
Eow  other  pleaaures  have  L»eD  mlua,  and  joy* 
or  subtler  origin ;  how  I  lUTe  fell. 
Not  aaldom  even  in  that  t«mpr«tuoiu  tim^ 
Those  hallowed  aiid  pure  motiona  of  the  igt 
Whieti  aeem,  in  their  ajajplici  ty,  to  own 
An  intellectual  oharin ;  that  nlm  delight 
Whlcb,  if  I  err  not,  eurely  must  bolang 
To  thoae  fint-bora  afSuitiM  Ibat  fit 
Our  new  existence  to  cziating  Iblngi. 
And.  ill  our  dawn  of  beinjf.  coiulital« 
The  bond  of  uujoobetwecn  ttft  and  joy. 

Too,  I  romembar  when  tbe  el 


igtM  «t^ 

And  twice  five  summors  on  my  miud  had  alsiaiiid 
The  faces  of  the  moving  year,  etos  tbeo 

Old  Bi  oreatioD.  drinking  ut  a  pure  j,   t    . 

Organic  pleaaure  from  the  ail  ca  wreatha*-^ 

Of  curling  uiiit,  or  from  the  level  plalu  ' 

Of  waten  coloured  by  impending  cloula. 

The  Hmda  of  Westmoreland,  the  cnaka  and  btft 
Of  Cumbria'a  rooky  liniu,  tbey  eaa  tell  I 

Bow,  when  the  Sea  threw  off  his  eTening  ihadk    I 

Aod  to  the  sbL'pbciil'a  hui  ou  distoni  hilit 


tieuti 


Mof  ti 


How  1  have  atood,  to  fancies  such  aa  tbew 

A  etraiiger.  linking  iritb  the  spectacle 

No  conacioua  memory  of  u  fcinilred  aight. 

And  bringing  with  me  no  [wculiar  sense 

Of  quietneaa  or  peace  1  yet  have  1  stuud. 

Even  while  mine  eye  hath   moved  o'er  manfi 

Of  ahiaitig  water,  gatboring  aa  it  Bevmed 
Through  every  hair-breadth  in  timt  field  of  lijkt 
New  pleasure  like  a  bee  among  the  Sowen, 

Thus  oft  amid  those  fits  of  vulgar  Joy 
Which,  through  all  aeasoDB.  ou  a  child's  ponnuU 
Are  prompt  uttcudautii.  'mid  that  giddy  bW 
Whii'h,  like  a  tempest,  worka  along  tbe  UouJ 
And  is  forgotten  ;  even  then  I  felt 
aieams  like  tbo  flashing  of  a  shield ;— the  artfc 
Aud  eommon  faoe  of  Nature  speke  to  me 
Remeinberable  tliiugs  ;  aouielimea,  'tis  trae. 
By  chance  oolliaiona  aud  quaint  oooidaula 
(Like  those  i!l-aort«d  unions,  «oi^  auppoMd 
Of  evil-minded  foiriea),  yei  not  vmin 
Not  prolitleaa.  if  haply  tbey  impTOMd 
Collateral  ot^eute  aud  appeamuoea. 
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feleesti^j  ^d doomed  to. olfiep Rr "^ '<^'*» 

iturer  Beasona  Mtedthemiiat^h   Jiuuk'^ 

^nate  and  to  elevate  the  mind.  «^  Hu  n  w » 

'  tiie  vulgar  joy  by  its  own  weight  JJ*]^*'J 

itself  out  of  the  memory, 

CB  which  were  a  witness  of  that  joy 

d  in  their  substantial  lineaments 

i  on  the  brain,  and  to  the  eye 

ible,  a  daily  sight ;  and  thus 

npressive  discipline  of  fear, 

ore  and  repeated  happiness, 

ently  repeated,  and  by  force 

re  feelings  representative 

s  forgotten,  these  e>ame  scenes  so  bright, 

ifol,  so  majestic  in  themselves, 

yet  the  day  was  distant,  did  become 

ly  dear,  and  all  their  forms 

Qgeful  colours  by  invisible  links 

tened  to  the  affectionB. 

Ibegan 
'  early — not  misled,  I  trusty 
&rmity  of  love  for  days 
1  by  memory — ere  the  breath  of  spring 
my  snowdrops  among  winter  snows : 
it  seem  to  thee,  0  Friend  1  so  prompt 
kthy,  that  I  have  lengthened  out 
d  and  feeble  tongue  a  tedious  tale, 
le,  my  hope  has  been,  that  I  might  fetch 


Invigoititing  thoughts  from  former  years ; 
Might  fix  the  wavering  balance  of  my  mind. 
And  haply  meet  reproaches  too,  whose  power 
^TTMay  spur  me  on,  in  manhood  now  mature 
To  honourable  toiL    Tet  should  these  hopes 
Prove  vain,  and  thus  should  neither  I  be  taught 
To  understand  myself,  nor  thou  to  know 
With   better   knowledge  how   the   heart  was 

framed 
Of  him  thou  lovest ;  need  I  dread  from  thee 
Harsh  judgments,  if  the  song  be  loth  to  quit 
Those  recollected  hours  that  have  the  charm 
Of  visionary  things,  those  lovely  forms 
And  sweet  sensations  that  throw  back  our  life. 
And  almost  make  remotest  infancy 
A  visible  scene,  on  which  the  aim  is  shining  1 

One  end  at  least  hath  been  attained ;  my  mind 
Hath  been  revived,  and  if  this  genial  mood 
Desert  me  not,  forthwith  shall  be  brought  down 
Through  later  years  the  story  of  my  life. 
The  road  lies  plain  before  me ; — ^"tis  a  theme 
Single  and  of  determined  bounds ;  and  hence 
I  choose  it  rather  at  this  time,  than  work 
Of  ampler  or  more  varied  argument, 
Where  I  might  be  discomfited  and  lost : 
And  certain  hopes  are  with  me,  that  to  thee 
This  labour  will  be  welcome,  honoured  Friend  I 
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,  0  Friend !  have  we,  though  leaving  much 

1,  endeavoured  to  retrace 

lie  ways  in  which  my  childhood  walked ; 

iefly  that  first  led  me  to  the  love 

,  woods,  and  fields.    The  passion  yet 

B  birth,  sustained  as  might  befal 

ahment  that  came  unsought ;  for  still 

^k  to  week,  from  month  to  month,  we 

red 

of  tumult    Duly  were  our  games 

d  in  summer  till  the  day-light  failed  : 

remained  before  the  doors ;  the  bench 

sbold  steps  were  empty ;  fast  asleep 

urer,  and  the  old  man  who  had  sate 


A  later  lingerer ;  yet  the  revelry 
Continued  and  the  loud  uproar :  at  last, 
When  all  the  ground  was  dark,  and  twinkling  stars 
Edged  the  black  clouds,  home  and  to  bed  we  went» 
Feverish  with  weary  joints  and  beating  minds. 
Ah  1  is  there  one  who  ever  has  been  young, 
Nor  needs  a  warning  voice  to  tame  the  pride 
Of  intellect  and  virtue's  self-esteem  t 
One  is  there,  though  the  wisest  and  the  best 
Of  all  mankind,  who  covets  not  at  times 
Union  that  cannot  be ; — who  would  not  give 
If  so  he  might,  to  du^and  to  truth 
The  eagerness  of  infantine  desire  1 
A  tranquiUising  spirit  presses  now 
On  my  corporeal  frame,  so  wide  appears 
The  vacancy  between  me  and  those  days 
Which  yet  have  such  self-presence  in  my  mind, 

oos 


v 


That,  miuing  on  them,  ofUm  do  I  netii 
Tiro  coD*eioDtnc*eu,  coDseiuiu  of  nifHtf 
Aoi  oF  lome  other  Being.  A  rode  mw 
itJTe  rock,  Ian  mtdny  in  th«  iqiure 
ir  (mull  market  villsg^^  ma  ths  goal 
ntre  of  Uirw  ipnrt*  ;  uid  when,  ratnmed 
After  long  »bieDi>e,  tliitber  I  npdivd, 

u  the  old  pry  lUme,  Kid  in  iU  pl«co 
A  iniiiit  Amrmblj-rooniJfjBr^oS  Ilia  ground 
I^Eat  hud  bK^  Dim.    Thorii  let  the  Sddlo  icmm, 
And  Ve  ye  happy  I     Tet.  my  Frianda  I  I  know 
Thai  more  than  one  of  ;  ou  will  think  with  me 
Of  thoH  aoft  atarrj  iii)t)il*.  and  tliat  old  Dune 
From  wliom  tbs  itona  wi*  named,  wlio  there  bad 

And  watched  her  tablo  with  ita  hockator'i  waras 
Aaaidaoui,  through  the  length  of  sixty  years.         I 

We  ran  a  boUterooi  oouTM ;  the  year  Bpui  round 
With  giddy  motion.     But  the  time  approached 
That  hrought  with  it  a  regular  deiiro 
For  calmer  pleasurei,  whan  the  winning  forms 
OtNatnre  were  ooUalorally  atii^'lieJ 
To  every  BCheme  oF  holiday  iletigiit 
And  every  bojinh  sport,  lesa  grateful  else 
And  languidly  pur^ned. 

When  Bummet  came. 
Our  paatims  wu,  on  bright  hal  rholidayi. 
To  iwoep  along  the  plun  of  Windermere 
With  rivkl  oara ;  and  the  selected  bourtie 
Wai  now  an  Islimd  miuical  with  birds 
That  aang  and  ceased  not;  now  a  Sister  Talc 
Bancalh  the  onki'  umbrageoua  covert,  BO«ii 
With  lilies  of  the  valley  like  a  field  ; 
And  now  «  third  small  Island,  where  survived 
In  solitude  the  ruins  of  a  shrine 
Onoe  to  Our  Lady  dedicate,  and  serrod 
Duly  with  chauntod  rites.     In  euch  a  race 
So  ended,  diaitppointment  could  be  none, 
tjneasineas,  or  pain,  orjealouiiy: 
We  rested  in  the  shade,  all  pleased  alike, 
Conquered  and  conqueror.     Thus  the  pride  of 

strength. 
And  the  Tain^glory  of  superior  skii!. 
Were  tempered  j  thus  was  grulually  produced 
A  qmet  independence  of  the  heart ; 
And  to  my  Friend  who  knows  me  I  may  add. 
Fearless  of  blame,  that  hence  for  futare  days 
Ensued  a  dilSdence  and  modesty. 
And  I  was  taught  to  feol,  porhnpa  too  much, 
The  aelf-Bufficing  power  of  Solitude. 

Our  daily  meals  were  frugal,  Sabine  (ant  I 
More  th«n  we  wished  wc  knew  the  blessing  then 


Of  vigorous  hunger — baw)* 
U  mapped  by  delicate  viand 
A  little  weekly  Etipend,  sai 
Through  tliree  divisions  of 
la  penniless  puvnty.  But 
From  the  half  yearly  hobdi 
We  came  with  weigbtiBr  p( 
To  furnish  treats  more  coBl 
OF  the  old  grey  stone,  fi 

■upfilied. 
Hence  rustic  dinners  on  til 
Oc  in  the  woods,  or  by  a  d 
Or  abady  fountains,  while  * 
Soft  airs  were  stirHng,  an4 
Unfelt  shone  brightly  row 
Nor  b  my  aim  neglected  il 
riow  lomctimea,  in  the  leaf 
We  from  our  fonds  drew  !■ 
And  eigcT  to  spur  on,  tba , 
And  with  the  courteous  ia 
Supplied  our  wint,  we  h«^ 
Sly  aubtorfnge.  if  the  advj 
Were  diatant :  some  famad 
I  The  Druids  worshipped,  M 
Of  that  large  abbey,  whet^ 
Of  Nightehade.  to  St.  Kaq 
Stuida  yet  a  mouldering  ll 
BclFry,  and  imagea.  and  1^ 
A  holy  Bcone  1 — Along  tl 
Our  horiea  grosed.  To  M 
I^ft  by  the  vcet  wind  ei 
From  a  tumultuoii 
In  that  Btquestere 
Both  silent  and  both  a 
»ucb  the  deep  shelter  thi 
Tbo  safeguard  for  repoM  i 

Our  Bleeds  remouDtcdl 
With  whip  and  spur  we  I 
In  uncouth  nice,  and  left 
And  the  stone-abbot,  and 
WiicU  oao  dny  sang  si 
Of  the  old   church,  th^ 

Hho' 

Tlic  earth  wa.^  comfortUi 
Internal  breezei 
And  reapinktiana,  Cron 
The  ahudder 
So  awectly  'mid  the  gloa 
Sang  to  hereelf,  that  tha 
Hy  dwelling-place,  and  1 
To  bear  such  music,  "i 
And  down  the  volte j,  ■ 
In  wantonness  of  heart,  tl 


^"i 
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apered  homewards.    Oh,  ye  rocks  and 

reams, 

;  Btill  spirit  shed  from  evening  air ! 

this  joyous  time  I  sometimes  felt 

esence,   when  with  slackened  step  we 

-eathed 

e  sides  of  the  steep  hills,  or  when 

by  gleams  of  moonlight  from  the  sea 

with  thundering  hoofs  the  level  sand, 

ly  on  long  Winander's  eastern  shore, 
he  crescent  of  a  pleasant  bay, 
stood ;  no  homely-featured  house, 
like  its  neighbouring  cottages, 
3  a  splendid  place,  the  door  beset 
uses,  grooms,  and  liveries,  and  within 
8,  glasses,  and  the  blood-red  wine, 
it  times,  and  ere  the  Hall  was  built 
irge  island,  had  this  dwelling  been 
rthy  of  a  poet's  love,  a  hut, 
'  its  own  bright  fire  and  sycamore  shade. 
>ugh  the  rhymes  were  gone  that  once 
scribed 

shold,  and  large  golden  characters, 
er  the  spangled  sign-board,  had  dislodged 
Lion  and  usurped  his  place,  in  slight 
ikery  of  the  rustic  painter's  hand — 
his  hour,  the  spot  to  me  is  dear 
its  foolish  pomp.    The  garden  lay 
lope  surmounted  by  a  plain 
11  bowling-green ;  beneath  us  stood 
with  gleams  of  water  through  the  trees 
r  the  tree-tops :  nor  did  we  want 
lent,  strawberries  and  mellow  cream, 
lile  through  half  an  afternoon  we  played 
oaooth  platform,  whether  skill  prevailed 
>■  blimder  triumphed,  bursts  of  glee 
the  mountains  ring.     But,  ere  night-fEdl, 
our  pinnace  we  returned  at  leisure 
shadowy  lake,  and  to  the  beach 
email  island  steered  our  course  with  one, 
strel  of  the  Troop,  and  left  him  there, 
Bd  off  gently,  while  he  blew  his  flute 
•on  the  rock — oh,  then,  the  calm 
1  still  water  lay  upon  my  mjixd 
h  a  weight  of  pleasure^  and  the  sky, 
foreso  beautiful,  sank  down  | ^^ 

h^rt,  and  held  me  like  a  dream  !     - 
-e  my  sympathies  enlarged,  and  thus 
t  common  range  of  visible  things 
X  to  me :  already  I  began 
he  sun  ;  a  boy  I  loved  the  sun, 
since  have  loved  him,  as  a  pledge 
ty  of  our  earthly  life,  a  light 


(1 
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Which  we  behold  and  feel  we  are  alive ; 
Nor  for  his  bounty  to  so  many  worlds — 
But  for  this  cause,  that  I  had  seen  him  lay 
His  beauty  on  the  morning  hills,  had  seen 
The  western  mountain  touch  his  setting  orb. 
In  many  a  thoughtless  hour,  when,  from  excess 
Of  happiness,  my  blood  appeared  to  flow 
For  its  own  pleasure,  and  I  breathed  with  joy. 
And,  from  like  feelings,  humble  though  intense^ 
To  patriotic  and  domestic  love 
Analogous,  the  moon  to  me  was  dear ; 
For  I  could  dream  away  my  purposes. 
Standing  to  gaae  upon  her  while  she  hung 
Midway  between  the  hills,  as  if  she  knew 
No  other  region,  but  belonged  to  thee. 
Tea,  appertained  by  a  peoidiar  right 
To  thee  and  thy  grey  huts,  thou  one  dear  Vale  1 

Those  incidental  charms  which  first  attached 
My  heart  to  rural  objects^  day  by  day    {^  u.  }t^t«^.l 
Grew  weaker,  and  I  hasten  on  to  tell       ^ 
How  Nature,  intervenient  till  this  time 
And  secondary,  now  at  length  was  sought 
For  her  own  sake.    But  who  shall  parcel  out 
His  intellect  by  geometric  rules,  0^  j*  »■•<•-  >«<*»«>  ft  «* 

Split  like  a  province  into  round  and  square  1  ''^'  ^'^  *  ^ 
Who  knows  the  individual  hour  in  which      V'**^  *^ 
His  habits  were  first  sown,  even  as  a  seed  T  (^^*^^r-^ 
Who  tliat  shall  point  as  with  a  wand  and  say***  "* 
"  This  portion  of  the  river  of  my  mind 
Came  from  yon  fountain  ? "    Thou,  my  Friend  I 

art  one 
More  deeply  read  in  thy  own  thoughts ;  to  thee 
Science  appears  but  what  in  truth  she  is. 
Not  as  our  glory  and  our  absolute  boast, 
But  as  a  succedaneum,  and  a  prop 
To  our  infirmity.    No  officious  slave 
Art  thou  of  that  false  secondary  power 
By  which  we  multiply  distinctions,  then 
Deem  that  our  puny  boundaries  are  things 
That  we  perceive,  and  not  that  we  have  made* 
To  thee,  unblinded  by  these  formal  arts,  fft^>u.(  t^U  <*. 
The  unity  of  all  hath  been  revealed,      ^<  Mr../^  r/.    *M 
And  thou  wilt  doubt,  with  me  less  aptly  skilled 
Than  many  are  to  range  the  &cultLS3 

^  In  scale  and  order,  class  the  cabinet     v;    :!.   /^ 
Of  their  sensations,  and  in  voluble  phrase 
Run  through  the  histoiy  and  birth  of  each  •:^'  *'  •+'«-^*  •< 
As  of  a  single  independent  thing. 

'Hard  task,  vain  hope,  to  analyse  the  mind. 
If  each  most  obvious  and  particular  thought^ 
Not  in  a  mystical  and  idle  sense, 
But  in  the  words  of  Reason  deeply  weighed. 
Hath  no  beginning. 


»v 
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THS  PHELUD& 


Bint  Qw  klhiit  B*1m, 
{For  with  m;  beet  ooiyNitura  I  would  tnca 
Our  Buing'*  eitrthl;  pnigrcw,)  Uat  Hu  B»b« 
Kimed  ID  his  Mother's  krma,  who  Knka  tc  *U«p 
Rooked  on  lu  Molbci-'i  brcaiti  wbo  wllk  buaoul 
Driolu  in  ths  feeling  of  Ilia  Mothco'i  *je  I 
Fur  bito,  is  oue  iaa  Praaeuco.  Uten  axikU 


Obi>et«  throagfa  wtd—t  int«n>ouM  of  waac. 

Wo  BUto—tbB|b«wJd»l^Mldd«pHIMBj   : 

Along  hk  inlwit  Tmna  an  iDUrfiiMd 

Tb«  gTktiUlioD  ud  the  Glul  bond 

Of  nntura  thai  coiuiect  him  xltli  the  world. 

Ii  tbore  ■  BowsT,  to  which  ho  pouitu  with  buul 

Too  wntk  ta  githor  it.  already'  Iot* 

Dntwa  from  love'i  puraat  cu-thl;  fount  for  hila 

Hath  bwiutiSed  Uukt  floxeri  alrcAdj  shuloa 

Of  pitj  cut  froio  inward  t^aiJcni** 

Do  (Ul  arouud  him  upon  wigbt  that  bears 

Uaiii^tly  mulu  at  linloni.'e  or  hum. 

Emphatioallj  such  a  Biuu^  liTea, 

Raul  oroaturs  u  he  is,  helpleaa  t  truil. 

Aa  inmaM  uf  this  nctiie  umii!c»e  : 

For  Ibelin^i;  has  to  bim  iiaported  power      ""^ 

Tlat  through  the  growiug  {acuities  of  seDsa 

Doth  like  an  agent  uf  ths  oue  great  Mind. 

CNBto.  cnator  aud  reoeiver  both, 

Working  but  in  alliauce  with  the  work* 

Whiob  it  bohold*.— Suoh,  verily,  ia  the  first 

Pootio  ipirit  of  our  huiaan  life, 

Bj  nnifonn  control  of  aftar  jeu^ 

lu  moat,  abated  or  suppressed  ;  in  some, 

Through  BYpry  chauge  of  growth  and  of  decay, 

Pro  oioineut  till  death. 

From  earl;  daya, 
Beginning'tiot  long  uf[«r  that  first  time 
Id  wliicli,  a  Babe,  by  iatercourbe  of  touch 
I  held  mute  dirUogues  with  my  Motlier'B  heart, 
I  haTe  endeaTuured  to  display  the  meuiB 
Wherebj  this  iofuit  Bemubility, 
Orsot  birtlinght  of  our  liciDg,  waa  in  me 
Augmented  and  sustained.     Yet  is  a  path 
Hare  difficult  before  mo  ;  and  I  tea 
That  in  its  broken  windings  we  shall  need 
The  chamois'  aincws,  and  the  eagle's  wiii^  : 
For  uow  a  trouble  came  into  my  mind 
From  unknown  cauaca.     I  was  loft  alone 
Seelcing  the  tisible  world,  nor  knoaing  wby. 
The  pra[>B  of  my  oSections  were  removed. 
And  y«t  the  building  stood,  as  if  sustained 
By  itH  own  ipirit  1    All  that  I  beheld 
Was  dour,  and  hence  to  finer  ioBuxes 


In  youth,  but  oh  I  « 
When  srei;  hour  bring*  yslpable  acoci 
Of  knowledga,  whan  all  knrowl«dge  is  d 
And  80TT^>w  ia  not  there  \     The  mUBBtia 
And  every  season  wbancoe'er  I  moved 
Unfolded  traiiratiiry  qoabtiea, 
Whii^h,  but  for  this  mo«t  wstchfal  pov 
Had  been  Deglecl«d ;  left  a  register 
Of  permaneat  relations,  «lsa  unknown, 
ilenee  life,  and  cbaogo,  uui  beuuty,  sc 
More  active  even  than  "  best  sodetj  * 
Society  made  iweet  as  aoUtnde 
By  silent  inobtruaive  sjmpiiUuaa, 
And  goatls  ablutions  of  cba  mind 
From  macifuid  distinclioaa,  diSvenei 
PerteivGil  in  tluugs,  wliere,  to  the  ttam 
So  dlfferencs  is,  and  heaos,  fruia  Qmi 
Subhmcr  juj  ;  (or  I  would  w&lk  alott 
Uudnr  the  quist  atan,  sod  at  that  tia 
Iliiva  (ult  wLate'er  there  ia  of  power  i 
To  bmtbo  au  elevated  mood,  by  fun 
Or  imsge  unprofaned;  and  I  would  i 
1 1f  tile  night  bliicksDed  with  a  cominf 
Lcocath  soma  rock,  listening  ta  nota 
The  ghostly  langusga  of  the  anciBut  i 
Or  moke  their  dim  abode  is  distant  i 
Tbence  did  I  drink  the  viaionary  pa^ 
And  deem  not  profitless  those  Boetijc 
Of  nbadowy  eiullatian :  not  for  thi% 
That  they  are  kindred  to  our  purer  i 
And  intellectual  life ;  but  that  (h«  ft 
Remembering  how  she  felt,  but  wbal 
Etmemberiiig  not,  retuins  an  ub«iu 
Of  poshilile  Bubliiuily,  nbereto 
VTitb  gruwLug  [iicuiiies  she  dotb  asp 
With  lacuities  sldl  groiiving.  feeling  i 
That  wijnUsoaver  point  they  gsin,  tfa 
Have  sometiuDg  to  pursue. 

Andnc 
'Kid  gloom  and  tumult,  but  no  lea 
And  tranquil  Bceoeii,  that  universal 
And  fitnees  in  tbe  latent  qunlitiea 
Aud  ettseDcen  of  tUiuga.  by  «hich  Cb 
Is  moved  with  feeling«  of  delight.  tC 
Come  strengthened  with  a  superadd 
A  virtue  not  its  own.  Uy  morning 
Were  esrly; — oft  l)«fore  tbe  liouia  i 
1  travelled  round  our  little  lake,  (ii 
Of  plessant  wsuderiog.  Happy  tin) 
Fur  this,  that  one  inu  by  my  aide,  g 
Tben  pBsaiooatelf  loved  ;  with  beat 
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ruse  these  linee !    For  many  years 
owed  in  between  ns,  and,  our  minds 
3  each  other,  at  this  time 
those  hours  had  never  been, 
lid  I  lift  our  cottage  latch 
re  one  smoke-wreath  had  risen 

dwelling,  or  the  yemal  thrush 
;  and  sate  among  the  woods 
ome  jutting  eminence, 
leam  of  dawn-light,  when  the  Vale, 
ng,  lay  in  utter  solitude, 
teek  the  origin  1  where  find 
narvellous  things  which  then  I  felt? 
noments  such  a  holy  calm 
pread  my  soul,  that  bodily  eyes 

forgotten,  and  what  I  saw 
B  something  in  myself,  a  dream, 
I  the  mind. 

•Twcre  long  to  tell 
and  autumn,  what  the  winter  snows, 
3  summer  shade,  what  day  and  night, 
morning,  sleep  and  waking,  thought 
;  inexhaustible,  poured  forth 
pint  of  religious  loye 
alked  wit^^  N^^nrfl.    But  let  this 
ten,  that  I  still  retained  , 

;ive  sensibility;  Cr<#W^«'.wlKU^J 

-^ular  action  of  the  world 
unsubdued.    A  plastic  power 
ne  ;  a  forming  hand,  at  times 
rting  in  a  devious  mood ; 

of  his  own,  at  war 

tendency,  but,  for  the  most, 
trictly  to  e3[temal  things 
t  communed.    An  auxiliar  light 
ty  mind,  which  on  the  setting  sun 
V  splendour;  the  melodious  birds, 
I  breezes,  fountains  that  run  on 
o  sweetly  in  themselves,  obeyed 
ion,  and  the  midnight  storm 
in  the  presence  of  my  eye : 
ei»ince,  my  devotion  hence, 
y  transport 

Nor  should  this,  perchance, 
led,  that  I  still  had  loved 
and  produce  of  a  toil, 
;  industry  to  me 
:,  and  who"»e  character  I  deem 
c  as  resembling  more 
cy.     The  song  would  speak 
ninablo  building  reared 
n  of  affinities 
ere  no  brotherhood  exists 
uds.  My  seventeenth  year  was  come ; 


And,  whether  from  this  habit  rooted  now   v/-  v/*  a|-  ^J. 

So  deeply  in  my  mind,  or  from  excess 

In  the  great  social  principle  of  life 

Coercing  all  things  into  sympathy, 

To  unorganic  natures  were  transferred 

My  own  enjoyments ;  or  the  power  of  truth 

Coming  in  revelation,  did  converse 

With  things  that  really  are ;  I,  at  this  time. 

Saw  blessings  spread  around  me  like  a  sea. 

Thus  while  the  days  flew  by,  and  years  passed  on, 

From  Nature  and  her  overflowing  soul, 

I  had  received  so  much,  that  all  my  thoughts 

Were  steeped  in  feeling ;  I  was  only  then 

"Contented^  when  with  bliss  ineffable 

I  felt  the  sentiment  of  Being  spread 

O'er  all  that  moves  and  all  that  seemeth  still ; 

O'er  all  that,  lost  beyond  the  reach  of  thought 

And  human  knowledge,  to  the  human  eye 

Invisible,  yet  liveth  to  the  heart ; 

O'er  all  that  leaps  and  runs,  and  shouts  and  sings, 

Or  beats  the  gladsome  air ;  o'er  all  that  glides 

Beneath  the  wave,  yea,  in  the  wave  itself, 

And  mighty  depth  of  waters.     Wonder  not 

If  high  the  transport,  great  the  joy  I  felt, 

Communing  in  this  sort  through  earth  and  heaven 

With  every  form  of  creature,  as  it  looked 

Towards  the  Uncreated  with  a  countenance 

Of  adoration,  with  an  eye  of  love. 

One  song  they  sang,  and  it  was  audible. 

Most  audible^  then,  when  the  fleshly  ear, 

O'ercome  by  humblest  prelude  of  that  strain. 

Forgot  her  functions,  and  slept  undisturbed. 


If  this  be  error,  and  another  fiuth 
Find  easier  access  to  the  pious  mind, 
Tet  were  I  grossly  destitute  of  all 
Those  human  sentiments  that  make  this  earth 
So  dear,  if  I  should  fail  with  grateful  voice 
To  sx)eak  of  you,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  lakes 
And  sounding  cataracts,  ye  mists  and  winds 
That  dwell  among  the  hills  where  I  was  bom. 
If  in  my  youth  I  have  been  pure  in  heart. 
If,  mingling  with  the  world,  I  am  content 
With  my  own  modest  pleasures,  and  have  lived 
With  Qod  and  Nature  communing,  removed 
From  little  enmities  and  low  desires,  '^f 

The  gift  is  yours ;  ifin  these  times  of  fear,    R  ■  ^  .^ 
This  melancholy  waste  of  hopes  o'erthrown. 
If,  'mid  indrfferisnce  and  apathy, 
And  wicked  exultation  when  good  men 
On  every  side  fall  off;  we  know  not  how,  ' 
To  selfishness,  disguised  in  gentle  names 
Of  peace  and  quiet  and  domestic  love, 
Tet  mingled  not  utfwillingly  with  sneers 
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On  TiuoQUT  miodg;  if,  in  Ihia  tinia 

Of  derelictioa  had  diemn;,  I  yet 

Despair  not  of  our  nature,  liut  rotAin 

In  concai^tion  between  nun  mi  mBi 

Tbmt  fiuJB  not,  in  oil  norrow  my  support. 

Of  beauty  and  of  love.     For  thou  hsdt  sougbl 

Tha  bletiBiug  of  mjr  life  ;  the  gift  ia  yours. 

The  truth  in  solitude,  and,  sinoe  the  diys 

Te  windg  and  BOnnding  catancCsI  'tia  youra, 

That  gave  thee  liberty,  full  long  dasired. 

To  servo  in  Naturo-B  tampio,  thou  hart  been 

try  lofty  specuUtionB ;  and  {□  tbee, 

The  most  asaiduous  of  ber  ministers ; 

Foe  tbia  uneaay  hoart  of  oum,  I  find 

Id  many  things  my  brother,  chiefly  here 

A  neTar-fuiliag  principle  of  joj 

In  this  our  deep  devotion. 

And  purest  passion. 

Fare  thee  weU! 

Thou,  mj  Friend !  wart  reared 

Health  and  the  qniet  of  a  healthful  mind 

In  tlio  great  city,  'mid  far  othor  acenoa; 

Attend  thee  I  scsting  oft  the  haunta  of  dhs. 

But  wo,  by  different  roadi,  it  length  hove  gained 

And  yet  more  often  living  with  thyself. 

The  aelfBBDie  bourns.   And  for  this  cause  to  tlieo 

And  for  thyself,  so  haply  sbail  thy  days 

Be  luikDy,  and  a  bleesing  to  mankind. 

I 

BOOK 

rHlRD                  ^^^^^^1 

With  bononr  and  imporUon:  [b«MII<    1 
Of  welcome  (ace.  up  and  down  I  TctnA;        i 

QuostionJ!,  directions,  warainEs  and  adrice, 

II  was  a  dreary  moruiug  when  the  wheela 

Flowed  in  u]:on  me,  from  all  biJch  ;  litel  <iq 

Boiled  overs  wide  plain  o'orliung  with  clouds. 

Of  pride  and  pleasure  1  to  myself  I  eeeawl 

And  nothing  cheered  our  way  tili  Srat  we  eaw 

A  man  of  busineEs  and  expense,  and  treat 

The  long  roofed  chapel  of  King's  College  lift 

From  shop  to  shop  about  my  own  affiiin, 

Turrets  and  pinnacles  in  answering  files. 

To  Tutor  or  to  Tailor,  as  befel. 

Eiteaded  high  aboTe  a  dutlty  groyo. 

From  street  to  street  with  loose  and  cmlsB-aW 

Advancing,  we  espied  upon  tlie  road 

I  was  the  Dreamer,  tliey  the  Dream;  Ima* 

A  student  clothed  in  gown  and  (asselled  cnp. 

Delighted  through  the  motley  spef  taclo ; 

Striding  along  ne  if  o'ertaaked  by  Time, 

Gowns  grave,  or  gaudy,  doctors,  studeatfttl"* 

Or  coTotooB  of  eierciso  and  air; 

Coui-ts,  doiatets,  flocks  of  eburciiei,  gite«V 

He  paased — nor  was  I  master  of  my  eyes 

towers  ; 

TUl  ho  was  left  an  arrows  Sight  behind. 

Migration  strange  for  a  Btripling  of  Ui  i^ 

Ab  near  and  nearer  to  the  spot  wo  draw. 

A  northern  villager. 

It  Heemed  to  suck  na  in  with  an  eddy's  force. 

As  if  tho  chujgB 

Onward  wo  drove  beneath  the  Caatlo  ;  caught. 

Had  wailed  on  some  Fairy's  wand,  it  ones 

Wtile  crossing  Magdalene  Bridge,  a  glimpse  of 

Behold  me  rich  in  monies,  and  attired 

Cam; 

In  splendid  garb,  with  boso  of  silk,  and  bir 

And  at  the  Noop  alighted,  famous  Inn. 

Powdered  lite  limy  trees,  when  frost  it  ki* 
My  lordly  dressing-gown,  I  paaa  it  by,         , 

Mj  spirit  was  up,  my  thouglita  were  full  of 

With  other  Eigne  of  manhood  that  enppltM  '" 

hope; 

The  lack  of  board. — The  weeks  went  rooiidlj* 

With  inritatioDS,  support,  wine  and  fniit, 

Seemed  friends,   poor  aimpla   achool-boya,   now 

Lung  round 
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figelist  St.  John  my  patron  was  : 
dc  courts  are  his,  and  in  the  first 
iding-ploce,  a  nook  obscure ; 
meath,  the  College  kitcheus  made 
g  sound,  less  tuneable  than  bees, 

less  industrious ;  with  shrill  notes 
inimand  and  scolding  intermixed, 
ing  Trinity's  loquacious  clock, 

let  the  quarters,  night  or  day, 
1  unproclaimed,  and  told  the  hours 

with  a  male  and  female  voice. 

;  orgim  was  my  neighbour  too ; 

my  pillow,  looking  forth  by  light 

r  favouring  stars,  I  could  behold 

lapel  where  the  statue  stood      (^^ 

I  with  his  jtrigga-ftni  flilfinti  f^*^,  w«^i«««J 
e  inder  of  a  n^ia4  for  Qver 

through  strange  seas  of  Thought,  alone. 

ge  labours,  of  the  Lecturer's  room 
d  round,  as  thick  as  chairs  could  stand, 
[  students,  faithful  to  their  books, 
alf  idlers,  hardy  recusants, 
it  dunces— of  important  days, 
ons,  when  the  man  was  weighed 
ance  !  of  excessive  hopes, 
8  withal  and  commendable  fears, 
musics,  and  triumphs  good  or  bad — 
that  know  more  speak  as  they  know. 
'  was  but  little  sought  by  me, 
won.     Yet  from  the  first  crude  days 
;  time  in  this  im tried  abode, 
irbed  at  times  by  prudent  thoughts, 
>  hope  without  a  hope,  some  fears 
future  worldly  maiuteuance, 
!  than  all,  a  strangeness  in  the  mind, 
bLat  I  was  not  for  that  hour, 
at  place.   But  wherefore  be  cast  down  ? 
3  speak  of  Reason  and  her  pure 
acts  to  fix  the  moral  law 
16  conscience,  nor  of  Christian  Hope, 
tr  head  before  her  sister  Faith 
mightier),  hither  I  had  come, 
388  Truth,  endowed  with  holy  powers 
lies,  whether  to  work  or  feeL 
the  dazzling  show  no  longer  new 
i  to  dazzle,  ofttimes  did  I  quit 
ides,  leave  the   crowd,  buildings  and 
ves, 

•aced  alone  the  level  fields 
hose  lovely  sights  and  sounds  sublime 
h  I  had  been  conversant,  the  mind 
tut ;  but  tliere  into  herself  returning, 
ipt  rebound  seemed  fresh  as  heretofore. 


At  least  I  more  distinctly  recognised 

Her  native  instincts :  let  mo  dare  to  speak 

A  higher  language,  say  that  now  I  felt 

What  independent  solaces  were  mine, 

To  mitigate  the  injurious  sway  of  place 

Or  circumstance,  how  far  soever  changed 

In  youth,  or  to  be  changed  in  after  years. 

As  if  awakened,  summoned,  roused,  constrained, 

I  looked  for  universal  things  ;  perused 

The  common  countenance  of  earth  and  sky : 

Earth,  nowhere  unembellished  by  some  trace 

Of  that  first  Paradise  whence  man  was  driven ; 

And  sky,  whose  beauty  and  bounty  are  expressed 

By  the  proud  name  she  bears — the  name  of 

Heaven. 
I  called  on  both  to  teach  me  what  they  might ; 
Or  turning  the  mind  in  upon  herself 
Pored,  watched,  expected,  listened,  spread  my 

thoughts 
And  spread  them  with  a  wider  creeping ;  felt 
Incumbencies  more  awful,  visitinge 
Of  the  Upholder  of  the  tranquil  soul, 
That  tolerates  the  indignities  of  Time, 
And,  from  the  centre  of  Eternity 
All  finite  motions  overruling,  lives 
In  glory  immutable.    But  peace  !  enough 
Here  to  record  that  I  was  mounting  now 
To  such  community  with  highest  truth — 
A  track  pursuing,  not  untrod  before. 
From  strict  analogies  by  thought  supplied 
Or  consciousnesses  not  to  be  subdued. 
To  every  natural  form,  rock,  fruit  or  flower,     t, 
Even  the  loose  stones  that  cover  the  high-way, 
I  gave  a  moral  life  :  I  saw  them  feel, 
Or  linked  them  to  some  feeling :  the  great  mass 
Lay  bedded  in  a  quickening  soul,  and  all 
That  I  beheld  respired  with  inward  meaning. 
Add  that  whatever  of  Terror  or  of  Love 
Or  Beauty,  Nature's  daily  face  put  on 
From  transitory  passion,  unto  this 
I  was  as  sensitive  as  waters  are 
To  the  sky's  influence  in  a  kindred  mood 
Of  passion ;  was  obedient  as  a  lute 
That  waits  upon  the  touches  of  the  wind. 
Unknown,  unthought  of,  yet  I  was  most  rich — 
I  had  a  world  about  me — 'twas  my  own  ; 
I  made  it,  for  it  only  lived  to  me. 
And  to  the  God  who  sees  into  the  heart 
Such  sympathies,  though  rarely,  were  betrayed 
By  outward  gestures  and  by  visible  looks  : 
Some  called  it  madness — so  indeed  it  was, 
If  child-like  fruitfulness  in  passing  joy, 
If  steady  moods  of  thoughtfulness  matured 
To  inspiration,  sort  with  such  a  name ; 
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If  propbei-7  be  mnduecs;  if  things  viewed 
By  poeM  in  old  lime,  and  higlier  up 
B;  ^e  6rst  men,  earth's  Grst  inhnbitaiita. 
Mb;  [a  these  tutored  days  □□  more  bo  «eea 
With  undisnrdersd  sight.    But  loBTiug  thii, 
wu  DO  miidaHUi,  far  the  bodily  eye 
mid  m;  itroiigMt  worhiiigs  evenoore 
Wa»  searctiiug  out  the  liuo  of  iliSerauce 
As  tbey  lie  bid  in  sll  eitercol  funus, 

•dthered  leaf, 


Which,  fruDi 

To  the  broad 

Spaugled  with  kindred  multitudes  of  stars, 

Could  End  no   surface  where  its  power  migbt 

'Which  aimke  perpetiLil  logic  to  my  soul, 

iting  agency 
Did  bind  my  fetilings  even  aa  in  a  chain. 

And  hera,  0  Friend  !  haie  I  retraced  my  life 
Dp  to  ui  eminence,  and  told  a  tale 

>t  ralaoly  may  be  called 
The  glory  of  ray  youth.     Of  genius,  power. 
Creation  and  divinity  itself 
I  have  been  speakiog,  far  my_thgme  baa  been 
What  passed  within  me.    Not  of  outward  tbings 
Dons  riiibly  for  other  minds,  vords,  sgaa. 
Symbols  or  motioiu,  but  of  my  own  heiiC 
Have  I  been  epeskiiig,  and  my  youthful  minfl. 


0  Hea 


is  tho  I 


And  wliat  they  ilo  within  tbemselvee  while  yet 
The  yoke  of  earth  is  new  to  them,  tbo  world 
Nothing  but  a  wild  Eald  where  they  were  Bown. 
Tbis  is,  in  truth,  heroio  ailment, 
This  geauiue  prowess,  wliich  I  wished  to  touch 
With  hand  however  weak,  but  iu  the  main 
It  lice  far  bidden  from  the  reach  of  words. 
Points  have  we  ail  of  a*  within  oar  snuU 
Where  ell  stand  single  ;  tbi»  1  feel,  and  make 
Breathings  for  incninmunicubls  powers : 
But  is  not  ench  a  memory  to  himet^lf, 
,-And,  therefore,  now  that  «e  mutt  qnit  this  theme, 
'1  am  not  heartleaa,  for  there's  not  a  man 
That  lives  wbobatb  not  known  bis  god-like  houra. 
And  feela  not  what  an  empire  wo  iuborit  , 

A*  natural  beings  in  the  strength  of  Nature. 

No  more  :  ftir  now  into  a  populous  plun 
We  miwt  deacend.    A  Traveller  I  am. 
Whose  tale  ia  only  of  himself :  even  so. 
So  be  it.  if  the  pure  of  heart  be  prompt 
To  follow,  uid  if  thou,  my  honoured  Friend  ! 
Who  in  these  tbougbta  art  ever  at  my  Hide, 
Support,  as  heretofore,  my  &jnting  steps. 


It  hath  been  told,  that  when  the  A 
That  fliahed  upon  me  from  this  Doitl 
Had  Cnilt>d,  the  mind  returned  iota  hi 
Tet  true  it  is,  that  I  boJ  made  a  ebM 
In  climate  and  my  naturo'i  outwanl 
Changed  also  slowly  and  Inaenidbly. 
Full  oft  the  quiet  and  exalted  tbou^ 
Of  loneliness  gave  way  to  empty  noisl 
And  superficial  piutimea  ;  now  and  it 
Forced  labonr,  andiuorefrequcnClyftl 
And,  wont  of  all,  a  treasonable  groM 
Of  indociaiTe  ju^gmenta,  that  impaiH 
Aod  shook  the  mind's  umpIiclty.—Al 
This  was  a  gladsome  time.  Could  1 1 
Wbo.  leas  miensiblo  than  soddeu  dsf 
In  a  sea-river's  bed  at  ebb  o(  tide. 
Could  have  beheld, — trith  nodeligbtai 
So  many  happy  youths,  so  wide  and  I 
A  congregation  iu  its  b□ddinl^tiIne 
Of  health,  and  hope,  and  beauty,  all  s 
So  many  dlvors  sample*  from  the  gro 
Of  life's  sweet  season — could  bare  SM 
1'hat  misceilaueouB  garland  of  wild  b 
Decking  the  matron  temples  of  apba 
So  famous  through  the  world  1  To  n 
It  was  a  goodly  prospect :  !W,  in  aooC 
Though  1  had  leornt  b»tinM  to  atud 
And  independent  musiiigB  pleated  m 
Tliat  spelli  seemed  on  me  when  I  m 


ildl 


Iu  lonely  places ;  if  a  throng  was  acta 
That  way  I  lenned  by  nature  ;  for  mj 
Was  locinl.  and  loved  idleness  and  js] 

tfot  aeektDg  those  who  might  paitii 
Hy  deeper  pleasures  {uuy,  I  bad  not  i 
Though  not  unused  to  mutter  lonaoi 
Even  nith  rnvflelf  divided  auch  deligi 
Or  looked  that  wiiy  for  anght  that  migh 
Iu  buntac  language),  easily  I  peiaed 
From  the  remembmncea  of  better  thi: 
And  slipiwd  into  the  ordinary  works 
Of  careless  youth,  unburthened,  nnali 
.Cavemi  there  vrere  within  my  mind  i 
Coald  never  peoetmte,  yet  did  there  ' 
Want  store  of  leafy  arbovn  where  thi 
Uigbt  enter  In  at  wilL  Compaaiond 
Friends  hipa,  acquwntBiioc*,  were  waif 
We  aaunlcred.  played,  or  rioted  ;  we 
Unprofitable  talk  at  morning  hours; 
Drifted  about  along  the  streets  and  n 
Read  laaily  in  trivial  books,  went  fort 
To  gallop  through  the  country  in  blii 
Of  senaelEsB  borsemaiiBhip,  or  on  the 
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tailed  boisterously,  and  let  the  stara 
rtb,  perhapa  without  one  quiet  thought 

ras  the  tenor  of  the  second  act 
ew  life.    Imagination  slept, 
not  utterly.    I  could  not  print 
where  the  grass  had  yielded  to  the  steps 
ations  of  illustrious  men, 
d.    I  could  not  always  lightly  pass 
the  same  gateways,  sleep  where  they  had 
ept, 

lere  they  waked,  range  that  inclosure  old, 
den  of  great  intellects,  undisturbed. 

0  by  the  side  of  this  dark  sense 
feeling,  that  those  spiritual  men, 

)  great  Newton's  own((ethereg^^,^ 
hiunbled  liTEhese  precincts  thence  to  be 
<L$Qidfiftred*  Their  several  memories  here 
ce  their  persons  in  their  portraits  clothed 
i  accustomed  garb  of  daily  life) 
i  lowly  and  a  touching  grace 
distinct  humanity,  that  left 
ine  admiration  unimpaired. 

t  the  pleasant  Mill  of  Trompington 
d  with  Chaucer  in  the  hawthorn  shade ; 
m,  while  birds  were  warbling,  tell  his  tales 
>us  passion.    And  that  gentle  Bard, 
>y  the  Muses  for  their  Page  of  State — 
penser,    moving    through    his    clouded 
saven 

i  moon's  beauty  and  the  moon's  soft  pace, 
him  Brother,  Englishman,  and  Friend  ! 
blind  Poet,  who  in  his  later  day,  t^'i^^ 
oiost  single ;  uttering  odious  truth — 
3  before,  and  danger's  voice  behind, 
'ul — if  the  earth  has  ever  lodged 

1  soul — I  seemed  to  see  him  here 
ly,  and  in  his  scholar's  dress 

g  before  mc,  yet  a  stripling  youth — 

o  better,  with  his  rony  cheeks 

1,  keen  eye,  courageous  look, 

Bdous  step  of  purity  and  pride. 

he  bond  of  my  compeers  was  one 

hance  had  stationed  in  the  very  room 

d  by  Milton's  name.   0  temperate  Bard  ! 

Seat  that,  for  the  first  time,  seated 

hy  innocent  lodge  and  oratory, 

festive  circle,  I  poured  out 

S  to  thy  memory  drauk,  till  pride 

itude  grew  dizzy  in  a  brain 

icited  by  the  fumes  of  wine 

lat  hour,  or  since.    Then,  forth  I  ran 

i  assembly ;  through  a  length  of  streets, 


Ran,  ostrich-like,  to  reach  our  chapel  door 
In  not  a  desperate  or  opprobrious  time. 
Albeit  long  after  the  importunate  bell 
Had  stopped,  with  wearisome  Cassandra  voice 
No  longer  haunting  the  dark  winter  night. 
Call  back,  0  Friend  1  a  moment  to  thy  mind. 
The  place  itself  and  fashion  of  the  rites. 
With  careless  ostentation  shouldering  up 
My  surplice,  through  the  inferior  throng  I  clove 
Of  the  plain  Bui^hers,  who  in  audience  stood 
On  the  last  skirts  of  their  permitted  ground. 
Under  the  pealing  organ.    Empty  thoughts  1 
I  am  ashamed  of  them :  and  that  great  Bard, 
And  thou,  0  Friend  1  who  in  thy  ample  mind 
Hast  placed  me  high  above  my  best  deserts. 
Ye  will  forgive  the  weakness  of  that  hour. 
In  some  of  its  unworthy  vanities. 
Brother  to  many  more. 

In  this  mixed  sort 
The  months  passed  on^  remissly,  not  given  up 
To  wilful  alienation  from  the  right, 
Or  walks  of  open  scandal,  but  in  vague 
And  loose  indifference,  easy  likings,  aims 
Of  a  low  pitch — duty  and  zeal  dismissed, 
Tet  Nature,  or  a  happy  course  of  things 
Not  doing  in  their  stead  the  needful  work. 
The  memory  languidly  revolved,  the  heart? 
Reposed  in  noontide  yest^.the  inner  pulse  \ 
Of  contemplation  almost  £uled,tp  beat, 
^ch  life  might  not  inaptly  be  compared 
To  a  floating  island,  an  amphibious  spot     if,^,\x,.^h 
Unsound,  of  spongy  texture,  yet  withal  ,     ^        .    , 
Not  wanting  a  fair  face  of  water  weeds  ^    *       t  i. 
And  pleasant  flowers.   The  thirst  of  living  praise,  l^  t-  V^  ^* 
Fit  reverence  for  the  glorious  Dead,  the  sight 
Of  those  long  vistas,  sacred  catacombs. 
Where  mighty  minds  lie  visibly  entombed, 
Have  often  stirred  the  heart  of  youth,  and  bred 
A  fervent  love  of  rigorous  discipline. — 
Alas  !  such  high  emotion  touched  not  me. 
Look  was  there  none  within  these  walls  to  shame 
My  easy  spirits,  and  discountenance 
Their  light  composure,  far  less  to  instil 
A  calm  resolve  of  mind,  firmly  addressed 
To  puissant  efforts.    Nor  was  this  the  blame 
Of  others  but  my  own;  I  should,  in  truth. 
As  fSur  as  doth  concern  my  single  self. 
Misdeem  most  widely,  lodging  it  elsewhere : 
For  I,  bred  up  'mid  Nature's  luxuries. 
Was  a  spoiled  child,  and,  rambling  like  the  wind. 
As  I  had  done  in  daily  intercourse 
With  those  crystalline  rivers,  solemn  heights. 
And  mountains,  ranging  like  a  fowl  of  the  air, 
I  was  ill-tutored  for  captivity ; 
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To  quit  my  pttmsuro.  slid,  ftom  month  to  muDtli, 
Take  up  &  stutiaa  nilmly  on  tLe  perch 
Of  HodcDtary  peace.     Those  lovely  fomui 
Bad  also  left  leisR  Bpaoe  within  my  mind, 
Whieh,  wrought  upun  instinctively,  had  found 
A  freihnSBS  in  tiioBO  objeots  of  hor  love, 
A  winning  power,  beyond  all  other  power. 
Not  that  I  slightod  booH— that  wera  to  lack 
All  Bcnee,—  but  other  pasaions  in  me  ruled, 
FussionB  more  fervent,  making  me  leas  prompt 
To  in-door  atucly  than  was  wise  or  well, 
Or  suited  to  those  yeara.     Yet  I,  tliough  uaad 
In  mogiBtBrial  liberty  to  rove. 
Culling  Buoli  flowora  of  learoiug  as  might  tempt 
A  random  choice,  could  ebsdow  fortb  a  placa 
(If  now  I  yield  not  to  a  flaltering  dream) 
WboaB  studious  aspect  should   have  beut  m 

To  inaiantanBOnS  service ;  should  nt  once 
Have  made  me  pay  to  eeimce  und  to  nrts 
And  written  lore,  acknowledged  m;  liege  lord, 
*A.  homage  frankly  oflcred  up,  like  th&t 
Which  1  tad  paid  to  Nature.     Toil  and  paioa 
In  this  rccesa,  by  thoughtful  Fancy  built. 
Should  spread  from  heart  to  heart ;  and  stately 

Majeatio  ediSces,  should  not  want 

A  corresponding  dignity  within. 

The  coDgro^flting  temper  that  purTadea 

-unripe  years,  not  waatet),  alioiild  be  taught 
minister  to  works  of  high  attempt — 

Wurks  which  the  enthusiast  would  perform  with 

Youth  should  be  nwed,  religiously  poEsessed 

With  a  conviction  of  the  power  that  waits 

On  knuwled(^,  when  uucerely  sougljt  and  prized 

~    '  its  own  sake,  □□  glory  and  on  praise 

If  but  by  laboiu-  won,  and  fit  to  euduro 

The  pasuiig  day ;  ehould  leam  to  put  aside 

Her  trappiugs  here,  ehould  strip  them  off  abashed 

Before  antiquity  and  stedfai-t  truth 

And  strong  book-mindeduess ;  and  over  all 

A  healtliy  sound  simplicity  sliould  reign, 

oemJy  plainneas,  name  it  what  you  will, 
Republican  or  piaua. 

If  these  thoughts 
Are  a  gratuitous  em  blazonry 
That  mocks  the  recreant  age  ifc. live  ic,  tlien 
Be  Folly  and  False-seeming  free  to  afTect 
Whatever  formal  gait  of  diacipiine 

xi  raise  tbem  highest  in  their  own  esteem- 
Let  them  panule  among  the  Schools  at  will, 
But  spare  the  Houeo  of  God.     Was  ever  kaov 

I  willesa  sliepherd  who  persists  to  driva 


A  flock  that  thirsts  not  to  a  pool  dUlikadt 
A  welgtit  must  surely  hong  on  days  begsll< 
And  ended  with  such  mockery.     Be  wisi^ 
Ye  Presidents  and  Deuu,  and,  till  the  spin* 
Of  SDcient  times  revive,  and  youth  be  tnh^ 
At  home  in  pious  service,  Ui  your  bells 
Give  seasonable  rest,  for  'tia  a  sound 
Hollow  as  Bver  vexed  the  tranquil  aar ; 
And  your  officious  doings  bring  disgrBEa 
On  the  pliun  eteeples  of  our  Eugliih  CSiia^ 
tttose  worship,  'mid  remotest  villsge  tr^^ 
SuEfers  for  this.     Eten  Science,  too,  at  bajn 
In  doily  sight  of  this  irroverenee, 
Is  Emitten  thence  with  an  □nnatunl  taint 
Loses  her  Just  authority,  UIs  banealh 
Collateral  suspicion,  else  unknoWB. 
This  truth  escaped  me  not,  ami  I  oiiafn^ 
Tbat  having  'mid  my  nativfl  hills  givDii  ImM 
To  a  schoolboy's  vision,  I  had  rusedspib 
Upon  the  basis  of  the  Doming  time, 
That  fell  in  ruins  round  m«i     Oh,  whijf 
To  see  a  sanctuary  far  our  country's  fimlli 
Infurmsd  with  such  a  spirit  oa  might  b> 
Its  own  protection;  a  primonJ  grave, 
Where,  though  the  shades  with  cheediihiM" 

fiUed, 
Nor  indigent  of  songs  warbled  from  ao*lM 
In  undei^coverte,  yet  the  sounlenann 
Of  the  whole  place  should  beir  a  sunup  "f  i" 
A  httbitation  sober  and  demure 


Forn 
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For  quiet  things  to  wonder  in;  a  haunt 
fa  V'hich  the  heron  ahi^d  delight  to  W 
By  the  shy  rivera,  and  the  peUc*n 
Upon  the  cypress  spire  in  lonely  thmiBht 
Might  ait  and  sun  bimselC— .lias  !  Alia  I 
In  vain  for  such  solemnity  1  looked; 
Mine  eves  were  crossed  by  butterdies. «"  ™ 
By  chattering  popirjays ;  the  inner  heW 
Seemed  trivial,  and  the  impreosta  witbuol 
Of  a  too  gaudy  region. 

Different  aigbt 
Those  venerable  Doctors  saw  of  old. 
When  all  who  dwelt  within  these  fjuuoa""' 
Led  in  ub^tttniauiiness  a  studious  life ; 
When,  in  forlorn  and  naked  chumbcn  coop" 
And  crowded,  o'er  the  ponderous  books  Uwj''"'' 
Like  caterpillars  eating  out  their  way 
In  sileoce,  or  with  keen  dovouHng  ncits 
Not  to  bo  tracked  or  fathered.     Prioca  ll* 
At  matins  froze,  and  couched  at  curfev-liM 
Trained  up  through  piety  and  nal  to  prta 
Spore  diet,  patient  labour,  sud  plain  Jte^*- 
0  seat  of  Arts  1  rsnonnad  throughout  tlK  •"' 
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t  service  in  those  homely  days 

modest  nurslings  undorvtrent 

first  childhood  :  in  that  glorious  time 

ling,  like  a  stranger  come  from  far, 

iroiigh  Christian  lands  her  trumpet, 

}d 

I  king;  when  boys  and  youths,  the 

th 

illiiges  and  crazy  huts, 

ir  homes,  and,  errant  in  the  quest 

'amous  school  or  friendly  nook, 

}ioned,  they  in  shelter  might  sit  down, 

to  town  and  through  wide  scattered 

JS 

nrith  ponderous  folios  in  their  hands; 

starting  from  some  covert  place, 

chance  comer  on  the  road, 

a  obolus,  a  penny  give 

:holar  I  " — when  illustrious  men, 

•uth,  by  penury  constrained, 

mus,  or  Melancthon,  read 

loors  or  windows  of  their  cells 

ne  through  mere  lack  of  taper  light. 

J  to  vain  regrets  I    We  see  but  darkly 
we  look  behind  us,  and  best  things 
[)ure  by  nature  that  they  needs 
,0  all,  as  fondly  all  believe, 
st  promise.     If  the  mariner, 
uctant  distance  he  hath  passed 
ing  island,  could  but  know  the  ills 
bave  fallen  upon  him  had  he  brought 
land  upon  the  wiehed-for  shore, 
would  oft  be  his  to  thank  the  surf 
e  belt  scared  him  thence,  or  wind  that 

idverse :  for  myself 
;  happy  is  the  gowned  youth, 
lisses  what  I  missed,  who  falls 
lan  I  fell. 

I  did  not  love, 
;  ill  perhaps,  the  timid  course 
lastic  studies ;  could  have  wished 
•iver  flow  with  ampler  range 
ace ;  but  more,  far  more,  I  grieved 
ayed  among  an  eager  few, 
field  of  contest  persevered, 
worthy  of  youth's  generous  heart 
ing  spirit,  pitiably  repaid, 
sturbed,  whatever  palms  are  won. 
I  turned  to  travel  with  the  shoal 
thinking  natures,  easy  minds 
r ;  yet  not  wanting  love  that  makes 
»  lightly  on,  when  foresight  sleeps. 


And  wisdom  and  the  pledges  interchanged 
With  our  own  inner  being  are  forgot. 

Yet  was  this  deep  vacation  not  given  up 
To  utter  wasta    Hitherto  I  had  stood 
In  my  own  mind  remote  from  social  life, 
(At  least  from  what  we  commonly  so  name,) 
Like  a  lone  shepherd  on  a  promontory 
Who  lacking  occupation  looks  far  forth 
Into  the  boundless  sea,  and  rather  makes 
Than  finds  what  he  beholds.    And  sure  it  is. 
That  this  first  transit  from  the  smooth  delights 
And  wild  outlandish  walks  of  simple  youth 
To  something  that  resembles  an  approach 
Towards  human  business,  to  a  privileged  world 
Within  a  world,  a  midway  residence 
With  all  its  intervenient  imagery, 
Did  better  suit  my  visionary  mind, 
Far  better,  than  to  have  been  bolted  forth. 
Thrust  out  abruptly  into  Fortime's  way 
Among  thej?onflistiS,Qf.6i;bfftan,tift1  lifi) ; 
By  a  more  just  gradation  did  lead  on 
To  higher  things ;  more  naturally  matured. 
For  permanent  possession,  better  fruits. 
Whether  of  truth  or  virtue,  to  ensua 
In  serious  mood,  but  oftener,  I  confess, 
With  playful  zest  of  fancy,  did  we  note 
(How  could  we  less  ?)  the  manners  and  the  ways 
Of  those  who  lived  distinguished  by  the  badge 
Of  good  or  ill  report ;  or  those  with  whom 
By  frame  of  Academic  discipline 
We  were  perforce  connected,  men  whose  sway 
And  known  authority  of  office  served 
To  set  our  minds  on  edge,  and  did  no  more. 
Nor  wanted  we  rich  pastime  of  this  kind. 
Found  everywhere,  but  chiefly  in  the  ring 
Of  the  grave  Elders,  men  unscourod,  grotesque 
In  character,  tricked  out  like  aged  trees 
Which  through  the  lapse  of  their  infirmity 
Give  ready  place  to  any  random  seed 
That  chooses  to  be  reared  upon  their  trunks. 

Here  on  my  view,  confronting  vividly 
Those  shepherd  swains  whom  I  had  lately  left, 
Appeared  a  different  aspect  of  old  age ; 
How  different !  yet  both  distinctly  marked. 
Objects  embossed  to  catch  the  general  eye. 
Or  portraitures  for  special  use  designed. 
As  some  might  seem,  so  aptly  do  they  serve 
To  illustrate  Nature's  book  of  rudiments — 
That  book  upheld  as  with  maternal  care 
When  she  would  enter  on  her  tender  scheme 
Of  teaching  comprehension  with  delight. 
And  mingling  playful  with  pathetic  thoughts. 
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The  amfaeai  of  nrtiacial  life 
And  mannera  Bnely  wrouglit,  the  delicnto  rvra 
Of  oolOTira.  lurkini'.  plaaniiug  iip  nnd  down 
Through  that  atata  niraa  woven  with  «ilk  ami  gold ; 
ThiB  wilj  uiterchanea  ofi;ei^^huea, 
Willingly  or  unwillingly  reronlad. 
I  Ddtber  fcrniw  nor  eaiod  tar ;  imd  lu  nuah 
Wore  wwiting  horo,  I  touk  whfit  might  b«  found 
Of  l9"a  Blaborato  f»bria    At  thii"  day 
nile,  in  many  ■  mountoin  solitude 
Coojunng  up  laonci  ax  obBolott  in  frenks 
Of  ohitnictor.  in  points  of  wit  at  brand,  * 

At  »ught  by  wooden  images  pcrfomiPd 
For  enterliinniBnt  of  the  enplng  crowd 
At  wake  or  fair.  And  oftentime*  do  Bit 
Remembranoe*  before  me  of  ofd  msn— 
Old  humourifta,  who  h&ve  been  long  la  tlielr 

And  baving  alutont  in  my  mitxl  put  off 

Their  bumuD  nnmon.  hnvo  into  phantome  pused 

Of  texture  midway  betiroea  life  and  books. 

II  play  th*  ]oiti<rer:  'tla  enoiiiih  to  note 
That  here  in  dwnrf  proportiona  were  eipmmd 
The  limba  of  the  grwit  world  ;  ita  Migor  »ttife» 
Collaterntly  ponrtrayed,  u  in  mock  Eight. 
A  tonnument  of  blotn,  some  hardly  dealt 
Tliough  (hort  of  mortal  combat;  and  whnto'ar 
Minbt  in  tills  pHi;Bnnt  be  aiippraed  to  hit 
An  artleRfl  nistic'e  notice,  this  wny  lees. 
More  thnt  way,  wa*  not  WMlod  upnn  me — 
And  yet  the  apectaole  may  well  demand 
A  more  Bubatontisl  name,  no  mimie  show, 
Itself  s  living  port  of  a  live  whole, 
A  oreek  in  the  vast  sea;  for,  all  degreca 
And  ahapeaof  apuriouB  fame  and  short- lited  pruee 
Uor«  sate  in  atate,  and  fed  with  doily  alma 
Retainers  won  away  from  solid  good  ; 
And  here  waa  Labour,  hia  oini  boud-slaTc ;  Hope, 


That  never  set  the  piunp  agiUDBl  the  prilej 
Idleueaa  halting  with  his  weary  clog. 
And  poor  misguided  Shaiue.  and  witlew  Fm, 
Ami  simple  Pleasure  forsi^iog  for  Death ; 
Honour  mtsplaoed,  end  Dignity  a^tny  ; 
Feuds,  factions,  flatteriea,  eaiatty.  and  gnile 
MormuriDg  submisaioD,  and  bald  govenuaO!^ 
(The  itiol  weak  as  the  idolalor). 
And  Daoenoy  and  Cuttom  starnng  Trath. 
And  blind  Autboritr  b«nthig  with  his  at^ 
The  cbMttaTSi^ht'fiifneJ'biJn  :  RmptiM 
Followed  as  of  ([ood  omen,  and  meek  Worth 
Loft  to  horaelf  unheard  of  and  unknown. 

Of  these  and  other  kindred  noticca 
I  eannot  say  *bat  portion  is  in  truUt 
The  naked  recollection  at  that  time, 
And  what  may  rather  have  been  ralM  lo  lift' 
By  after-meditation.     But  delight 
That,  in  an  enay  temper  lulled  oalerp, 
Ib  still  with  Innooouce  its  own  rewaril, 
Thta  wsH  not  wDDting,     Cnrelenly  1  mamed 
As  through  a  wide  muieuni  trt)m  whuM  il«Mi 
A  casual  rarity  ia  aingled  out 
And  boa  Ita  brief  perusal,  then  giisa  way 
To  others,  all  aupplauted  in  their  turn; 
Till  'mid  this  orowdcd  neighbonrbood  of  thl^l 
Tliat  are  by  natui«  most  nnneijcfabouriy, 
The  head  tiima  roimd  «nd  cannot  right  tUelf ; 

Of  gay  confuBion  otill  be  upponnMl. 
With  few  wise  longings  and  but  little  lora. 
Yet  to  the  memory  something  cleaves  at  la(^ 
Whence  profit  may  be  drawn  in  times  to  cob 


Thuai 


■e  idlf n 


■ubmisiii 

The  labouring  time  of  autumn,  winler,  ipiiBg, 
Elight  months  ]  rolled  pleasingly  aw^T  ;  thaiu&ft 
Came  and  returned  me  to  lay  lUtiTe  hiUs, 
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bhe  Bummer'a  noon  when  quickening 

ih  other  till  a  dreaiy  moor 

a  bare  ridge  clomb,  upon  whose  top 
ne,  as  from  a  rampart's  edge, 

the  bed  of  Windermere,    Vir**  /»•- 
iver,  stretching  in  the  sun.  I'  •  K*'^  **^ 
.ion,  at  my  feet  I  saw 
I,  promontories,  gl^uning  bays, 
f  Nature's  fiurest  forms 
saled  wit^Tnstaatftneou^Ui^rat, 
and  beautiful,  and  gay. 
own  the  hill  shouting  amain 
Ferryman ;  to  the  shout  the  rocks 

when  the  Charon  of  the  flood 
3  oars,  and  touched  the  jutting  pier, 
p  into  the  well-known  boat 
)rdial  greeting.    Thence  with  speed 
iar  hill  I  took  my  way 
rt  sweet  Valley*  where  I  had  been 

»; 

ihort  hour's  walk,  ere  veering  round 

>w-white  church  upon  her  hill 

onM  Lady,  sending  out 

K>k  all  over  her  domain. 

Qoke  betraYa-thflflurkip^town ; 

x>t(}tep8  I  advance  and  reach 

threshold  where  my  journey  closed. 

e  had  I,  with  some  tears,  perhaps, 

I  Dame,  so  kind  and  motherly, 

trused  me  with  a  parent's  pride. 

9  of  gratitude  shall  fall  like  dew 

tve,  good  creature !     While  my  heart 

cr  will  I  forget  thy  name. 

asing  be  upon  thee  where  thou  liest 

loceut  and  busy  stir 

res,  thy  little  daily  growth 

yments,  after  eighty  years, 

an  eighty,  of  untroubled  life, 

t  by  the  strangers  to  thy  blood 

th  little  less  than  filial  Igve. 

B  mine  to  see  thee  once  again, 

r  dwelling,  and  a  crowd  of  things 

rrow  precincts  all  beloved, 

•  IUwkshMd.~JU. 


And  many  of  them  seeming  yet  my  own  * 

Why  should  I  speak  of  what  a  thousand  hearts 

Have  felt,  and  every  man  alive  can  guess  ^ 

The  rooms,  the  court,  the  garden  were  not  left 

Long  unsaluted,  nor  the  sunny  seat 

Round  the  stone  table  under  the  dark  pine, 

Friendly  to  studious  or  to  festive  hours; 

Nor  that  unruly  child  of  mountain  birth. 

The  fiEunouB  brook,  who,  soon  as  he  was  boxed 

Within  our  garden,  found  himself  at  once. 

As  if  by  trick  insidious  and  unkind. 

Stripped  of  his  voioe  and  left  to  dimple  down 

(Without  an  effort  and  without  a  will) 

A  channel  paved  by  man's  officious  cara 

I  looked  at  him  and  smiled,  and  smiled  again. 

And  in  the  press  of  twenty  thousand  thoughts, 

"Ha,"  quoth  I,  "pretty  prisoner,  are  you  there!' 

Well  might  sarcastic  Fancy  then  have  whispered, 

"An  emblem  here  behold  of  thy  own  life ; 

In  its  late  course  of  even  days  with  all 

Their  smooth  enthralment ;"  but  the  heart  wis  foll^ 

Too  full  for  that  reproach.    My  aged  Dame 

Walked  proudly  at  my  side :  she  guided  me ; 

I  willing,  nay — nay,  wishing  to  be  led. 

— The  face  of  every  neighbour  whom  I  met 

Was  like  a  volume  to  me ;  some  were  hailed 

Upon  the  road,  some  busy  at  their  work. 

Unceremonious  greetings  interchanged 

With  half  the  length  of  a  long  field  between. 

Among  my  schoolfellows  I  scattered  round 

Like  recognitions,  but  with  some  constraint 

Attended,  doubtless,  with  a  little  pride, 

But  with  more  shame,  for  my  habilhnents. 

The  transformation  wrought  by  gay  attire. 

Not  less  delighted  did  I  take  my  place 

At  our  domestic  table :  and,  dear  Friend ! 

In  this  endeavour  simply  to  relate 

A  Poet's  history,  may  I  leave  untold 

The  thankfulness  with  which  I  laid  me  down 

In  my  accustomed  bed,  more  welcome  now 

Perhaps  than  if  it  had  been  more  desired 

Or  been  more  often  thought  of  with  regret ; 

That  lowly  bed  whence  I  had  heard  the  wind 

Roar,  and  the  rain  beat  hard ;  where  I  so  oft 

Had  lain  awake  on  summer  nights  to  watch 

The  moon  in  splendour  couched  among  the  leaves 

Of  a  tall  ash,  that  near  our  cottage  stood ; 

Had  watched  her  with  fixed  eyes  while  to  and  fro 
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la  tbo  durt  aiijuiajt  nf  Hub  yitviiig  trea 
y'     SWroekc^  with  e_TB:j  iinpiilaii-afl 


Among  the  fsTouHtea  whom  it  pleased  me  nail 
To  sea  Bgnin,  waa  oae  b;  ancient  right 
Our  inmate,  B  rough  terrier  of  tho^illa ; 
I  Bj^  birth  and  calfof  nature  pre-ordained 
To  hunt  the  tadger  midunoiir^  tEe  foi 
Among  the  impervious  crags,  but  having  been 
<  From  jouth  our  own  adopted,  ho  hod  paasod 
j  Into  a  gDDtler  Bervice.    Ajid  nheu  firat 
The  bojiih  spirit  Bogged,  aod  day  by  Jay 
Along  my  veins  I  kindled  with  the  stir. 
The  farmeatation,  aud  the  vernal  heat 
Of  poesy,  affeoting  private  shades 
Like  a  nek  Lover,  tbea  thii  dog  yum  used 
To  watch  me,  an  attendant  and  a  friend. 
Obsequious  to  ray  steps  early  and  late. 
Though  oftea  of  audi  dilatory  walk 
Tired,  and  uneasy  at  the  halts  1  made. 
A  hundred  times  when,  roving  liigh  and  low, 
I  have  heen  hamssed  with  the  toil  of  verse. 
Much  pniua  and  little  progress,  and  at  once 
Some  lovely  Image  in  the  aong  rose  up 
Full-formoii,  like  Venus  rising  from  the  sea; 
Then  have  I  darted  forwards  to  let  loose 
My  hand  upon  his  back  with  stormy  joy, 
Carecsing  him  agHia  and  j'et  again. 

And  bdking  to  itself  when  all  thiiigs  else 
Are  atill,  the  creature  trotted  on  befurc  ; 
Such  was  his  ciuftom ;  but  whene'er  be  met 
A  passecger  approaching,  be  would  turn 
To  give  mo  timely  natice,  and  straightway, 
Grateful  for  that  admonlshmont.  I  hushed 
My  voice,  composed  my  gait,  and,  with  the  air 
Andmien  ofone  whose  thoughts  ore  free,  advauced 
To  give  and  take  a  greeting  that  might  save 
My  name  from  piteous  rumours,  such  as  wait 
On  men  suspected  to  lie  crazed  iu  bpoin. 

Those  wallcB   well  worthy  to   bo  prized  and 

Regretted  1— that  wcril,  top,  ivas  on  my  tongue. 
But  they  were  richly  laden  with  all  good. 
And  cannot  be  remembered  but  ?dth  thanks 
And  gratitude,  and  perfect  joy  of  heart — 
Those  walks  in  all  their  &eshnesB  now  came  back 
Like  a  returning  Spring,     'When  first  I  made 
Once  more  tlie  circuit  of  our  little  Ule, 
If  ever  happiness  bath  lodged  with  man, 
That  day  consummate  happiness  was  mine, 
Wid&spreading,  steady,  calm,  contemplatire. 


The  aun  was  aot,  or  aetting,  when  1  left 
Our  cottage  door,  and  erHning  sodd  bnm^ 

For  cold  and  raw  the  air  waa,  and  nnlimit  J 
But  as  a  face  wo  lore  it  swm' 
When  Borrow  damju  it,  or,  whatever  Ind    | 
It  chance  to  wear,  is  eweetMt  if  the  beirt    . 
iHave  fulness  in  herself;  even  ao  with  ml 
lit  fared  that  eveniug.     Qoctiy  did  mf  aod  J 
Put  off  her  veil,  uid,  aaif-tnuumutol  AmI^ 
iNakod,  as  in  the  presence  of  her  Qod. 
While  on  I  walked,  a  oomfart  aoomcd  to  Wi 
A  heart  that  had  n' 
Strength  come  wharo  n 

to  be. 
At  least  not  felt;  and  rastontian  cam 
Like  an  intruder  knocking  at  the  door 
Of  unacknowledged  weonnesa.     I  (oek 
The  balance,  and  with  Ann  hand  wei^iisl^ 
— Of  that  extonul  scene  wliicl 
Little,  in  this  abatn^oti,  did  1  aoB: 
Remembered  lees  ;  hut  t  had  ismud  lipp#M 
And  swellings  of  the  spirit,  was  taptuiJa{ 
Conversed  with  promises,  had  glinunemf^l 
HowUfepervadaa  the  undecajriojmiw!;   f 
Haw  the  immortal  soul  with  Qod-Iika  pe 
InRinns,  creates,  and  thaws  the  impat  A 
That  time  can  lay  npon  her ;  how  on  a 
M,in,  if  he  rfo  bi.t  live  within  th-  lL!;tt 
Of  high  endeavoura.  daily  sprwds 
His  being  armed  with  strength  thai  csssot  ^ 
Nor  was  thera  want  of  milder  Ihoajht!,  of  I"" 
or  innocence,  and  holiday  repote; 
And  more  tlian  pastoral  quiet,  'mid  lltitir 
Of  baldest  prujuots.  and  a  peaceful  end 
At  lost,  or  glorious,  by  endunmoi  «oa. 
Thus  musing,  ia  a  wood  I  sate  me  den 
Alone,  continuiog  there  to  muss :  Ae  ■if 
And  heights  meanwhile  were  slowly  oiot™ 
With  darkness,  and  before  a  rippling  b"*" 
The  long  lake  lengthened  out  iU  buin  £»• 
And  in  the  shollcred  coppice  when  I  olft 
Aromid  me  from  among  the  haul  lAif, 
Now  here,  now  there,  moved  by  the  SnSl^ 

wind, 
Came  over  and  anon  a  breath-hie  uuai, 
Quick  as  the  pantinga  of  the  Eajthfiil  if. 
The  oS'ond  oa  companion  of  my  wilk; 
And  snch,  at  times,  believing  them  tote. 
I  turned  my  head  to  look  if  he  werelhm: 
Then  into  sotcmn  thought  I  passed  unNM 

A  freshneas  also  found  I  at  this  time 
la  hnnuu)  Life,  the  daily  life  of  those 
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cupatlons  really  I  loved ; 
?ful  scene  ofb  filled  me  with  surprise 
Like  a  garden  in  the  heat  of  spring 
eightpdajs*  absence.    For  (to  omit 
-8  which  were  the  same  and  yet  appeared 
wise)  amid  this  rural  solitude, 
Yale  where  each  was  known  to  all, 
;  indifferent  to  a  youthful  mind 
some  sheltering  bower  or  sunny  nook, 
I  old  man  had  used  to  sit  alone, 
int ;  pale-fiiced  babes  whom  I  had  left 
now  rosy  prattlers  at  the  feet 
led  grandame  tottering  up  and  down ; 
ring  girls  whose  beauty,  filched  away 
its  pleasant  promises,  was  gone 
iome  slighted  playmate's  homely  cheek. 

bad  something  of  a  subtler  sense, 
1  looking  round  was  moved  to  smiles 
<  delicate  work  of  humour  breeds ; 
.thout  design,  the  opinions,  thoughts, 
plain-living  people  now  observed 
irer  knowledge ;  with  another  eye 

quiet  woodman  in  the  woods, 
berd  roam  the  hills.    With  new  delight, 
fty,  did  I  note  my  grey-haired  Dame ; 
;o  forth  to  church  or  other  work 
quipped  in  monumental  trim ; 
ret  cloak,  (her  bonnet  of  the  like), 

such  as  Spanish  Cavaliers 
)ld  time.     Her  smooth  domestic  life, 
ite  without  disquietude, 
her  business,  pleased  mo ;  and  no  less 

though  shallow  stream  of  piety 
on  Sabbath  days  a  fresher  course ; 
lights  unfelt  till  now  I  saw  her  read 
!  on  hot  Sunday  afternoons, 
I  the  book,  when  she  had  dropped  asleep 
B  of  it  a  pillow  for  her  head. 

3  do  I  remember  to  have  felt, 
'  manifested  at  this  time, 
■heartedness  about  my  love 
ts  hitherto  the  absolute  wealth 
n  private  being  and  no  more ; 
lad  loved,  even  as  a  blessed  spirit 

if  he  wei-e  to  dwell  on  earth, 
e  in  individual  happiness, 
there  opened  on  me  other  thoughts 
t,  congratulation  or  regret, 

feeling  !     It  spread  far  and  wide  ; 
the  mountains  shared  it,  and  the  brooks, 
I  of  Heaven,  now  seen  in   their   old 
ints — 
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White  Sirius  glittering  o'er  the  southern  crags, 
Orion  with  his  belt,  and  those  fidr  Seven, 
Acquaintances  of  every  little  child. 
And  Jupiter,  my  own  belqvedjBtar  ! 
Whatever  shadings  of  mortality. 
Whatever  imports  from  the  world  of  death 
Had  come  among  these  objects  heretofore. 
Were,  in  the  main,  of  mood  less  tender :  strong, 
Deep,  gloomy  were  they,  and  severe;  the  scat- 
terings 
Of  awo  or  tremulous  dread,  that  had  given  way 
In  later  youth  to  yearnings  of  a  love 
Enthusiastic,  to  delight  and  hope. 

Asjme  who  hangs  dowii-bflndijag.fn)m.  thfl  aide 
Of  a  slow-moving  boaty  upon  the  breast 
Of  a  stiil_water,  solacing  himself 
With  such  discoveries  as  his  eye  can  make 
Beneath  him  in  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 
Sees  many  beauteous  sights — ^weeds,  fish  es,  flowers, 
Grots,  pebbles,  roots  of  trees,  and  fiEtncies  more, 
Tet  often  is  perplexed,  and  cannot  part  / 

The  shadow  from  the  substance,  rocks  and  sky,/    i  A^< 
Mountains  and  clouds,  reflected  in  the  depth  "^uiafaA* 

Of  the  clear  flood,  from  things  which  there  abide 
In  their  true  dwelling ;  now  is  crossed  by  gleam 
Of  his  own  image,  by  a  sun-beam  now. 
And  wavering  motions  sent  he  knows  not  whence. 
Impediments  that  make  his  task  more  sweet ; 
Such  pleasant  office  have  we  long  pursued 
Incumbent  o'er  the  surface  of  past  time 
With  like  success,  nor  often  have  appeared 
Shapes  fau'er  or  less  doubtfully  discerned 
Than  these  to  which  the  Tale,  indulgent  Friend  ! 
Would  now  direct  thy  notice.     Yet  in  spite 
Of  pleasiure  won,  and  knowledge  not  withheld, 
There  was  an  inner  falling  off — I  loved. 
Loved  deeply  all  that  had  been  loved  before. 
More  deeply  even  than  ever :  but  a  swarm 
Of  heady  schemes  jostling  each  other,  gawds, 
And  feast  and  dance,  and  public  revelry. 
And  sports  and  games  (too  grateful  in  themselves, 
Yet  in  themselves  less  grateful,  I  believe, 
Than  as  they  were  a  badge  glossy  and  fresh 
Of  manliness  and  freedom)  all  conspired 
To  lure  my  mind  from  firm  habitual  quest 
Of  feeding  pleasures,  to  depress  the  zeal 
And  damp  those  yearnings  which  had  once  been 

mine — 
A  wild,  unworldly-minded  youth,  given  up 
To  his  own  eager  thoughts.    It  would  demand 
Some  skill,  and  longer  time  than  may  be  spared 
To  paint  these  vanities,  and  how  they  wrought 
In  haunts  whore  they,  till  now,  had  been  imknown. 

u  u 
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It  BEomcci  Ida  totj  ginnent*  tliiit  I  wore 
Pcejed  on  my  strength,  and  (topped  the  qiuot 

Of  aelf  forgetfolness. 

Yes,  that  houtleas  cliase 

.rivial  pIcosureH  wna  a  poor  oxcliango 
books  nad  nature  at  tliit  enrlj'  age. 
'TU  true,  gome  casual  knovledge  might  be  e""""^ 
Of  charooter  or  life;  but  at  thM  time, 

nonnera  put  to  school  I  took  amall  note, 
And  nil  say  deeper  passloas  lay  elaewhere. 
Far  better  bad  it  been  to  exalt  the  miud 
By  solitary  etudy,  to  uphold 

mae  desire  tlimiigh  medilative  peace  : 
And  jct,  lor  chastiBemeut  of  theiie  regreta, 

]  memory  of  oae  particular  hour 
Doth  hers  riae  up  againat  me.     ^Mid  a  tbroog 

maids  and  youths,  old  meu,  and  matroas  sUid, 

aedley  of  ell  tempers,  I  had  paaaod 
The  night  ui  dancing,  gaiety,  and  mirtii, 

Pith  din  of  instromonta  and  shuffling  feet, 
And  glancing  forms,  and  tapera  glittering, 
^nd  nnaimed  prattle  flying  up  and  donn  ; 
spirits  upon  the  atreteh,  and  bere  and  there 
Jlight  shocka  of  young  love-liking  inleraporaed, 
Whose  transient  pleasure  mounted  W  the  head, 
And  tingled  Ummgh  the  v^ni.    En  wa  retired, 
Tha  ooek  bad  onmed,  aod  aon  the  eastern  aky 
Was  kindling,  not  uneeeo,  &om  humble  copse 
And  open  Geld,  through  which  the  pathway  wound, 
And  homevnird  led  my  steps.     Magnificent 
Tbe  morning  roae,  in  memorable  pomp. 
Glorious  as  e"or  1  bad  beheld — in  front. 
The  Bea  lay  laughing  at  a  distance  ;  near, 

a [Solid^ouptaina  sHone,  bright  as  theicluuda,' 
Qrain-tmotared,  drenched  in  empyrean  light ; 
And  in  the  meadons  and  the  lower  groniidd 
WuH  all  the  sweetness  of  a  common  dawn^ 
j  Dews,  vapours,  and  the  melody  of  birds, 
And  labourers  going  forth  to  till  the  fields. 

1  need  I  say,  dear  Friend  I  that  to  the  brim 
My  heart  was  full ;  I  made  no  rows,  but  vows 
Were  then  made  for  me  ;  bond  unknown  to  me 
Was  given,  that  I  should  be,  else  sinning  greatly, 
A  dedicated  Spirit     On  1  walked 
In  thankful  blessedness,  which  yet  euiviTea. 

Strange  rendezvous !  My  mind  wa«  at  that  tiu><j 
A  parti-oolourod  show  of  grave  and  gay. 
Solid  and  light,  short-sighted  and  profound ; 
Of  inconsiderate  hobita  and  sedate. 
Consorting  in  one  mansion  unreproved. 
The  worth  I  knew  of  powers  that  I  poaacsaed, 
Tboo^  alighted  and  too  oft  misused.    Besidoa, 


Transiflut  and  idle,  lacked  not  Lot 

When  Folly  from  the  ftown  of  fleeting  Tl«  1 

Shrunk,  and  tbe  mind  experienced  in  iunril  m 

Conformity  as  just  as  that  of  old 

To  tha  end  and  imtteu  spirit  of  0»f  ■  i 

Whether  held  forth  in  NitoM  or 

Through  pr^nant  vision,  Beparst^  or  oujuorf  ■ 

When  f^m  our  better  selves  we  ban  tm  l«f 
Been  parted  by  the  harrying  world,  and  drof. 
Sick  of  its  bueiness,  of  its  pleasorea  tmj,  I 

How  graeioue,  how  bemgn,  ia  Solitude; 
How  potent  a  mere  image  of  her  away ; 
Most  potent  when  impressed  upoa  llu  mi 
With  an  appropriate  human  centre — hattH) 
Do^p  in  the  bosom  of  the  wildem 
Votary  (in  vast  cothedr'Jj.wliere  Qofc*',  . 
Is  trending,  where  no  otler  face  is  seen)  ■  * 
Kneeling  at  pmjere  :  or  watcjutan  on  the  (j 
W  Hghtbouse,  beaten  bj  Atiftotit  mw ; 
Oras  the  soul  of  that  great  Power  is  nw* 
Sometimes  embodied  on  a  publia  rosd. 
When,  for  the  night  deserted,  it  hhidm 
A  ohoracter  of  quiet  more  proTiRiiid 
Than  pathless  wastes. 

Once,  when  those  tunuwrl 
Were  flown,  and  autumn  bnmght  its  laam 
Of  oars  with  oars  contending,  sails  with  sd 

That— after!  had  left  a  floffer-dwked  torn 
(Whose  in-door  pastime,  lighted  up,  jorriied 
To  a  late  hour),  and  spirits  overwrongbl 
Wore  making  night  do  penance  for  s  dif 
Spent  in  a  round  of  strenuous  idlensss— 
My  homeward  counw  led  up  a  long  Mwnt 
Where  the  road's  watery  surfceo,  tothitop 
Of  that  sharp  rising,  glittered  to  the  moot 
And  bore  the  semblance  of  another  itmQ 
Stealing  with  silent  lapse  to  job  the  Imn* 
That  murmured  in  tho  vole.     All  else n*"^' 
No  living  thing  ajipeared  in  earth  or  tir, 
And,  save  tho  flowing  water's  peaa!ful.'^^_ 
Sound  there  woij  Dope—  but,  LirniinTiconliidna 
Shown  by  a  audiicn  turning  of  tllBJB*il.    "i,  .'i 
So  near  that,  alippiog  bock  into  tha  siuwlf   -"^ 
Of  a  thick  liawthoni,  I  could  maii  him  mI 
Uyself  unseen.    He  was  of  otature  tall. 
A  span  above  man's  common  measore.  IslL 
Stiff,  lank^jind  upright ;  a  more  mesgn  msa 
Was  never  seen  before  by  night  or  day- 
Long  were  his  arms,  pallid  hie  hands ;  hifltaoa* 
I  Looked  ghostly  in  the  moonlidit  ;_  frombsh^ 
I A  mile^tone^fQmiKDLiiim^  I  could  also  k« 
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18  clothed  in  military  garb, 

led,  yet  entire.    Companionless, 

;ending,  by  no  staff  sustained, 

and  in  his  very  dregs  appeared 

>9}»»im]^dty, 

;he  trappings  of  a  gaudy  world 

i^l)ad£^i^d.~  From  his  Ups,  ere 

muttered  sounds,  as  if  of  pain 
ueasy  thought ;  yet  still  his  form 
ame  awful  steadiness — at  his  feet 
tMy>  ^"^  rnniTMi  pnt.  From  self-blame 
r  free,  I  watched  him  thus  ,*  at  length 
ny  heart's  specious  cowardice, 
hady  nook  where  I  had  stood 
I  him.    Slowly  from  his  resting-place 
id  with  a  lean  and  wasted  arm 
»d  gesture  lifted  to  his  head 
ny  salutation ;  then  resumed 
1  as  before ;  and  when  I  asked 
r,  the  veteran,  in  reply, 
ir  slow  nor  eager ;  but,  unmoved, 

I  quiet  uncomplaining  voice, 
ir  of  mild  indifference, 

few  plain  words  a  soldier's  tale — 

e  Tropic  Islands  he  had  served, 

)  had  landed  scarcely  three  weeks  past ; 

8  landing  he  had  been  dismissed, 

iras  travelling  towards  his  native  home. 

,  I  said,  in  pity,  "  Come  with  me." 

d,  and  straightway  from  the  ground 

k  up 

staff  by  me  yet  unobserved — 

ich  must  have  dropped  from  his  slack 

d 

II  now  neglected  in  the  grass. 

eak  his  step  and  cautious,  he  appeared 
^thout  pain,  and  I  beheld. 


With  an  astonishment  but  ill  suppressed, 

HiiifgEo^Ty.JigBW.  moving  at  my  side ; 

Nor  couldJ,jRryi9JE9jfiuraiGQrfld.t^ 

To  turn  fjym  presentjffrdships  \o  the.  past. 

And  speak  of  war,  battle,  and  pes^leiipe, 

Sprinkling' {hiB  talk  with  questions,  better  spared, 

On  what  he  might  himself  have  seen  or  felt. 

He  all  the  while  was  in  demeanour  calm,      ^  ^^^ 

Concise  in  answer;  solemn  and  sublime         Si»>f»ft^c«. 

He  might  have  seemed,  but  that  in  all  he  said 

There  was  a  strange  half-absence,  as  of  one 

Knowing  too  well  {he  Importance  oTHs  theme, 

But  feeling  it  no  longer.    Our  discourse 

Soon  ended,  and  together  on  we  passed 

In  silence  through  a  wood  gloomy  and  stilL 

Up-turning,  then,  along  an  open  field. 

We  reached  a  cottage.    At  the  door  I  knocked. 

And  earnestly  to  charitable  care 

Commended  him  as  a  poor  friendless  man. 

Belated  and  by  sickness  overcome. 

Assured  that  now  the  traveller  would  repose 

In  comfort,  I  entreated  H^aJt  henceforth 

He  would  not  linger  in  the  public  ways. 

But  ask  for  timely  furtherance  and  help 

Such  as  his  state  required.    At  this  reproof 

With  the  same  ghastly  mildness  in  his  look, 

He  said,  "  My  trust  is  in  the  God  of  Heaven, 

And  in  the  eye  of  him  who  passes  me  1 " 

The  cottage  door  was  speedily  unbarred. 
And  now  the  soldier  touched  lus  hat  once  more 
With  his  lean  hand,  and  in  a  faltering  voices 
Whose  tone  bespake  reviving  interests 
Till  then  unfelt,  he  thanked  me ;  I  returned 
The  tarewell  blessing  of  the  patient  man. 
And  so  we  parted.    Back  I  cast  a  look. 
And  lingered  near  the  door  a  little  space. 
Then  sought  with  quiet  heart  my  distant  homo. 
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itemplation,  like  the  night^calm  felt 
arth  and  sky,  spreads  widely,  and  sends 

P 

>ul  its  tranquillising  power, 

I  sometimes  grieve  for  thee,  0  Man, 

ramount  Creature !  not  so  much  for  woes 


That  thou  endurest;  heavy  though  that  weight  be. 
Cloud-like  it  mounts,  or  touched  with  light  divine 
Doth  molt  away ;  but  for  those  palms  achieved. 
Through  length  of  time,  by  patient  exercise 
Of  study  and  hard  thought ;  there,  there,  it  is 
That  sadness  finds  its  fuel.    Hitherto, 
In  progress  through  this  Verse,  my  mind  hath 
looked 

H  H  8 
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UpoQ  tbe  spdikuig  face  ot  eutli  and  hesTao 

Ab  her  priiae  tetuber,  icteroourae  with  num 

EatabliEhod  by  tha  sovereigu  Intalleot, 

Who  through  tbat  bodily  utuge  hath  diO^ised, 

Ab  might  «iipBat  to  the  eye  of  fleatiiig  time, 

AdeatbleoBBplrit.  Tbon  aJao,  mui  I  but  wrought, 

For  ooromorce  of  thy  noiture  with  hetaelf, 

Thing*  thiit  aepire  to  nnooaquerable  lifo ; 

A  nd  yet  we  feel — we  cannot  choose  but  feel — 

That  they  muat  periah.    Tremblings  of  the  heart 

It  givos,  to  think  thitC  our  immort&l  being 

No  more  shall  need  such  gnnneala ;  and  yet  aaa. 

As  long  as  he  Hholl  be  the  child  of  sor^ 

Uight  almost "  weap  to  hive  "  what  he  may  los^ 

Nor  be  btcnself  aitiaguiihed,  but  aurvif^ 

AbJMt,  depressed,  forlom,  disconsolate. 

A  thongbt  is  with  me  sometimes,  and  I  say,-' 

Should  the  whole  frame  of  earth  by  mward  throee 

Be  wrenobed.orGre  comedown  fromEsr  to  scorch 

Her  pleaeant  habitatious,  and  dry  up 

Old  Ocean,  in  his  bad  left  singed  and  bare, 

Tet  would  the  living  Preaenca  Btill  aubuit 

ViotorioUB,  and  coiuposure  would  ensue, 

And  kiudlings  like  the  morning— preaage  sure 

Of  day  returning  and  of  life  rerived. 

But  all  the  mediUtioDB  of  mankind, 

Tea,  all  the  adamantine  holds  of  truth 

By  reasou  built,  or  paaaioD,  which  ilaelf 

Ishinliislrcaioii  in  a  soul  auMime: 

The  couaeiTiitod  worfca  of  Bard  noil  Sags, 

Sanfluoua  or  intollootunl,  wrought  by  mou, 

Twin  Ubourara  and  heira  of  the  same  hopes; 

Whore  would  they  be  ?     Oh  I  why  bath  not  the 

Mind 
Some  eltimaut  to  sttamp  her  image  on 
Iq  rtnturo  somewhat  noarer  to  bar  own! 
Wliy,  gifted  with  suLh  powers  to  send  abroad 
Her  apirit,  must  it  lodge  i 


ahrinea  aa  &ul  1 


One  day,  when  from  my  lipa  a  hke  eomplaiiit 
Hod  falleu  in  presence  of  a  ntudioua  friend, 
He  with  a  amile  made  answer,  that  in  truth 
'Twaa  goiog  far  to  Beck  disquietude  : 
But  on  the  front  of  hia  reproof  coufeasod 
That  be  l.imHelt  hnd  oftentimoa  given  way 
To  kindred  bauotiogs.     Whereupon  1  told, 
That  once  in  the  stillness  of  a  summar's  noon, 
While  I  waa  aaated  in  a  rocky  cava 
By  the  aea-iiija,  perusing,  bo  it  cbauoed. 
The  famous  history  of  the  errant  knight 
Recorded  by  Cervantes,  these  aamo  thoughts 
Beast  mo.  and  to  height  unusual  roae, 
While  listlessly  1  sale,  and,  having  closed 
Tbsbook,hadtumedmy  eyes  toward  the  wide  sea 


On  poetry  and  geometric  tralh,    """^  '  /" 
Aad_tlitir  highjrivilggB  of  IwlimJif*. ' 
From  all.  JnMrual  injury  eiempt. 
I  miued ;  upon  theu  chiefly :  and  at  Icogtli. 
Hy  senaea  yielding  to  the  sultry  ^.  I 

Sleep  seised  mc^  and  I  passed  into  a  drevo.       I 
I  saw  before  me  stretched  a  bomidlesa  plain      ! 
Of  oody  wilderness,  all  black  ood  Toid, 
And  as  I  looked  around,  distreaa  and  ftar 
Came  creeping  over  me,  when  at  my  adft 
Clost  at  my  side,  an  uncouth  shape  ^iptind 
Upon  a  dromedary,  mounteJ  hi^. 
Heaeemedan  Aiabof  Uia  Bedouin  tribs: 
A  lance  he  bore,  and  underneath  one  ana 
A  stone,  and  in  the  oppoaite  hand  a  shall  'r~J^ 
Of  a  Burpaasing  brightness.     At  the  sight    ^n- 1 
Much  I  rejoiced,  not  donbting  but  a  guide  H,  A. 
Was  present,  oue  who  with  unorring  atlU 
Would  through  the  desert  lead  me;  and  wliat;r* 
I  looked  and  looked,  salf-queslionod  »i»l  iW" 

freight 
Which  the  new  comer  carried  through  the  wiU 
Could  mean,  tlio  Arab  told  mo  that  the  rttm 
(To  give  it  in  the  langua^  ••!  the  dreun) 
Waa  "  Euclid's  Dement* ;  '  and  ■'  Thia."  siid  k 
"  Is  Bomethiug  of  more  worth ; "  and  at  tha  tvi 
Stretched  forth  the  shell,  aobaautifnl  in  ihif^ 
In  colour  so  resplendeet,  with  oomnuod 
That  I  shoold  hold  it  ti.  my  e»r.     I  M  so, 
And  heard  that  inatHnt  in  an  iii.known  looji* 
Which  yet  1  undontood,  artioulale  sound* 
A  loud  ETppheli.oJjlMt.of  hftrmony ;    !'-i''-1  'i 
Ad  Odo.  in  paaaion  uttered,  which  fowtaU  ^"^ 
Destrupffontoth s  children_of  Hie^ wUi 
Bj  deluge,  now  at  hand.    No  sooner  «ami 
The  song,  than  the  Arab  with  calm  look  did»" 
That  all  would  come  to  pass  of  which  tli<  m" 
Hod  given  forowaming,  and  that  he  hini»lf 
Whs  going  then  to  bury  those  twobooki: 
Tbe  one  that  held  acquuntance  with  lh«iW* 
Aud  wedded  soul  to  soul  in  purest  boad 
Of  reoBon,  undisturboii  by  gpaoa  or  tiins; 
fiie  other "tEat  wnaa  godi  yea  many  godi. 
Had  voices  more  than  all  the  winds,  wilh  pe« 
To  oihilarutB  the  apirit,  and  to  soothe. 
Through  eveiy  dims,  the  heart  of  huBua  tBi 
While  this  was  uttering,  atrange  a*  it  mij  ** 
I  wondered  not,  although  I  plainly  saw 
The  one  to  be  a  atone,  the  other  a  shall ; 
Nor  doubted  once  but  that  they  both  "O*  t"**^ 
Haviug  a  perfect  Suth  in  all  that  paned. 
Far  Btrongor,  bow,  grew  the  dealt*  1  f*'* 
To  cleave  unto  this  man ;  but  when  I  r™?^ 
To  ahore  his  euterprise,  he  humed  on 
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ollowed,  not  nnseen, 

ast  a  backward  look, 

!  treasure. — Lance  in  reet» 

pace  with  him ;  and  now 

d  become  the  knight 

efl  tella ;  yet  not  the  knight, 

the  desert  too ; 

r,  and  was  both  at  once. 

lan  wb  ile,  grew  more  disturbed; 

irds  when  he  looked,  mine  eyes 

wilderness  difiEuaed, 

light :  I  asked  the  cause : 

le  waters  of  the  deep 

"  qmckening  then  the  pace 

mature  he  bestrode, 

1  after  him  aloud ; 

'.,  with  his  twofold  charge 

fore  me,  full  in  view, 

the  illimitable  waste, 

•8  of  a  drowning  world 

bereat  I  waked  in  terror, 

ore  me,  and  the  book, 

1  reading,  at  my  side. 

from  the  world  of  sleep 
which  I  thus  beheld, 
'.  to  Lim  have  given  jt\a.^ivu. 
.  him  a  living  man,   .  **".'* 
the  desert,  crazed    "'     ^. 
and  internal  thought 
idless  solitudes ; 
mdering  upon  this  quest  I 
m ;  but  rather  felt 
/>  a  being  thus  employed ; 

o^Hjie  .bUod.AadjiseMJi^ 

reason  jiid  U&  QSmQhj^ . 

arth  to  take  in  charge 

lildren,  and  their  virgin  loves, 

he  heart  holds  dear ; 

90 ;  yea,  vnll  I  8ay,7li.^'v«i«''" 

bemess  the  approach 

oj  signs  in  earth 

lifest,  that  I  could  share 

inxiety,  and  go 

)ftentimes  at  least 

:  ontrancement  overcome, 

volume  in  my  hand, 

>f  inmiortal  verse, 

on,  labourers  divine  ! 

indeed,  must  be  the  power 
ich  could  thus  so  long 
best  of  other  guides 
left  un  thanked,  unpraised, 


Even  in  the  time  of  lisping  infancy ; 

And  later  down,  in  prattling  childhood  even, 

While  I  was  travelling  back  among  those  days, 

How  could  I  ever  play  an  ingrate's  part  1 

Once  more  should  I  have  made  those  bowers 

resound, 
By  intermingling  strains  of  thankfulness 
With  their  own  thoughtless  melodies;  at  least 
It  might  have  well  beseemed  me  to  repeat 
Some  simply  fashioned  tale,  to  tell  again. 
In  slender  accents  of  sweet  verse,  some  tale 
That  did  bewitch  me  then,  and  soothes  me  now. 
0  Friend  1  0  Poet  I  brother  of  my  soul. 
Think  not  that  I  could  pass  along  untouched 
By  these  remembrances.    Tet  wherefore  speak  1 
Why  call  upon  a  few  weak  words  to  say 
What  is  already  written  in  the  hearts 
Of  all  that  breathe  1 — ^what  in  the  path  of  all 
Drops  daily  from  the  tongue  of  every  child. 
Wherever  man  is  found  1    The  trickling  tear 
Upon  the  cheek  of  listening  In&ncy 
Proclaims  it,  and  the  insuperable  look 
That  drinks  as  if  it  never  could  be  full. 


1; 


That  portion  of  my  story  I  shall  leave 
There  registered :  whatever  else  of  power 
Or  pleasure  sown,  or  fostered  thus,  may  be 
Peculiar  to  myself,  let  that  remain 
Where  still  it  works,  though  hidden  from  all 

search 
Among  the  depths  of  time.    Tet  is  it  just 
That  here,  in  memory  of  all  books  which  lay 
Their  sure  foundations  in  the  heart  of  man, 
Whether  by  native  prose,  or  numerous  verse. 
That  in  the  name  of  all  inspirM  souls — 
From  Homer  the  g^reat  Thunderei^  from  the  voice 
That  roars  along  the  bed  of  Jewish  sonfl^ 
Ana  that  more  varied  and  elaborate, 
Those  trumpet-tonesjgf  hfrrtijppy  that  shako 
Our  shores  in  England, — from  those  loftiost  notes 
Down  to  the  low  and  wren-like  warblings^  made 
For  cottagers  and  spinners  at  the  wheel. 
And  sun-burnt  travellers  resting  their  tired  limbs, 
Stretched  under  wayside  hedge-rows,  ballad  tunes, 
Food  for  the  hungry  ears  of  little  ones, 
And  of  old  men  who  have  survived  their  joys— 
'Tis  just  that  in  behalf  of  these,  the  works, 
And  of  the  men  that  framed  them,  whether  known 
Or  sleeping  nameless  in  their  scattered  graves, 
That  I  should  here  assert  their  rights,  attest 
Their  honours,  and  should,  once  for  all,  pronounce 
Their  benediction ;  speak  of  them  as  Powers 
For  ever  to  be  hallowed ;  only  less, 
For  what  we  are  and  what  we  may  become, 
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Than  Nsluro'g  self,  which  U  the  bre»th  of  God, 
Or  Hi«  pure  Word  by  mitaclo  ravB»leil. 

Rarelj  ^d  iritU  islsiDbuiBe  vauM  Latoop 
itf  I    '^Dtransilmy.UieiDe*;  Jot  I  rojoioe, 

Lnd,  bfthcao  ttiougbtaadnionished,  will  poar  out 
TUonkB  ntth  uplifted  heart,  that  I  via  reared 
Safe  from  on  evil  irhieh  these  dnys  h»Te  Inid 
Upon  the  cbildren  of  the  land,  n  peat 
That  loiglit  hsva  dried  mo  up,  bod;  and  souL 
This  veno  is  dedicate  to  Nature's  self, 
And  things  that  teooli  as  Nalura  teaches :  then, 
Oh  1  where  had  beon  the  Uan,  the  Poet  where, 
Where  had  we  been,  we  two,  beloved  Friend  I 

u  the  MOIDD  of  unperiioufl  choice. 
In  lieu  of  wondering,  oa  we  did,  through  valea 
Rich  with  indigenoui  produce,  open  groand 
Of  Fancy,  happy  ponturea  ranged  at  will, 
Wehad  been  followed. hourly  watclied.andnooeed, 
Each  in  Lie  eeveml  melnncholj  walk 

inged  like  a  poor  miui's  heifer  at  its  feed, 
I  tbrou|;h  the  lanea  in  forlorn  servitude  ; 
Or  rather  like  a  BtallM  ox  debarred 
Pram  touch  of  growing  gna?,  that  may  not  taata 
\.  flovrer  till  it  have  yielded  up  its  aweeta 
A  prelibatioQ  to  the  mower'e  ecythe. 


And  eho  herself  from  tbo  maternnl  bond 
Still  undiachnrged  ;  yet  doth  ahe  little  more 
an  move  with  them  in  tendemcaa  nnd  love, 

d  DOW  and  Dieo,  alike  from  need  of  thein 
And  coll  of  her  own  natural  appctilea, 
She  ecrutcliea,  rauaacks  up  the  earth  for  food. 
Which  they  partake  ot  pleaaure.     Emly  died 
Hy  honoured  Mother,  aha  who  was  the  benrt 
And  hinge  of  all  our  loarniuga  and  our  loves; 
She  left  ua  deatituto,  and,  us  we  might, 
Trooping  together.    Little  suits  it  me 
To  brook  upon  the  aabbath  of  her  reat 
With  any  thought  that  looks  at  ottiers"  blame ; 
Nor  would  1  pmiae  her  but  in  perfct:t  love. 
Henee  am  1  chocked :  but  lot  me  boldly  aay, 
In  gratitude,  and  for  the  sake  of  truth, 
Unheard  by  her,  that  she,  not  Gilacty  taught^ 
Fetching  her  goodneaa  ralher  from  times  poat^ 
Than  shaping  novelties  for  times  to  come. 
Rod  DO  pro^um[ition,  no  nuuh  jealousy. 
Nor  did  by  habit  of  her  thought*  mistmat 
Our  nature,  but  hod  virtual  faith  that  He 


Who  SUb  the  mother's  brteet  with  iimoeailailk, 
Doth  alao  tor  our  nobler  part  provide. 
Under  Hie  great  correction  and  ooDlnl, 

moceat  iu>tinct«,  and  as  ionoeent  Giod ; 
Or  draws  for  minds  that  are  lell  fno  to  tnul 
In  the  slmplicitioi  of  opening  Ufe 
Sweet  hone;  out  of  spunad  or  dnmded  vgcda 
Thia  wu  her  creed,  and  therefore  she  watpim 
From  aimoua  fcor  ot  error  or  mishap. 
And  evil,  overweeningly  lo  oJlcd  ; 
Waa  not  pufTed  up  by  false  unnatural  hofCk 
Nor  aelfiah  with  nnne<jeBHU7  cam, 
Nor  with  impatience  from  tha  bobiod  airi 
More  than  ite  timely  produce ;  lather  lovtd 
The  houra  fbt  whnt  they  are,  than  from  lejiri 
Qlonced  on  tbeir  pramiaea  in  mllesi  pride. 
Such  was  she — not  from  faculties  more  ilwiij 
Than  others  have,  but  from  the  tinw^  pafaW, 
And  apot  in  which  ahe  lived,  andthrou^afita 
Of  modcat  mcokn™,  aimple-mindedoan 
A  heart  that  fouod  benignity  ood  bop^ 
Being  itself  bonign. 

My  drift  I  feu 
la  aoircely  obvious ;  but,  that  commcD  suuc 
May  try  this  modem  system  by  its  fruits, 
Leave  let  me  take  to  pUce  before  her  ai^ 
A  specimsD  pourtrayed  with  faithful  band. 
Foil  early  trainsd  to  worahip  asDinliiiss^ 
Thjs^mode]  ofacbUd  is  never  known 
To  Uii:;  in  yuarrela;  that  ivtro  far  bcnn'b 
Its  dignity;  with  gtt^  he  hubbies  o^er 
Aa  generous  as  a  fouutain;  eelGahDesa 
May  not  come  near  him,  nor  the  little  thi«( 
Of  Sitting  pleaiures  tempt  hiui  fromhiapK^' 
The  KBiideriiig  beggars  propagate  his  Dima 
Uutob  creatures  find  him  tender  as  a  nua, 

natural  or  aupomatural  fear,       )Vr  '  -^^ 
Uuless  it  leap  upon  him  in  a  dream, 

iches  him  not.     To  enhance  the  wondc-M 
n  arch  bia  notices,  how  nice  his  aoue 
Ofthoridiculoua;  Dot  bluid  is  hs 
To  the  broad  folliea  of  the  lieensed  worli 
,  innocent  himself  witlial,  though  ahr««4 
i  can  read  lecture*  upon  iiuioeenc«; 

Sblpa  he  can  guide  across  the  pathless  atk 
tell  you  all  their  cunning;  ha  caa  M^ 
inaida  of  the  earth.  aDLJ  apell  the  Stan; 
He  kuowi  the  policies  of  foreign  lauds  ;  I 

Can  string  you  a»mes  of  dislricta,  dties,  loWa 
The  whole  world  over,  tight  aa  beads  ofde* 
Upon  a  gossamer  thread;  he  sifts,  he  «ei<lhs: 
All  things  are  put  lo  question ;  he  most  live 
Knowing  that  he  groivs  wiser  ovary  daf 
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e  at  all,  and  seeing  too 
p  of  wisdom  as  it  falls 
ing  cistern  of  his  heart : 
ural  growth  the  trainer  blame, 
-Poor  human  vanity, 
iuguished,  little  would  be  left 
d  truly  love ;  but  how  escape  1 
thought  of  pui*er  birth 
dm  toward  a  better  clime, 
Idler  still  is  on  the  watch 
)ack,  and  pound  him,  like  a  stray, 
fold  of  his  own  conceit, 
grandame  earth  is  grieved  to  find 
^  which  her  love  designed  for  him, 
in  their  woodland  beds  the  flowers 
river  sides  are  all  forlorn, 
ice  again  the  wishing  cap 
and  the  invisible  coat 
ant-killer,  Robin  Hood, 
he  forest  with  St  Qeorge  ! 
>9e  love  is  here,  at  least,  doth  reap 
ain,  that  he  forgets  himsel£ 

7  workmen  of  our  later  age, 

*oad  highway,  have  overbridged 

laoa  of  futurity, 

*  bidding  ;  they  who  have  the  skill 

)ks,  and  things,  and  make  them  act 

Is  aa  surely  as  the  sun 

ower ;  the  keepers  of  our  time, 

1  wardens  of  our  faculties, 

heir  prescience  would  control 

md  to  the  very  road 

7e  fashioned  would  confine  us  down, 

when  will  their  presumption  learn, 

reasonin^progrgss  of  the  world 

s  at  work  for  us, 

lan  theirs,  most  prodigal 

id  most  studious  of  our  good, 

lecm  our  most  imfruitful  hours  1 

a  Boy  :  ye  knew  him  well,  ye  cliflfe 
Winander  ! — many  a  time 
en  the  earliest  stars  began 
the  edges  of  the  hills, 
ig,  would  he  stand  alone 
ees  or  by  the  glimmering  lake, 
h  fingers  interwoven,  both  hands 
palm  to  palm,  and  to  his  mouth 
( through  an  instrument, 
otings  to  the  silent  owls, 
t  answer  him ;  and  they  would  shout 
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Across  the  watery  vale,  and  shout  again, 
Responsive  to  his  call,  with  quivering  peals, 
And  long  halloos  and  screams,  and  echoes  loud. 
Redoubled  and  redoubled,  concourse  wild 
Of  jocund  din ;  and,  when  a  lengthened  pause 
Of  silence  came  and  baffled  his  best  skill, 
Then  sometimes,  in  that  silence  while  he  hung 
Listening,  a  gentle  shock  of  mild  surprise 
Has  carried  far  into  his  heart  the  voice 
Of  mountain  torrents ;  or  the  visible  scene 
Would  enter  imawares  into  his  mind, 
With  all  its  solemn  imagery,  its  rock% 
Its  woods,  and  that  uncertain  heaven,  received 
Into  the  bosom  of  the  steady  lake. 

This  Boy  was  taken  from  his  mates,  and  died 
In  childhood,  ere  he  was  full  twelve  years  old. 
Fair  is  the  spot,  most  beautiful  the  vale 
Where  he  was  bom ;  the  grassy  churchyard  hangs 
Upon  a  slope  above  the  village  school. 
And  through  that  churchyard  when  my  way  has 

led 
On  summer  evenings,  I  believe  that  there 
A  long  half  hour  together  I  have  stood 
Mute,  looking  at  the  grave  in  which  he  lies  I 
Even  now  appears  before  the  mind's  clear  eye 
That  self-same  village  church ;  I  see  her  sit 
(The  throned  Lady  whom  erewhile  we  hailed) 
On  her  green  hill,  forgetful  of  this  Boy     l\  ■  ^  (.i^id 
\Vho  slumbers  at  her  feet, — forgetful,  too^j.. 
Of  all  her  silent  neighbourhood  of  graves, 
And  listening  only  to  the  gladsome  sounds 
That,  from  the  rural  school  ascending,  play 
Beneath  her  and  about  her.    May  she  long 
Behold  a  race  of  young  ones  like  to  those 
With  whom  I  herded  1 — (easily,  indeed, 
We  might  have  fed  upon  a  fatter  soil 
Of  arts  and  letters — but  be  that  foigiven)— 
A  race  of  real  children ;  not  too  wise. 
Too  learned,  or  too  good ;  but  wanton,  fresih. 
And  bandied  up  and  down  by  love  and  hate ; 
Not  unresentful  where  self-justified; 
Fierce,  moody,  patient,  venturous,  modest,  shy ; 
Mad  at  their  sports  like  withered  leaves  in  winds ; 
Though  doing  wrong  and  suffering,  and  full  oft 
Bending  beneath  our  life's  mysterious  weight 
Of  pain,  and  doubt,  and  fear,  yet  yielding  not 
In  happiness  to  the  happiest  upon  earth. 
Simplicity  in  habit,  truth  in  speech. 
Be  these  the  dxiily  strengthenere  of  their  minds; 
May  books  and  Nature  be  their  early  joy ! 
And  knowledge,  rightly   honoured   with   that 

name — 
Knowledge  not  purchased  by  the  loss  of  power  I 
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Well  do  I  rail  to  milid  the  very  week 

Wh«a  I  wu  fi™t  intrusted  to  tlio  cars 
0(  that  iweet  Valley  ;  when  its  paUis,  iW  shores, 
And  brooks  wero  liko  a  dreaui  of  novaltj 
To  my  lialf-inffUit  tbougbta  ;  that  very  week. 
While  I  «afl  roving  n[>  and  down  aloiio, 
Soeking  I  koea  not  what,  1  clumoed  to  croaa 
Quo  of  thoaeDpen  fields,  nbicii,  ah&ped  like  can, 
Hake  green  penintulu  on  Estliwa.itu'a  Lake  : 
Twilight  vim  coming  on,  yet  through  tiie  g\aain 
Apt'csred  distinctly  on  the  oppoaite  uhore 
enp  of  gomieutB,  ua  if  left  by  ona 
1  might  biTB  there  been  b&tbing.    Long  I 

watcbod, 
QO  ooe  ovnad  them ;  meannhils  tho  calm  isfco 
I  Qraw  dork  with  all  the  shadows  ou  its  breaat, 
I  And,  now  and  then,  a  Gab  np-leaping  snapped 
Tho  breotbleu  Btilhiees.     The  succBcdiug  day. 
Those  nnulaimed  gnrments  telling  a  pliiiii  talo 
Drew  tu  theapot  an  auuoui  crowd  ;  souie  looked 
In  paaaive  ezpect&tioD  from  the  ahorc. 
While  from  a  boat  othere  bung  o'er  the  deep, 
Soonding  with  grapplmg  irona  aud  long  polefi. 
,t  toat,  the  dead  man,  'mid  that  besuteooit  scene 
If  trees  and  hilla  and  water,  bolt  upright 
,  KoM,_witb  hia  ghaatl;  face,  a  apeotro  ^ape 
Of  terror  J  yst  no  soul-deboeiag  (obi:. 
Young  aa  I  wao,  a  child  not  nine  yeara  old, 
iPossaaaed  me,  fur  my  inner  eye  had  seen 
Sucli  Bights  before,  among  tlio  shiuiug  streams 
Of  faSry  land,  the  foraat  of  romance. 
Their  spirit  ballowed  the  ead  spectacle 
With  decoration  of  ideal  Rroca  ;  (-[^  i  jj^ 

A  dignity,  a  amoothnoaB,  like  tho  works         

Of  Orooian  art,  and  purest  poesy. 

A  preciona  treaanre  hod  1  long  poaaeaaed, 
A  little  yellow,  eanTSfl-coverod  book, 
A  slender  abstract  of  tlie  Arabian  tales  ; 
And,  from  companions  in  a  new  abodo, 
When  firat  I  learnt,  that  tbia  dear  priie  of  mine 
Woa  but  a  block  hewn  from  a  mighty  qiuury— 
Thot  there  wore  four  largo  Tolumes,  iadon  all 
With  kindred  matter,  'twos  to  me,  in  truth, 
A  promiao  scarcely  earthly.     Inslantly, 
With  one  not  richer  than  myaelf,  I  made 
A.  coTOnanl  that  each  abould  lay  aside 
The  moneys  he  poaaeaaed,  and  hoard  up  more, 

a  joint  savings  had  amassed  enough 
To  make  tliis  book  our  own.     TLmugb  several 

months, 

In  B|iito  of  all  temptation,  we  prcecrred 
Seligiouslj  that  vow  ;  but  firmneea  failed, 
we  ever  coistera  of  our  wish. 


And  when  tbereoAer  t«  my  fatbcr'i  hooM 
The  holiilays  returned  mo,  therv  lo  find 
That  golden  store  of  boeka  which  1  hid  hH. 
What  Joy  woi  mbe  I     How  often  in  llu  matt 
Of  thoae  glad  reapitea.  though  a  wd  irml  n 
Hiiffled  the  wateni  to  the  angler's  viiih. 
For  a  whole  da;  together,  hare  I  laia 
Downbythy»id«,ODentent1  murmiiHiijt''»tt, 
On  tho  bat  stonen,  and  in  the  glariug  uui, 
And  there  have  ratd,  devouring  •■  1  read, 
Defrauding  the  day's  glory,  deapente  I 
Till  with  a  sudden  bound  of  amort  repltar^ 
Such  as  an  idler  deals  with  in  hia  ahamS^ 
I  to  the  sport  betook  myself  agnin. 

A  gT»cioui  spirit  o'er  this  earth  pn*iil« 
And  o'er  the  heart  of  man ;  iDfiublj 
It  comes,  to  works  of  imrcprovod  deli^ 
And  tendency  benign,  directing  then 
n'ho  care  not,  know  not.  think  not  wliat  ittflii 
The  talcs  that  charm  away  the  n^rfal  >>i|M   J 
Id  Anby,  fomaneea  i  legeudi  pcnnsd 
For  solace  by  dim  light  of  munkiib  Iwa;*; 
PictJons,  for  ladies  of  their  love,  deviwl 
By  youthful  aqoires;  adrtinturee  idJIm^V" 
By  the  diamantled  watiiar  in  old  Ig^ 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  those  vefy  aohmnH 
In  which  his  youth  did  first  ei 
These  spread  lihc  diiy,  and  souiothiu 
Of  these  will  Uve  till  man  shaU  be  U"  mm. 
ilumh  yeaming",  bidden  appetitee.  are  sun. 
And  Ihty  must  have  their  food.    0_ur  ehiiJtw^ 


[  guess  not  what  this  tells  of  BeinK  past. 
Nor  what  it  augun  of  the  life  tu  come ; 

ao  it  ia,  and,  in  that  dubioua  hour. 

I;  twilight  when  we  firnt  bt^in  to  Me 
TluB  dawnin_g  earth,  to  recognise,  eipec^ 
And^in_thB  long  probation  that  enausa, 

time  of  trial,  ere  we  leom  to  lite 

Qconcilement  with  our  stinted  powen; 
"To  endure  this. Blalo  of  meagre  TusaJa^ 
Unwilling  to  forego,  eonfoas,  aubniil. 
Uneasy  and  unaettlod,  yoke-feJlUHB 

luatom,  mettleaome,  and  not  yet  tamed 

And  humbled  down;  oh  !  then  we  f(sL  weM 

We  know  where  we  have  friends.    Ye  dreiin* 

then, 

Porgera  of  daring  tales  '.  we  bleos  you  then. 
Impoelora,  drivellers,  dotards,  aa  the  ape 
Philosophy  will  call  you  :  lirn  we  feel 
With  what,  and  how  great  might  ye  are  inlsig 
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ke  our  wish,  our  power,  our  thought  a 

eed, 

re,  a  posBeasion, — ^ye  whom  time 

soni  Berve ;  all  Faculties  to  whom 

ouchee,  the  elements  are  potter's  clay, 

le  a  heaven  filled  up  with  northern  lights, 

»where,  there,  and  everywhere  at  onoe. 

luishing  this  lofty  eminence 
ind,  though  humbler,  not  the  less  a  tract 
ime  isthmus,  which  our  spirits  cross 
ess  from  their  native  continent 
I  and  himian  life,  the  Song  might  dwell 
delightful  time  of  growing  youth, 
■aving  for  the  marvellous  gives  way 
gtbening  love  for  things  that  we  have  seen ; 
>ber  truth  and  steady  sympathies, 
to  notice  by  less  daring  pens, 
ner  hold  of  us,  and  words  themselves 
with  oonscious  pleasure. 

I  am  sad 
;ht  of  rapture  now  for  ever  flown ; 
x>  tears  I  sometimes  could  be  sad 
:  of,  to  read  over,  many  a  page, 
rithal  of  name,  which  at  that  time 
ir  fail  to  entrance  me,  and  are  now 
my  eyes,  dead  as  a  theatre 
aptied  of  spectators.    Twice  five  years 
'.  might  have  seen,  when  first  my  mind 
[iscious  pleasure  opened  to  the  charm 
9  in  tuneful  order,  found  them  sweet 
r  own  takes,  a  passion,  and  a  power; 
«see  pleased  me  chosen  for  delight, 
tp,  or  love.    Oft,  in  the  public  roads 
requented,  while  the  morning  light 
lowing  the  hill  tops,  I  went  abroad 
lear  friend,  and  for  the  better  part 
lelightful  hours  we  strolled  along 
till  borders  of  the  misty  lake, 
ig  fiivourite  verses  with  one  voice, 
ing  more,  as  happy  as  the  birds 


That  round  us  chaunted.  Well  might  we  be  glad. 

Lifted  above  the  ground  by  airy  fancies. 

More  bright  than  madness  or  the  dreams  of  wine ; 

And,  though  full  oft  the  objects  of  our  love 

Were  fisdse,  and  in  their  splendour  overwrought, 

Tet  was  there  surely  then  no  vulgar  power 

Working  within  us, — nothing  less,  in  truth. 

Than  that  most  noble  attribute  of  man. 

Though  yet  untutored  and  inordinate, 

That  wish  for  something  loftier,  more  adorned. 

Than  is  the  common  aspect,  daily  garb. 

Of  human  life.    What  wonder,  then,  if  sounds 

Of  exultation  echoed  through  the  groves  ! 

For,  images,  and  sentiments,  and  words. 

And  everything  encountered  or  pursued 

In  that  delicious  world  of  poesy. 

Kept  holiday,  a  never-ending  show, 

With  music,  incense,  festival,  and  flowers  I 

Here  must  we  pause  :  this  only  let  me  add. 
From  heart-experience,  and  in  humblest  sense 
Of  modesty,  that  he,  who  in  his  youth 
A  daily  wanderer  among  woods  and  fields 
With  living  Nature  hath  been  intimate, 
Not  only  in  that  raw  unpractised  time 
Is  stirred  to  extasy,  as  others  are. 
By  glittering  verse ;  but  further,  doth  receive. 
In  measure  only  dealt  out  to  himself, 
Knowledge  and  increase  of  enduring  joy 
From  the  great  Nature  that  exists  in  works 
Of  mighty  Poets.    Visionary  power 
Attends  the  motions  ojf  the  viewless  winda, 
Embodied  in  the  mystery  of  words: 
lliere,  darkness  makes  abode,  and  all  the  host 
Of  shadowy  things  work  endless  changes, — there^ 
As  in  a  mansion  like  their  proper  home. 
Even  forms  and  substances  are  circumfused 
By  that  transparent  veil  with  light  divine. 
And,  through  the  turnings  intricate  of  verse, 
Present  themselves  as  objects  recognised. 
In  flashes,  and  with  glory  not  their  own. 
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CAMBRIDGE  AND  THE  ALPa 

Tub  loaves  were  fsding  irheu  to  EBtbwute'abBftt 
And  the  Bimplicitiea  af  cottage  liJe 
I  b&de  farewell ;  and,  aiw  vnoiig  the  youth 
Who,  BimunmMd  l<;  tltat  eeasou,  reunite 
Ae  Bcatlercd  birds  troop  to  the  fowler's  lure, 
Went  bnck  to  Omnta's  cloisters,  not  bo  prompt 
Or  soger,  though  us  gay  and  undepressed 
In  mind,  as  when  I  theuce  had  tiiken  flight 
A  few  short  months  bsfore.     I  turued  my  fuce 
Without  rapimng  from  tbe  covei  and  benights 
Clothed  in  the  sunabine  of  tba  withering  fern  ; 
Quitted,  not  loth,  the  mild  raagmticeDce 
Of  calmer  lakee  and  louder  streams  :  aail  jon, 
I  Fnink-henrted  maids  of  rocky  Cnmberlnud, 
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Relinquished,  Bud  four  nights  of  revelry, 
I  And  in  mj  own  unlovelj  cell  aato  dovn 
la  lightsome  mood — such  privilege  has  ;outh 
That  cannot  i«ke  long  leave  of  pleasant  thoughts. 

The  bonds  of  indolent  aodoty 
Relaxing  in  their  hold,  hunceforth  1  lived 
More  to  inyaolf.     Two  winters  mn;  be  puBat>d 
Without  a  separate  notice  :  man;  books 
\yare  skimmed,  devoured,  or  studiously  perused. 
But  with  no  settled  plan.     I  was  detached 
Internally  from  academic  cores ; 
Yet  independcQt  study  seemed  a  course 
Of  hardy  disobedience  toward  frienda 
And  kindred,  proud  rebellion  and  unkind. 
This  spurioua  virtua,  rather  let  it  bear 
A  name  it  now  deserves,  this  cowardii-e, 
Qave  treacherous  saoction  to  that  uvar-love 
Of  freedom  which  oncoumgcd  me  to  turn 
From  regulations  even  of  my  own 
Aa  from  restrsinta  and  bonds.  Yet  who  can  tell — 
Who  knows  wliat  thus   may  have   been  gaiueil, 

both  then 
And  at  a  later  acason,  or  preserved  ; 
What  love  of  nature,  what  nrigiuo!  strength 
Of  contemplation,  what  iutnitive  truths 
Tbe  deepest  anfi  the  beat,  what  keeu  research, 
UnbiasBed,  unbewildered,  and  unawcd  ? 

with  ma  at  that  timo ; 


Of  pretant  hqipiness,  wbUe  future  yean 
Lacked  not  anticipations,  tender  dinuus, 
No  few  of  which  bave  aince  been  rcalJKd; 
And  some  remain,  hope*  for  my  future  lifti, 
Four  yean  and  thirty,  told  thii  very  week. 
Have  1  been  now  a  aojoumer  on  earth, 
Hy  sorrow  not  unimitten;  yet  for  mo 
Life's  morning  radiance  hath  not  l«ft  the  bJlb 
Her  dew  is  on  the  floweis.     Ttiose  wel  e  the  4f 
Which  also  £r«t  emboldened  ma  lo  truit  | 

With  hmineaa.  hitherto  but  elightly  toudifJ      J 
By  such  a  danng  thought,  that  I  mifht  IcDVi 
behind  me  which  pun  he 


IShoutd 

Jtaiotained  oven  by  tbe  very  name  and  llunsM 
Of  printed  books  and  autborabip,  be^a 
To  melt  away ;  and  further,  the  dread  >«• 
Ut  mighty  namea  waa  softened  down  and  Mati 
Approachable,  admitting  feUombip 
Of  modest  sympathy.    Such  aspect  now, 
Tliougb  not  familiarly,  my  mind  put  tin. 
Content  to  obaerve,  to  oehiere.  and  to  eiljtj. 

All  winter  lonp,  whenever  free  le  cbetae. 
Did  I  by  night  frequent  the  College  eron 
And  tributary  walks ;  the  last,  and  i^ft 
The  only  one,  who  had  been  lingering  llist 
Through  hours  of  ailcuce,  till  tbe  pDner'i  Iwl. 
A  punctual  follower  on  the  stroke  of  nine. 
Rang  with  its  blunt  unceremonious  voiir, 
Ineiorabie  summons  I     Lofty  elms, 
Ini'itiug  sbadea  of  opportune  recess, 
Bestowed  composure  on  a  neighbourhood 
LTnpeacoful  in  iCaelf.     A  sin^ts  tree 
With  sinuous  trunk,  boughs  exquisitely  vmtlitd, 
Orew  there  ;  an  ash  which  Winter  for  bimwU 
Decked  out  with  pride,  and  with  outlaodiih  p** 
Up  from  the  ground,  and  almost  to  the  lop. 
The  trunk  and  evetj  moiter  branch  xtm  gna 
^^'lth  clustering  ivy,  and  the  lightsome  l«ip 
And  outer  spray  profusely  tipped  with  M«di 
TiiAt  hung  ui  yellotv  tassels,  while  tbe  air 
t^tirred  them,  not  voiceless.     Often  hive  1  tW« 
I'oot-bouud  uplooking  at  this  lovely  tree 
Beneath  a  frosty  moon.     Tbe  hemi«|ihere 
Of  mugic  fiction,  voiae  of  mine  perchance 
May  never  tread  ;  but  scarcely  Spenser's  lelf 
Could  have  more  tmnquil  visionj  in  bis  Jcutli, 
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Jd  more  bright  appearances  create 
nan  forms  with  superhaman  powers, 
[  beheld  loitering  on  calm  clear  nights 
beneath  this  fury  work  of  earth. 

Lhe  Tagae  reading  of  a  tniant  youth 

9  idle  to  descants    My  inner  judgment 

Idom  differed  from  my  taste  in  books, 

b  appo'tained  to  another  mind, 

et  the  books  which  then  I  valued  most 

tarest  to  me  now  ;  for,  haying  scanned, 

sedlessly,  the  laws,  and  watched  the  forms 

ture,  in  that  knowledge  I  possessed 

dard,  often  usefully  applied, 

when  unconsciously,  to  things  removed 

a  fi^mili^r  sympathy. — In  fine, 

ft  better  judge  of  thoughts  than  words, 

.  in  estimating  words,  not  only 

omon  iaanpariflwe  of  youth, 

r  the  trade  in  classic  niceties, 

iDgerous  craft  of  culling  term  and  phrase 

languages  that  want  the  living  voice 

ry  meaning  to  the  natural  heart ; 

I  us  what  is  passion,  what  is  truth, 

reason,  what  simplicity  and  sense. 

may  we  not  entirely  overlook 
leasure  gathered  from  the  rudiments 
metric  science.     Though  advanced 
•e  inquiries,  with  regret  I  speak, 
ther  than  the  threshold,  there  I  found 
tlevation  and  composed  delight: 
Indian  awe  and  wonder,  ignorance  pleased 
its  own  struggles,  did  I  meditate 
i  relation  those  abstractions^hflar 
tnre'alawB^  and  by  what  process  led, 
immaterial  agents  bowed  their  heads    / 
iojfSTfi  i]ifi.mind.  of  earth-bom  man ; 
star  to  star,  from  kindred  sphere  to  sphere, 
system  on  to  system  without  end. 

«  frequently  from  the  same  source  I  drew 
«ure  quiet  and  profound,  a  sense 
manent  and  universal  sway, 
aramount  belief;  there,  recognised 
i,  for  finite  natures,  of  the  one 
216  Existence,  the  surpassing  life 
I — ^to  the  boundaries  of  space  and  time, 
lancboly  space  and  doleful  time, 
ior  and  incapable  of  change, 
rached  by  welterings  of  passion — is, 
ath  the  name  o^  God.   Tragflcandent  peace 
il«iioe  did  await  upon  these  thoughts 
a  frequent  oomfort  to  my  youth. 


Tis  told  by  one  whom  stormy  waters  threw. 
With  fellow-sufferers  by  the  shipwreck  spared. 
Upon  a  desert  coast,  that  having  brought 
To  land  a  single  volume,  saved  by  chance, 
A  treatise  of  Geometry,  he  wont. 
Although  of  food  and  clothing  destitute, 
And  beyond  common  wretchedness  depressed. 
To  part  from  company  and  take  this  book 
(Then  first  a  self-taught  pupil  in  its  truths) 
To  spots  remote,  and  draw  his  diagrams 
With  a  long  staff  upon  the  sand,  and  thus 
Did  oft  beguile  his  sorrow,  and  almost      ^iijrh^f^**)  m  «m  »«^ 
Foget  his  feeling :  so  (if  like  effect     *^  '*•  ^** S  ^  HM^s 
From  the  same  cause  produced,  'mid  outward  ^J•**•^^ 

things 
So  different,  may  rightly  be  compared)^ 
So  was  it  then  with  me,  and  so  will  be 
With  Poets  ever.    Mighty  is  the  chamrl  q^^  v«;t^ 

Of  those  abstractions  to.  ftlftiSl&gapt"    | 

With  images  and  haunted  by  herself,  J 
Ajid  specially  delighiful  unto  me 
Was  that  clear  synthesis  built  up  aloft 
So  gracefully ;  even  then  when  it  appeared 
Not  more  than  a  mere  plaything,  or  a  toy 
To  sense  embodied :  not  the  thing  it  is 
In  verity,  an^indppei^dent  worlj- 
Created  out  of  pure  intelligence. 

*»-.-«^ .^-w •      ~i  ■    ^ii'  ~    •  m^T^  -will  I  !■    I  HI  I  I  ■fflr~^~^'^ 

Such  dispositions  then  were  mine  unearned 
By  aught,  I  fear,  of  genuine  desert — 
Mine,  through  heaven's  grace  and  inborn  aptitudes. 
And  not  to  leave  the  story  of  that  time 
Imperfect,  with  these  habits  must  be  joined. 
Moods  melancholy,  fits  of  spleen,  that  loved 
A  pensive  sky,  sad  days,  and  piping  winds. 
The  twilight  more  than  dawn,  autumn  than  spring; 
A  treasured  and  luxurious  gloom  of  choice 
And  inclination  mainly,  and  the  mere 
Redundancy  of  youth's  contentedness. 
— To  time  thus  spent,  add  multitudes  of  hours 
Pilfered  away,  by  what  the  Bard  who  sang 
Of  the  Enchanter  Indolence  hath  called 
'*  Good-natured  lounging,"  and  behold  a  map 
Of  my  collegiate  life—  far  less  intense 
Than  duty  called  for,  or,  without  regard 
To  duty,  might  have  sprung  up  of  itself 
By  change  of  accidents,  or  even,  to  speak 
Without  unkindness,  in  another  place. 
Yet  why  take  refuge  in  that  plea?— the  fault, 
This  I  repeat,  was  mine ;  mine  be  the  blame. 

In  summer,  moving  quest  for  works  of  art» 
Or  scenes  renowned  for  beauty,  I  explored 
That  streamlet  whoee  blue  current  works  its  way 
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0  DpTedale'g  spiiy  roclu ; 
Priad  iiita  Yorkahire  d&Iei,  or  bidden  Incti 
Of  m;  own  nutive  region,  And  wu  bleat 
Between  Ibese  Eundry  waodeliugs  witb  a  joy 
Aba«e  alt  joys,  CbaC  seemed  ajiather  mom 
Etien  ou  mid  dood  ;   bleet  iriUi  the  presoiice. 

Of  tbat  sole  Siatar,  her  wbo  hath  been  long 

Dear  to  thee  also,  thy  true  friend  uid  mine, 

Ko«,  after  aeparation  deralate, 

Bestorod  to  me — such  abseace  that  sbe  seemed 

A  gift  tben  fint  beatovcd.     The  varied  banks 

Of  Emont,  hitherto  unaamed  in  eoag. 

And  that  manaelic  caatle,  'mid  tall  trees. 

Law  standing  by  the  margin  of  tbe  sti'sam, 

A  nuuiaian  (iaited  (as  fame  reportii) 

By  Sidney,  where,  in  sight  of  our  Helrellya, 

Or  stormy  Cross-fell,  Buatehes  he  might  pec 

Of  his  Arcadia,  by  frataroal  lois 

Inspired; — ^that  river  and  thoBO  mouldering  towers 

Have  a«en  uh  aide  by  aide,  when,  having  cloi 

The  darkaome  windings  of  a  broken  atair, 

And  crept  along  a  ridge  of  fractured  wall. 

Not  without  trembling,  we  iu  eafety  looked 

Forth,  through  some  Qothic  window's  open  spate, 

And  gathered  with  one  mind  a  rich  reward 

From  the  (ar-etretcbing  landBcapa,  by  tbe  %hC 

Of  moming  beauUSed,  or  purple  ere ; 

Or,  not  less  pleBBod,  lay  on  Eomc  turret's  head, 

Catching  from  tufteof  grofis  and  hare-bell  flowora 

Their  faintest  whisper  to  the  paaaing  breeze, 

Oiven  out  while  midday  heat  oppressed  the  plaine. 

Another  maid  there  was,  nho  also  shed 
A  gladness  o'er  that  season,  then  to  me, 
By  her  exulting  outside  look  of  youth 
And  placid  under-countennnce,  firat  endeared; 
That  other  spirit,  Coleridge  I  who  is  now 
lear  to  us,  that  meek  conSding  heart, 
everenoed  by  us  both.     O'er  patlis  and  fields 
In  all  that  neighbourhood,  through  narrow  lanes 
Of  eglantine,  and  through  the  bhndy  woods. 
And  o'er  the  Border  Beacon,  and  the  viAste 
Of  naked  pools,  and  common  cntgs  that  lay 
Exposed  on  the  bore  fell,  were  scattered  love. 

it  of  pleasure,  and  youth's  gohlen.gleiun. 
O  Friend  I  we  had  not  seen  thee  at  thai  tune, 

a  power  is  on  me,  and  a  strong 
ConfuiioD,  and  I  seem  to  plant  thee  there. 
For  art  thou  wandered  now  in  search  of  health 
And  milder  breezes, — melancholy  lot ! 
But  thou  art  with  us,  with  ua  m  the  ptut. 


The, 
There  is 


withui 


□  the  I 


.0  despair, 


No  languor,  no  dejecUort,  no  dismay. 

No  absence  scarcely  can  there  be,  for  tijon 

Who  bve  M  we  do.     Speed  thee  well  1  dindi 

With  us  thy  pleasora  ;  thy  retuniing  rtrofdh  1 

Receive  it  daily  ss  a  joy  at  ours  ; 

Share  with  us  thy  ft«sh  spirits,  whetLei  ^ 

Of  gales  Eteaian  or  of  tender  thonghl^ 

I.  too,  have  been  a  wanderer;  but,aUil 
How  different  the  fVite  of  Ui9'Er<Dt  mu 
Though  mutually  unknown,  yeaountdudB 
As  if  in  sevural  element*,  we  were  tnmed 
To  bead  at  last  to  tbe  same  diaciplice, 
Predajtined,  if  two  beinga  ever  weie. 
To  seek  the  same  delighia,  and  bavi  on* 
One  happiness.  Throughout  this  mmCl 
Else  sooner  ended.  I  have  borne  in  niiod 
For  whom  it  registers  the  birth,  and  an 

Of  gentleness,  almplicity,  and  truth. 
And  joyons  loves,  that  hallow  ianocent  i 
Ofpesceand  self-command.  Ofriien,! 
And  groves  I  speak  to  thee,  my  Fnmd  I  W- 
Who,  yet  a  liveried  schoolboy,  in  Ibe  d 
Of  tbe  huge  city,  on  the  leaded  roof 
Of  that  wide  edifice^  thy  scbool  snd  hata, 
Wert  used  to  lie  and  gtxe  upon  ths  dooA 
Moving  in  heaven ;  or,  of  that  plswnn  iM 
To  shut  thine  eyes,  and  by  iutenul  lifbl 
See  trees,  and  un^uilowa,  and  Ibj  lutii  n  slran, 
Far  distant,  thus  beheld  fi-om  jeai  to  stu 
Of  a  long  eole.     Nor  oould  I  forget,  i 

In  this  late  portion  of  ray  argument,  ' 

That  scarcely,  as  my  term  of  pupilage 
C<;ased,  had  1  left  those  academic  bowsi 
When  thou  wert  thither  guided.    Ftticillul«t 
Of  London,  and  from  cloisters  there,  UtOBao^ 
And  didst  sit  down  in  temperance  and  pea* 
A  rigorous  student.     What  a  stormf  muM 
Theti  followed.     Oh  I  it  is  a  pang  thit  oiill 
B'or  uttenmce,  to  think  what  easy  chiiig> 
Of  circumstances  might  to  thee  have  iptf^ 
A  world  of  pain,  ripened  a  ibousend  bepafc 
For  ever  withered.     Through  this  ntn^ 
Of  my  collegiate  life  I  still  have  bad 
Thy  aTter-sojoam  in  the  self-same  plus 
Present  before  my  eye*,  have  phiycd  wik  li"" 
And  accidents  ss  ohiidren  do  with  cuds. 
Or  as  a  man,  who,  when  his  houae  ii  built, 
A  frame  locked  up  in  vood  and  stone,  doth  sSl. 
As  impotent  fancy  prompts,  by  his  GrHid', 
Rebuild  it  to  his  liking.     I  have  thougbl 
Of  thee,  thy  learning,  gorgeous  eloquence. 
And  all  the  strength  and  plumage  of  thy  pudL 
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rle  speculationB,  toils  abstruse 
be  Bchoolmen,  and  Platonic  forms 

ings  well-matched  or  ill,  and  words  for 

IBSSl 

created  sustenance  of  a  mind 

u&fi6gLJ&tnre:9.1iyU)g.ii^agg84. 

id  to  be  a  life  unto  herself, 

dlentingly  possessed  by  thirst 

1688,  love,  and  beauty.     Not  alone, 

)ly  not  in  singleness  of  ^eart 

have  seen  the  light  of  evening  fade 

ooth  Cam*s  silent  waters :  had  we  met, 

ihat  early  time,  needs  must  I  trust 

)lief,  that  my  maturer  age, 

sr  habits,  and  more  steady  voice, 

ith  an  influence  benign  have  soothed, 

1  away,  the  airy  wretchedness 

bened  on  thy  youth.    But  thou  hast  trod 

of  glory,  which  doth  put  to  shame 

in  regrets ;  health  suffers  in  thee,  else 

if  for  thee  would  be  the  weakest  thought 

r  harboured  in  the  breast  of  man. 

ing  word  erewhUe  did  lightly  touch 
erings  of  my  own,  that  now  embraced 
3lier  hope  a  region  wider  far. 

the  third  summer  freed  us  from  restraint, 
ul  friend,  he  too  a  mountaineer, 
to  share  my  wishes,  took  his  staff, 
ring  forth,  we  journeyed  side  by  side, 
» the  distant  Alps.    A  hardy  slight 
unprecedented  course  imply 
e  studies  and  their  set  rewards ; 
in  truth,  the  scheme  been  formed  by  me 
oneaey  forethought  of  the  pain, 
urea,  and  ill-omening  of  those 
1  my  worldly  interests  were  dear, 
ire  then  was  sovereign  in  my  mind, 
hty  forms,  seizing  a  youthful  fancy, 
tn  a  charter  to  irregular  hopes. 
^  of  uneventful  calm 
he  nations,  surely  would  my  heart 
!n  possessed  by  similar  desire ; 
>pe  at  that  time  was  thrilled  with  joy, 
landing  on  the  top  of  golden  hours, 
lan  nature  seeming  bom  again. 

y  equipped,  and  but  a  few  brief  looks 
h%  white  cliSs  of  our  native  shore 
B  receding  vessers  deck,  we  chanced 
at  Calais  on  the  very  eve 
;reat  federal  day ;  and  there  we  saw, 


In  a  mean  city,  and  among  a  few, 

How  bright  a  face  is  worn  when  joy  of  one 

Is  joy  for  tens  of  millions.    Southward  thence 

We  held  our  way,  direct  through  hamlets,  towns, 

Gaudy  with  reliques  of  that  festival, 

Flowers  left  to  wither  on  triumphal  arcs. 

And  window-garlands.    On  the  public  roads, 

And,  once,  three  days  successively,  through  paths 

By  which  our  toilsome  journey  was  abridged. 

Among  sequestered  villages  we  walked 

And  found  benevolence  and  blessedness 

Spread  like  a  fragrance  everywhere,  when  spring 

Hath  left  no  comer  of  the  land  untouched ; 

Where  elms  for  many  and  many  a  league  in  files 

With  their  thin  umbrage,  on  the  stately  roads 

Of  that  great  kingdom,  rustled  o'er  our  heads, 

For  ever  near  us  as  we  paced  along : 

How  sweet  at  such  a  time,  with  such  delight 

On  every  side,  in  prime  of  youthful  strength, 

To  feed  a  Poet's  tender  melancholy 

And  fond  conceit  of  sadness,  with  the  sound 

Of  undulations  varying  as  might  please 

The  wind  that  swayed  them;    once,  and  more 

than  once. 
Unhoused  beneath  the  evening  star  we  saw 
Dances  of  liberty,  and  in  late  hours 
Of  darkness,  dances  in  the  open  air 
Deftly  prolonged,  though  grey-haired  lookers  on 
Might  waste  their  breath  in  chiding. 

Under  hUls— 
The  vine-clad  hills  and  slopes  of  Burgundy, 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  gentle  Saone 
We  glided  forward  with  the  flowing  stream. 
Swift  Rhone !  thou  wert  the  wingi  on  which  we  out 
A  winding  passage  with  nugestic  ease 
Between  thy  lofty  rocks.    Enchanting  show 
Those  woods  and  fSanns  and  orchards  did  present, 
And  single  cottages  and  lurking  towns, 
Reach  after  reach,  succession  without  end 
Of  deep  and  stately  vales  1    A  lonely  pair 
Of  strangers,  till  day  dosed,  we  sailed  along 
Clustered  together  with  a  merry  crowd 
Of  those  emancipated,  a  blithe  host 
Of  travellers,  chiefly  delegates,  returning 
From  the  great  spousals  newly  solenrnised 
At  their  chief  city,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven. 
Like  bees  they  swarmed,  gaudy  and  gay  as  bees ; 
Some  vapoured  in  the  unruliness  of  joy. 
And  with  their  swords  flourished  as  if  to  fight 
The  saucy  air.    In  this  proud  company 
We  landed — ^took  with  them  our  evening  meal. 
Guests  welcome  almost  as  the  angels  were 
To  Abraham  of  old.    The  supper  done. 
With  flowing  cups  elate  and  happy  thoughts 
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We  roM  fit  aignnl  given,  and  farmed  a  ring 
And,  h&od  in  liand,  danosd  round  sad  round  tlitf 

A]l  hearts  were  open,  eTciy  toTigue  wua  loud 
With  iiaii^  and  glee ;  we  boro  a  tmme 

!  Honoured  in  France,  the  niuuo  of  Englishman, 
And  hospitably  did  they  giie  us  hail, 
Aa  their  forerunnota  in  n  gloriona  course ; 
And  round  and  round  the  board  we  dauoed  again. 
With  thosfl  blithe  ft'icnde  our  voyage  we  renewed 
At  cMkrly  davu.    The  monutcry  bells 
Made  a  sweet  jingling  in  our  youthful  ears  ; 
The  rapid  river  Sowing  without  noise, 
And  each  uprising  or  receding  spire 
Spiilie  with  a  eense  of  peace,  at  intervals 

Touching  the  heart  amid  the  buisteroux  crew       j,i  >..<>■»  ..^»l«  .._j.j/..vt>uui 
By  whom  we  were  encumpncsed.    Taking  leave      JTbat  ahall  endure  aa  long 
Of  this  glnd  throng,  foot-trnvellera  side  by  side,         —      -      - 
Heasuring  our  steps  ia  quiet,  we  puiEued 
Our  journey,  and  ere  twice  the  buii  had  set 
Beheld  the  Convent  of  Chartreuse,  and  there 
Bested  within  an  awful  iolit«dt : 
Tes ;  for  even  then  no  other  thnn  ■  piace 
Of  Boul-affeotlng  lolUttde  nppearod 
That  far-famed  region,  though  our  eyes  had  seei 
As  toward  the  sacred  mansion  we  advancedi 
lArmi  Bashing,  and  a  military  glare 


These  courts  of  rajatery,  wbere  a  step  admol 
Between  the  portals  of  the  shadowy  rocti 
Leaves  far  behind  life's  treacherous  vieilii^ 
For  penitential  t«an  and  trembling  hups 
Exchaoged — to  equalise  in  Qod'a  pore  tjgbt 
Honanh  and  peaeant :  be  the  boBse  redeein^ 
With  \U  imworldly  votaries,  for  the  B>k« 
Of  conquest  over  sense,  hourly  mlnflTBd 
Through  faith  and  meditative  reoAon,  rafa^ 
Dpon  the  word  of  heaven- imparted  tmth. 
Calmly  triumphant ;  and  fi>r  bmnbier  dsim 
Of  that  iranginative  impulse  eaot 
Prom  these  majeatic  Booda,  yon  shbinj  clit 
The  untiiuiBmut^d  shapes  of  many  verldi 
Cerulean  ether's  pure  inhabitsiDts, 
(These  forests  unapproachable  by  iltaUi, 


ini  belike  subve 


I  Of  riotous 
.^The  blame 

TliFit  fmiiii;  uf  BOdiil  btJOR,  which  do  Iolj^ 
Had  bodied  forth  the  gliaatliness  of  things 
In  silence  viaihle  and  perpetual  calm- 
— "Stay,  stay  your  aaerilegiuus  hands  I  "- 


The 


Was  Nature's,  uttered  from  her  AJpLne  throne  ; 
I  heard  it  then  and  seem  to  hear  it  now — 
"Tour  impious  wort  forbear,  perish  what  may, 
Let  this  one  temple  last,  be  this  one  spot 
Of  earth  devoted  to  eteruity  !" 
She  ceased  to  speak,  hut  while  St.  Bruno's  pines 

Waved  their  dark  tops,  not  silent  ns  they  waved,  '  That  variegated  joui 
And  while  below,  along  their  several  beds. 
Murmured  the  sister  streams  of  Life  and  Death, 
Thus  by  conflicting  pasGionK  prpssed,  mjjioart 
Responded ;  "  Honour  to  the  patriot's  zeal  ] 
Olorj  and  hope  to  new-bom  Liberty  I 
Hail  to  tbo  mighty  grojecta  of  the  time  ! 
Discerning  sword  that  Justice  wields,  do  thou 
Oo  fnrtb  and  prosper ;  and,  ye  purging  fires. 
Up  to  the  loftiest  towen  of  Pride  ascend, 
f^mnod  by  the  breath  of  angry  Providence. 
But  oh  )  if  Past  and  Future  be  the  wings 
On  whose  support  harmooiouflly  conjoined 
lovea  the  great  spirit  of  human  knowledge,  spun 


To  think,  tu  hoi>e.  to  worship,  and  to  ftri, 
To  Btmggle.  to  be  lost  within  himself 
In  trepidation,  from  tlie  blink  ahya 
To  look  with  bodily  eyes,  and  be  consmld.' 
Not  seldom  since  tbat  moment  have  I  v 
That  thou,  O  Friend  1  the  trouble  or  ih.alaj] 
Hadst  shared,  when,  from  jirnUaa  wgsi*i(i 
In  sympathetic  reverence  we  trod 
Tlie  Soora  of  those  dim  clcixtcra,  till  that  iMiiJj 
From  their  fcnmdation,  stiwigeta  to  Uu 
Of  unrestricted  and  unthinking  man. 
Abroad,  how  clieeringly  the  funehineli 
Upon  the  open  lawna  !      Vailmubre' 8  grates 
Entering,  we  fed  the  soul  with  darkno»l  Un* 
Issued,  and  with  uplifted  eyes  beheld. 
In  dilTerent  gtiartera  of  tlie  bendiiu;  sky, 
The  cross  of  Jc^us  stand  erect,  is  if 
Hands  of  angelic  powers  had  liicd  it  then, 
Memorial  reverenced  by  a  thousand  •teraii; 
Yet  then,  from  the  undisoriminaling  i"«p 
And  rage  of  one  Stale-whirlwind,  in»cu«, 


'Tie  not  my  present  purpose  to  ntfiw 
jy  step  by  step. 
A  march  it  was  of  military  speed, 
And  Earth  did  change  her  imageiand  fonat 
Before  ns,  Gist  as  clouils  are  changed  ia  Iwai* 
Day  after  day,  up  early  and  down  late. 
FromhQl  to  voJe  we  dropped.  fiumvalfUJliill 
Mounted — from  province  on  to  prorinee  ft^ 
Keen  hunters  in  a  chase  of  fourteen  week). 
Eager  ae  birda  of  prey,  or  as  a  ship 
Upon  the  stretch,  when  ninds  are  blowiDg  Hi- 
Sweet  coverts  did  we  oros*  of  pastoral  liCs, 
Enticing  valleys,  greeted  them  and  left 
Too  Bonn,  while  yot  the  vei?  flash  and  giemi 
Of  salutation  were  not  passed  away. 
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w  for  the  yoath  who  could  hare  seen 

sdf  unsabdaed,  onawed,  tmniaed 

thai  dignity  of  mind, 

iimplidty  of  wish  and  will, 

tified  abodes  of  peaceful  man, 

ough  to  hardahip  bom,  and  oompaaed 

id 

iTj  Tarying  as  the  seasons  changed, 

bh  his  daily  task,  or,  if  not  pleased, 

from  the  moment  that  the  dawn 

y  not  without  attendant  gleams 

.mination)  calls  him  forth 

f ,  by  glistenings  flung  on  rocks, 

oing  shadows  lead  him  to  repose. 

;ht  a  stranger  look  with  bounding  heart 

green  recess,  the  first  I  saw 
«p  haunts,  an  aboriginal  Tale, 
orded  orer  and  possessed 
luts,  wood-built,  and  sown  like  tents 
»bins  orer  the  fresh  lawns 
3  river  sida 

That  very  day, 
"e  ridge  we  also  first  beheld 
be  summit  of  Mont  Blanc,  and  grieved 
soulless  image  on  the  eye 
surped  upon  a  living  thought 

more  could  be.    The  wondrous  Yale 
iny  stretched  far  below,  and  soon 
mib  cataracts  and  streams  of  ice, 
ss  array  of  mighty  waves, 
broad  and  vast,  made  rich  amends, 
died  us  to  realities ; 
1  birds  warble  from  the  leafy  trees, 
(oars  high  in  the  element, 

the  reaper  bind  the  yellow  sheaf, 
1  spread  the  haycock  in  the  sun, 
ter  like  a  well-tamed  lion  walks, 
;  from  the  mountain  to  make  sport 

cottages  by  beds  of  flowers. 

*  in  this  wide  circuit  we  beheld, 
ras  fitted  to  our  unripe  state 
and  heart.     With  such  a  book 
eyes,  we^could  not  choose  but  read 
genume  brotherhQQd,^thft.Dlaip 

of  young  and  old.     Nor,  side  by  side 
)  social  pilgrims,  or  alone 
his  humour,  could  we  fail  to  abound 
and  fictions,  pensively  composed : 
akcn  up  for  pleasure's  sake, 
sympathies,  the  willow  wreath, 
posies  of  funereal  flowers, 


Gathered  among  those  solitudes  sublime 
From  fonnal  gardens  of  the  lady  Sorrow, 
Did  sweeten  many  a  meditative  hour. 

Yet  still  in  me  with^hose  soft  luxuries  ) 
Mixed  something  oftftem  moodJan  under-thirst 
Of  vigour  seldom  utterly  allayed : 
And  from  that  source  how  different  a  sadness 
Would  issue,  let  one  incident  make  known. 
When  from  the  Yallais  we  had  turned,  and  clomb 
Along  the  Simplon*s  steep  and  rugged  road. 
Following  a  band  of  muleteers,  we  reached 
A  halting-place,  where  all  together  took 
Their  noon-tide  meaL     Hastily  rose  our  guide, 
Leaving  us  at  the  board ;  awhile  we  lingered. 
Then  paced  the  beaten  downward  way  that  led 
Right  to  a  rough  stream's  edge,  and  there  broke 

off; 
The  only  track  now  visible  was  one 
That  from  the  torrent's  further  brink  held  forth 
Conspicuous  invitation  to  ascend 
A  lofty  mountain.    After  brief  delay 
Crossing  the  unbridged  stream,  that  road  we  took. 
And  domb  with  eagerness,  till  anxious  fears 
Intruded,  for  we  £uled  to  overtake 
Our  comrades  gone  before    By  fortunate  chance. 
While  every  moment  added  doubt  to  doubt, 
A  peasant  met  ns,  from  whose  mouth  we  learned 
That  to  the  spot  which  had  perplexed  us  first 
We  must  descend,  and  there  should  find  the  road. 
Which  in  the  stony  channel  of  the  stream 
Lay  a  few  steps,  and  then  along  its  banks ; 
And,  that  our  future  course,  all  plain  to  sight. 
Was  downwards,  with  the  current  of  that  stream. 
Loth  to  believe  what  we  so  grieved  to  hear, 
For  still  we  had  hopes  that  pointed  to  the  clouds. 
We  questioned  him  again,  and  yet  again ; 
But  every  word  that  from  the  peasant's  lips 
Came  in  reply,  translated  by  our  feelings, 
Ended  in  this, — thai  we  had  crot$ed  the  Alpi, 

Imagination — here  the  Power  so-called 
Through  sad  incompetence  of  human  speech. 
That  awful  Power  rose  from  the  mind's  abyss 
Like  an  unfiithered  vapour  that  enwraps. 
At  once,  some  lonely  traveller.    I  was  lost ; 
Halted  without  an  effort  to  break  through; 
But  to  my  conscious  soul  I  now  can  say — 
"  I  recognise  thy  glory  : "  in  such  strength 
Of  usurpation,  when  the  light  of  sense 
Goes  out,  but  with  a  flash  that  has  revealed 
The  invisible  world,  doth  greatness  make  abode, 
There  harbours ;  whether  we  be  young  or  old. 
Our  destiny,  our  being's  heart  and  home, 
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Is  with  mOuitude,  lud  □□!;  tkera ; 
WiUi  bope  it  U,  hope  Ihut  can  never  die, 
EtTart,  aad  expectation,  uud  desire, 
And  lomothing  evemiore  about  to  be. 
Undor  BUoli  baiinere  militant,  tha  aoul 
Seeks  for  no  trophies,  etrugglea  fur  no  Bpoilt 
That  maj  attest  her  pro»FBBB,  blsot  in  thoughts 
That  are  their  own  perfection  and  reward, 
Strong  !□  berselfand  in  beatitude 
That  bidee  her,  like  the  mighty  flood  of  Nile 
Pgured  from  hia  fount  of  AbyBBiniin  clouds 
To  fertilise  the  whole  Egj-ptiao  plain. 

The  melancholy  gUckening  that  ensued 
Upon  those  tidings  hy  the  peaaant  given 
Was  suon  dislodged.   Don^wards  we  hurried  fast. 
And,  with  the  half-shaped  rond  which  we  had 

mUaed, 
Entered  a  nnrrow  chnsm.    •  The  brooX  and  road 
Wore  fellow-travellers  in  thU  gloomy  strait, 
And  with  them  did  wejuunio;  soveral  boura 
At  ■  slow  pace.    The  immeasurable  height 
Of  woods  decaying,  never  to  be  decayed, 
Th^BtoJJouan^blaata  of  waterfalU, 

Winds  thwarUng  winds,  bewildered  ami  forlorn, 
The  torrenta  sbootjng  from  the  clear  blue  sky, 
l^e  Tooke  that  mnttorod  close  upon  our  ears, 
Blsci  drizsiing  craga  th»t  spake  by  the  way-aide 
As  if  a  Tujco  wero  iu  tlicm,  thf  ait'k  sight 
And  giddy  prospect  of  the  raving  stream, 

}  unfettered  clouda  and  region  of  the  Heavena, 
Tumult  and  peace,  the  darkucsd  and  the  light — 
Were  all  like  workings  of  one  mind,  the  features 
Of  the  same  face,  blossoua  upon  one  tree ; 
Charaotcrs  of  the  great  Apocalypse, 
The  types  and  symbols  of  Eternity, 
Of  first,  and  lo»t,  and  inidat,  and  without  end. 

That  night  our  lodging  was  a  house  that  stood 
Alone  witliin  the  valley,  at  a  pniut 

ere,  tumbling  from  aloft,  a  torrent  swelled 
The  rapid  stream  whose  morgiu  wo  had  troj^ 

rcary  mauaioo,  largo  beyond  all  need. 
With  high   and    spacious   rooms,   deafened  and 

stunned 
By  noiso  of  watsrs,  making  innocent  sloop 
Lie  melanoholy  among  weary  bones. 


d  by  the  stream,  ere  n 


on-day  mag. 
and  deep. 


Dimpling  aloug  in  sileot  mi^estf. 
With  mountaina  fur  its  neigtbonn,  and  in  4 
Of  distant  mouataina  and  their  auowy  top^ 
And  thus  proceeding  to  Locarno's  l^e,  v*   i 
Fit  resting-place  for  such  a  visitant.  >-'  "J 

Locarno  !  spreading  out  in  width  like  Hc«M| 
How  ilost  thou  cleave  to  the  poetic  heart, 
Uaak  in  the  sunshios  of  the  memorT  ; 
And  Como  !  thou,  a  treasure  whom  the  eM^ 
Keeps  to  herself  confined  as  in  »  depth         | 
Of  Abysaininn  privacy.     I  apako 
Of  thea,  thy  chestnut  woods,  and  garden  plat) 
Of  Indian  oom  tended  by  dark-ey«d  maids; 
Thy  lofty  aleepa,  and  pathmya  roofed  wilh^ 
Winding  from  bouse  to  bouse,  f^om  town  to  ^ 
Sole  link  that  binds  them  to  «ach  other;  — ]|| 
League  after  league,  and  clcostn]  BTenni 
Where  sileoce  dwells  if  music  b«  not  tbi 
While  yet  a  youth  uudisdplined  in  r«se 
Through  fond  ambition  of  that  hour  I  st 
To  chant  your  praise  1  nor  can  approach  ;«  Ml 
Ungreetod  by  a  more  melodioue  Song, 
Where  tones  of  Nature  amootbed  by  laantdU 
May  Sow  in  laating  current     Like  a  bnnc 
Or  sunbeam  over  your  domain  I  panel 
In  motion  without  pause  :  but  ye  Lavs  iifl 
Tour  beanty  with  ine,  a  serene  aeconl 
Of  forms  and  coloun,  pasaire,  yet  eodonJ 
In  their  submisslveneaa  with  power  u  nM 
And  grui'iou^,  almoal  might  I  dare  W  mj, 
As  virtue  is.  or  goodoe-ia ;  aweet  aa  low, 
Or  the  remembrance  of  a  geueroua  deed, 
Or  mildest  viailatioas  of  pure  thought, 
\Mieu  Uod,  the  giver  of  all  joy,  is  ihanbd 
Religiously,  in  aitent  hlessodnea; 
Sweet  ss  this  last  herself,  for  nucli  it  i>. 


ith  those  delightful  pathways  we  fclvu"* 
two  days'  apace,  in  proaence  of  Ui(  Ui» 
That,  stretchmg  far  amoug  the  Alps,  iBiaintJ 
chonicter  rooro  stem.     Tha  aewnd  oigli', 
mm  sleep  an-akened,  aud  misled  by  nuni 
Of  the  church  clock  tolling  the  bouni  «ii  «"*• 
se  import  then  we  had  not  leanwd,  «f  "• 
By  moonlight,  doubting  not  that  day  tiiDi^ 
And  that  mennwhilo,  by  no  uncertain  pith, 
Aloug  tha  B-iuding  margin  of  the  Uke, 

as  before,  we  should  behold  the  fitem 
Hushed  in  profound  repose.     Wo  left  tlie  ion 
Of  Or^ivadona  with  this  hope  :  but  rood 
i^re  lost,  beu-ildered  among  woods  irummili 
id  on  a  rock  sate  down,  to  wait  for  day. 
I  open  place  it  was,  and  overlooked, 
am  high,  the  sullen  water  far  booeatli. 
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I  dull  red  ima|^e  of  tho  moon 
1,  changing  ,oftentim<^,lta^rm 
icasy  snake.    From  hour  to  hour 
d  Bate,  wondering,  as  if  the  night 
jnauared  by  witchcraft.    Ou  the  rock 
stretched  our  weary  limbs  for  sleep, 
tot  sleep,  tormented  by  the  stiugs 
which,  with  noise  like  that  of  noon, 
he  woods :  the  cry  of  imknowu  birds ; 
tains  more  by  blackness  visible 
own  size,  than  any  outward  light; 
Aqsb  wilderness  of  clouds  j  the  clock 
with  unintelligible  voice, 
r  parted  hours ;  the  noise  of  streams, 
iuies  rustling  motions  nigh  at  hand, 
ot  leave  us  free  from  personal  fear  ; 
%  the  withdrawing  moon,  that  set 
while  she  still  was  high  in  heaven; — 
3  our  food ;  and  such  a  summer's  m'ght 
hat  pair  of  golden  days  that  shed 
Lake,  and  all  that  iX)uud  it  lay, 
at,  softest,  happiest  influence. 

;  I  must  break  off,  and  bid  faiewell 

ich  offering  some  new  bight,  or  fraught 

;  untried  adventure,  in  a  course 

till  Bprinklings  of  autumnal  snow 

ar  uuweai-icd  steps.     Let  this  alone 

led  as  a  parting  word,  tliat  not 

exultation,  dealing  out 

s  of  praise  comparative : 

luj  moment  to  be  poor  for  ever  ; 

ate,  overboiiic,  as  if  the  mind 

re  nothing,  a  mere  pensioner 

<l  furms — did  we  in  presonce  stand 

.^'tiificeut  region.     Ou  the  front 

ole  Song  is  written  that  my  heart 

:ch  Temple,  needs  have  oliertd  up 

,  woi-hhip.     Finally,  whate'cr 


I  saw,  or  heard,  or  felt,  was  but  a  stream 

That  flowed  into  a  kindred  stream ;  a  gale. 

Confedei*atc  with  the  cuiTent  of  tho  soul. 

To  speed  my  voyage ;  every  soimd  or  sight. 

In  its  degree  of  power,  administei-ed 

To  grandeur  or  to  tenderness, — to  tho  one 

Directly,  but  to  tender  thoughts  by  means 

Less  often  instantaneous  in  effect ; 

Led  me  to  these  by  paths  that,  in  the  main. 

Were  more  circuitous,  but  not  less  sure 

Duly  to  reach  the  point  marked  out  by  Hcavcu. 

Oh,  most  belovbd  Friend  !  a  glorious  time, 
A  happy  time  that  was ;  triumphant  looks 
W^'ere  then  the  common  language  of  all  eyes ; 
As  if  awaked  from  sleep,  the  Nations  hailed 
Their  great  expectancy :  the  fife  of  war 
Was  then  a  spirit-stiiTing  sound  indeed, 
A  blackbird's  whistle  in  a  budding  grove. 
We  left  the  Swiss  exulting  in  the  fate 
Of  their  near  neighbours ;  and,  when  shortening 

fast 
Our  pilgrimage,  nor  distant  far  from  home. 
We  crossed  the  Brabant  armies  on  the  fret 
For  battle  in  tho  cause  of  Liberty. 
A  stripling,  scarcely  of  the  household  then 
Of  social  life,  I  looked  upon  these  things 
As  from  a  distance ;  heard,  and  saw,  and  felt, 
Was  touched,  but  with  no  intimate  concern  ; 
I  seemed  to  move  along  them,  as  a  bird 
Moves  through  the  tiir,  or  as  a  fish  pursues 
Its  sport,  or  feeds  in  its  proper  element ; 
I  wanted  not  that  joy,  1  did  not  need 
.Such  help;  the  ever-living  universe, 
Turn  where  I  might,  was  opening  out  its  glories, 
And  tho  independent  spirit  of  pure  youth 
Called  forth,  at  every  season,  now  delights 
Spread  round  my  steps  like  sun.shiuc  o'er  green 

fields. 
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ItESlDENCE  IN  LONDON. 

Six  clioagclu!  years  have  vnaiBlied  smae  I  Ctnt 
Poured  out  {aaluted  bj  that  quicfceDiiis  braaio 
Whicb  mot  uit>  issuing  from  tha  City's  *  walla) 
A  glad  prDamble  to  tliia  Terse :  I  sang 
Aloud,  with  fervonr  irrraistSble 
Of  Bltort-livod  tnuisport,  like  a  totTeot  bursting. 
From  a  bUck  thimdor-eloiid,  down  Scaf ell'a  aide 
To  rush  and  disoppeor.    But  soon  broke  forth 
willoJ  the  Mu3p)  a  leas  impetuous  atrenm, 
That  &D«cd  awhile  nibb  uuahatin;  atrength, 
Then  etopped  for  yoor^  ;  not  audible  agiuix 
Before  list  primrose-tinic.     BelorM  Frieud  1 
Tlio  nsiurance  nbich  then  cheered  some  h<rii(y 

tboiighta 
On  th;  departure  to  a  foreign  land 
Ha3  failed;  too  slowly  moves  tho promised  work. 
Through  the  nhole  summer  hare  I  been  at  rest. 
Part]  J  from  voluatitTy  holiday, 
AndpnTttbroughoutnardhiDdraiiae.  Butlhcord, 
Aftffr  thp  hour  of  mmset  ytster-cvpti, 
Sitting  within  daon  betwceu  light  and  dirk, 
A  choir  of  red-brKiata  gathered  Eomewhere  dcit 
Sy  threshold, — miziBtreLi  from  the  dtstimt  nooda 
Sent  io  on  Winter'^  eervlce,  to  announcD, 
With  prepnmtion  artful  aod  bfiuign, 
That  the  rough  lord  had  left  tha  Burly  North 
On  hia  nccuEtomod  journey.     The  dcliglit. 
Due  to  this  timely  notice,  unawares 
Smote  me,  and,  listening,  I  in  whinpers  saiil. 
"  Ve  heartaoma  Choristers,  jo  and  I  oHU  be 
Associates,  and,  unacared  by  blusteritig  v.iuils, 
Will  chant  logctlier,"     Thereafter,  as  the  sliaJcs 
Of  twilight  deepened,  going  forth,  I  spied 

;low'Wonn  undementh  a  dusky  plume 

canopy  of  yet  unwithered  fom, 
Cle[^^ah^ning,  like  a  hermifa  taper  seen 
Through  a  thick  forest.   Silence  touched  mo  hero 
No  ieta  Chan  aound  had  done  before;  the  child 

Summer,  lingering,  ahining,  by  horaelf, 

I  voicelcis  worm  on  the  unfrequented  hill;', 
deemed  sent  on  the  same  errand  with  tlie  choir 
Of  Winter  that  had  warbled  at  my  door. 
And  tbo  whole  year  brenthod  tonderness  nod  love. 

•  ThoCltyofOijiliu-.lnLowcrSaxon)'— FJ. 


The  laft  night's  genial  feeling  orerllavad 
Upon  tliis  morning,  and  my  f«TOufb«  pan, 
Tossing  in  «unehitle  its  dirii  bongltt^ft, 
Aa  if  to  make  the  strong  wind  vkible, 
Wakes  io  mo  agitations  like  its  own. 
A  spirit  frieudly  to  the  Poet's  took, 
Which  WQ  wilt  nan  resume  with  linlf  Iiofe. 
Nor  cbccksil  by  aught  of  tamer  ■rgumrat 
That  lies  before  us,  needful  to  be  toll 


Returned  from  tbat  e: 
Farewell  for  ever  to  the  sheltered  MUa 
Of  guvm&d  students,  quitted  hall  and  bonr, 
And  every  comfort  ot  that  privileged  graunl, 
Well  pleased  to  pitch  s  VD^^at  tret  SUMO^ 
The  uufeneed  regions  of  sodet;. 

Tet,  undatcrmineil  to  what  couraoof  Uh 
I  aboiild  adhere,  and  seemiiig  to  posow 
A  tittle  spaea  of  intenuediate  tuns 
lAt  fiill  command,  to  London  Sm  I  toiiM^ 
In  no  distnrbanoe  of  ezoeasiTC  hope, 
'ny  ]>crjouiii  nmLitiou  uncu^laved. 
^■ragidns  there  was  need,  and,  though  selfniiW 
From  dangerous  paeaions  fi^e,     Tltceyearabd 

flown 
Since  1  had  felt  in  heart  and  soul  the  «boci 
Of  the  huge  town's  Erst  presence,  and  bsd  I«mJ 
Her  end  lees  streets,  a 
Now,  fixed  amid  that  cr 
Where  Pleasure  whirls  about  incecaantly. 
And  life  and  labour  seem  but  one,  I  filled 
An  idler's  place;  an  idler  weU  oant«ut 
To  have  a  house  (what  matter  far  a  home !} 
That  owuod  him ;  living  cheerfully  sbrvud 
With  unchecked  fancy  ever  on  the  «ir. 
And  all  my  young  affections  out  of  dooii. 

There  was  n  time  when  whsttoe'cr  ia  Itigf^ 
Of  oiry  palsces,  and  gardens  built 
By  Gooii  of  romance  ;  orhathingnTO 
Authentic  history  been  set  fiirth  of  lioior, 
Alcairo,  Babylon,  or  Persepolij  ; 
Or  given  upon  report  by  pilgrim  friars. 
Of  golden  cities  ten  months' joursej'  deep 
Among  Tartariui  wilds— fell  abort,  fat  shoi^ 

•  Soa  p.  ilT.—Bi. 
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fond  simplicity  believed 

of  London — held  me  by  a  chain 
f  wonder  and  obscure  delight, 
bolt  of  childliood's  Fancy  shot 
ad  its  ordinary  mark, 
,0  ask ;  but  in  our  flock  of  boys 
ripple  from  his  birth,  whom  chance 
*om  school  to  London ;  fortunate 
raveller  !    When  the  Boy  returned, 
bscnce,  curiously  I  scanned 
I  person,  nor  was  free,  in  sooth, 
>intment,  not  to  find  some  change 
ir,  from  that  new  region  brought, 
.iry-land.     Much  I  questioned  him  ; 
3rd  he  uttered,  on  my  oars 
lan  a  cag^d  parrot's  note, 

unexpectedly  awry, 
tie  prompter's  listening.    Marvellous 

|uick  Spirit  that  appears 

cply  seated  and  as  strong 

leart  as  fear  itself)  conceived 

rment     Would  that  I  could  now 

len  I  pictured  to  myself, 

elates.  Lords  in  ermine  clad, 

d  the  King's  Palace,  and,  not  last, 

raven  bless  him!  the  renowned  Lord 

• 

mlike  to  those  which  once  begat 
purpose  in  young  Whittington, 
nendless  and  a  drooping  boy, 
no,  and  heard  the  bells  speak  out 
usic.    Above  all,  one  thought 
adcrstauding :  how  men  lived 
>or  neighbours,  as  we  say,  yet  still 
t  knowing  each  the  other^s  name. 

>u8  power-oIwnrdB.  by  aimple  faith 
nVn  thft  m-?p"^^g  th^t  w^  Invp  ! 
I  Ranelagh!  I  then  had  heard 
n  groves,  and  wilderness  of  lamps 
i  star?,  and  fireworks  magical, 
s  ladies,  under  splendid  domes, 
ance,  or  warbling  high  in  air 
spirits  !  Nor  had  Fancy  fed 
light  upon  that  other  class 
jroad-day  wonders  permanent : 
oudly  bridged ;  the  dizzy  top 
ring  Gallery  of  St  Paul's ;  the  tombs 
ter ;  the  Giants  of  Guildhall ; 
th^cysg^ca^ed  mama^at  the  gAtes, 
recumbent;  Statues — man, 
ie  under  him — in  gilded  pomp 
very  gardens,  'mid  vast  squares; 


The  Monument,  and  that  Chamber  of  the  Tower 
AVhere  England's  sovereigns  sit  in  long  taraj. 
Their  steeds  bestriding,^^very/^Imio  shapg) 
Cased  in  the  gleaming  mail  the  monarch  wonsu 
Whether  for  gorgeous  tournament  addressed. 
Or  life  or  death  upon  the  battle-field. 
Those  bold  imaginations  in  due  time 
Had  vanished,  leaving  others  in  their  stead : 
And  now  I  looked  upon  the  living  scene ; 
Familiarly  perused  it ;  oftentimes^ 
In  spite  of  strongest  disappointment,  pleased 
Through  courteous  self-submission,  as  a  tax 
Paid  to  the  object  by  prescriptive  right. 

Rise  up,  thou  monstrous  ant-hill  on  the  picin 
Of  a  too  busy  world  !    Before  mo  flow. 
Thou  endless  stream  of  men  and  moving  things ! 
Thy  every-day  appearance,  as  it  strikes — 
With  wonder  heightened,  or  sublimed  by  awe — 
On  strangers,  of  all  ages ;  the  quick  dance 
Of  colours,  lights,  and  forms;  the  deafening  din; 
The  comers  and  the  goers  face  to  face. 
Face  after  face ;  the  string  of  dazzling  wares. 
Shop  after  shop,  with  symbols,  blazoucil  luuue^ 
And  all  the  tradesman's  honours  overhead : 
Here,  fronts  of  houses,  like  a  title-page. 
With  letters  huge  inscribed  from  top  to  toe. 
Stationed  above  the  door,  like  guardian  saints ; 
There,  allegoric  shapes,  female  or  male. 
Or  physiognomies  of  real  men,  _  f(^^  i^  ^  ^  <(,, 

Land-warriors,  kings,  or  admirals  of  tlio  fetkT' 
Boyle,  Shakspeare,  Newton,  or  the  attractive  head. 
Of  some  quack-doctor,  famous  in  his  da^*. 

Meanwhile  the  roar  continues,  till  at  Icngtli^ 
Escaped  as  from  an  enemy,  we  turn 
Abruptly  into  some  sequestered  nook. 
Still  as  a  sheltered   place  when   wind*    blow 

loud  I 
At  leisure,  thence,  through  tracts  of  thiu  renort. 
And  sights  and  sounds  that  come  at  interval^ 
We  take  our  way.     A  raree-show  is  here. 
With  childran  gathered  round ;  another  street 
Presents  a  company  of  dancing  dogs. 
Or  dromedary,  with  an  antic  pair 
Of  monkeys  on  his  back  ;  a  minstrel  band 
Of  Savoyards ;  or,  single  and  alone. 
An  English  ballad-singer.     Private  courts^ 
Gloomy  as  coffins,  and  unsightly  lanes 
Thrilled  by  some  female  vendor's  scream,  beliko 
The  very  shrilleRt  of  all  London  cries. 
May  then  entangle  our  impatient  steps; 
Conducted  through  those  labyrinths,  nnawarcfv 
To  privileged  regions  and  inviolate^ 

Ii2 
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THE  PRELUDE. 


Where  rTOin  Hair  airj  lodges  ntudlous  liwjera 
Look  out  on  YfUtcrs,  woilkG,  and  goiileiiB  green. 

TbencB  bnck  into  Uie  throog,  itntil  n-s  re8,cii, 
FoUowing  tho  ttda  tlut  elackeiu  by  degree*, 
Bamo  bslf-froquoiited  scene,  wliero  wider  atreuts 
Bring  Btraggling  brecKea  oFauburbau  air. 
•  Herefilos^b^kdadaiiglo  fron^ead  ivaBij 
^   Advortiseinnnt^  ol  giantaTjorSomTiEE" 
Fi'CM  fonrard,  in  all  eoloun,  on  tlie  ligbt  ,- 
Tliese,  bold  in  coiucious  merit,  lower  down ; 
That,  fronted  with  a  most  inH'oaiiig  word. 
Is,  [lerndvoutore,  oue  in  masquerade^ 
Aa  on  the  brgadoQiiig  caiucnay  y/e  adTsnco, 
Behold,  turned  uiivntrds,  a  face  Lard  and  Strang 
In  linaainaata,  and  red  nitb  orer-toil. 
Til  ati«  encounlerod  bore  uiid  everywhei'si 
Ji  traTolling  crippk,  by  tlis  tronk  cut  ahort, 
And  stumpiug  on  bis  arms.     In  gailor's  gaib 
Another  Ilea  at  length,  beside  a  range 
Of  waliromiod  chajiieterB,  with  chalk  iiisoribed 
Upon  tho  amooth  Hut  atouea  :  the  Nuns  isbci'ei 
The  Bachelor,  that  loves  to  &uii  lumseir, 
Tho  miliUry  Idler,  mid  the  Daiiie, 
That  Scld-wiu\i  tiikes  her  walk  vrith  decent  atcps. 


1 


Now  liomewaid  throo^  ths  tluakadnf-hnbbiib, 

■p,  nuiang  less  dialJnguiaUiiblc  slinpts, 
Tlie  beg^iUB  Ecarenger,  ivilii  hat  iu  hauil ; 
Tho  Itnliui,  fts  lio  thrida  hia  way  with  core, 
Steadying,  firaecu,  a  fraiao  of  iiongea 
Cpon  his  hcful;  with  baf-kat  at  hia  brcnab 
The  Jew ;  the  atiitely  and  alow-iuoviiig  Tuik. 
With fi«ijjlit  of  slij'perepilod  bouealh  l.iflnim^ 

Enough  ; — tho  miglitj  ooiicDurBO  I  Burvcyod 
With  no  unthinking  mind,  well  pleased  to  iiotu 
Amoug  the  crowd  all  apeeimeus  of  man. 
Through  all  the  colnura  which  tliu  sun  bestowf. 
And  Brery  charaL'tnr  of  form  and  fiioe: 
The  Swcdi!,  tho  Ruasian  ;  from  tlie  genial  auuth. 
The  Frenchman  and  the  Sittiuiaiii ;  &om  i-emoto 
America,  the  Hunter- ladiau;  SToor^. 
IiIidayB,  La^eara,  llio  Tartar,  the  ChiiiL'ir, 
And  Negro  Lailies  in  white  uinalin  gon'Of. 

At  leisure,  then,  I  viewed,  fram  day  to  day. 
The  ipcctaclaa  witliin  doors, — binU  and  bci^ls 
Of  every  nature,  nnd  atrango  plnnta  convened 
Proui  every  clin'o;  anJ.neit,  tLoM  nighta  that  a]>e 
Tho  nl)»olate  piesence  of  reality.  Skadn/aixi 
^lEreasnig^nsin  mirror,  aca  and  land.  S"Vi^^i^' 
AJdwhnt  emtli  ia,  andwhat  »he  Lm  to  eho  w. 


1  do  not  here  allude  to  aubtlcst  craft, 

neons  refined  attaining  purest  Ende, 
But  imitations,  fondly  made  in  pliun 

fession  of  man's  weakness  and  lux  Ion 
Whether  the  Pulnter,  whose  ambitiaaa  iki 
SuUajils  to  Duthiug  les  tlian  t»kiag  hi 
A  whole  horizon's  circuit,  do  with  pussr. 
Like  that  of  angeU  ur  commlfiioned  tplri' 
Fix  us  upon  Bomo  loft;  pitmacla, 

a  a  ship  on  waters,  with  a  world 
Of  life,  and  llfiA-like  mockery  bancatli, 

ve,  boliinil,  far  atretohing  and  before ; 

[lore  mecliiuiie  ardst  represent 

By  scale  exact,  in  model,  wood  or  clay, 

Froio  blunded  colours  also  banMwLog  tulp, 

a  miniature  of  famoos  apotf  or  tLIs^i^— 
St.  Poter'a  Church ;  or.  more  aapiriag  um, 
1  microacopiD  vieion,  Rume  hersalf  ; 
r,  baply,  some  choice  rural  haunt,  —tL>  h 
OfTlvoli;  and,  bigb  upon  that  eteep, 
The  Sibyl's  mouldering  Temple  I  tnr]  ic!. 
Villa,  or  cottage,  lurking  aiooug  rocU 
Throughout  the  londscupo;  tDfc,tUuwM 

All  that  the  traveller  aeos  vbea  he  ii  title 

Add  to  tboBs  exhilutioii*,  nuitc  aad  Mill 
Others  of  wider  seopc^  where  Tiling  mtn, 

Music,  flUii  Bhifiizi;:  piuilDmiuiic  aciCfv 
DIvcr^iGcJ  tl,(!  allu.'emcQt-     Seed  Ifiar 
To  mcntiou  by  its  numc,  as  iu  d[>gret 
Lowest  of  tlif.se  and  liumblait  in  aiwiupl. 
Vot  richly  grnoed  with  honours  o[lier')''ti 
Halfrur^^sdlli'sJli'Blla ;     Tbou^'h  ^Ua" 
lutolei-ant,  aa  is  tlio  way  of  youth 
Unlesi  iUtlf  bo  pleiwod,  hero  more  liia  i* 
Taking  my  seat,  I  saw  (nor  btush  lo  add, 
Witli  ample  rec.impeuBe)  giants  and  dna*. 
CIowDB,  coQJurorB,  iwsture-mOiSters,  ha.'^^l'''' 
Amid  the  uproar  of  the  rabblomcut. 
Perform  ihoir  feats.     Nor  waa  it  maa  di^ 
To  watch  crude  Nature  work  in  untaoslil"" 
To  note  tho  lawn  and  pi-ogress  of  Uli<f : 
Though  obstinate  on  this  W4r,  yet  oatluit 
n.iw  nilliuf-ly  «B  travel,  and  how  far .' 
To  have,  for  iaatanee,  bronghl  upon  Uis  «*= 
Tha  cbampian.  Jack  the  aiant-killcr;  t«1 
He  dons  hii  east  of  darkness  ;  on  the  lit? 
Walk.'',  and  sehlovea  lib  wonders,  from  itf 
Of  hving  Mortal  covert,  "ss  the  moon 
Hid  in  her  vacant  interlunar  cutc" 
Deluiion  bold  I  and  how  can  it  be  wroii^' 
The  garb  lie  wears  is  black  as  dfath.  tbc  "i 
"InciiiLle"  Bsmca  fortli  upon  hi«  cLcet 
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too,  were  *•' forms  and  pressures  of  the 


me, 


jold,  as  Grecian  comedy  displayed 
rt  was  young ;  dramas  of  living  men, 
;nt  things  yet  warm  with  life ;  a  sea-fight, 
.♦k,  or  some  domestic  incident 


the  daring  brotherhood  of  lato 

I,  too  serious  theme  for  that  light  place — 

0  distant  Friend  !  a  stoi-v  drawn 
r  own  ground, — ^theMaid  of  Buttermerc, — 
p,  unfaithful  to  a  virtuous  wife 

1  and  deceived,  the  Spoiler  came 
)ed  the  artless  daughter  of  the  hills, 
idod  her,  in  cruel  mockery 
md  maiTiage  bonds.     These  words  to  thee 
cds  bring  back  the  moment  when  we  first, 
broad  world  rang  with  the  maiden's  name, 
icr  serving  at  the  cottage  inn  ; 
iekcn,  as  she  entered  or  withdrew, 
miration  of  her  modest  mien 
riage,  marked  by  imexamplcd  grace. 
B  that  time  not  unfamiliarly 
m  her, — her  discretion  have  observed, 

opinions,  delicate  reserve, 
ience,  and  humility  of  mind 
cd  bv  commendation  and  the  excess 
c  notice — an  offensive  light 
ck  spirit  suffering  inwardly. 

thia  memorial  tribute  to  mv  theme 
turning,  when,  with  sundry  forms 
gled — shapes  which  met  me  in  the  way 
mui?t  tread — thy  image  rose  again, 
of  Buttcrmere  !     She  lives  in  peace 
ic  spot  where  she  was  bom  and  reared  ; 
:  contamination  doth  she  live 
ncis,  without  anxiety : 
he  mountain  chapel,  sleeps  in  eartli 
■•bom  infant,  fearless  as  a  lamb 
ither  driven  from  some  unsheltered  place, 
idemcath  the  little  rock-like  pile 
ormsare  raging.    Happy  are  they  both — 
md  child  !  —These  feelings,  in  themselves 
'i  yet  scarcely  seem  so  when  I  think 
?  ingenuous  moments  of  our  youth 
iiavo  learnt  by  uye  to  slight  the  crimes 
rows  of  the  world.     Those  simple  days 
my  theme ;  and,  foremost  of  the  scenes, 
ct  survive  in  memory,  appears 
whose  centre  sate  a  lovely  Boy, 
ve  infant,  who,  for  six  months*  space, 
•c,  had  been  of  age  to  deal  about 
te  prattle — Child  aa  beautiful 


As  ever  clung  around  amother*s  neck, 
Or  father  fondly  gazed  upon  with  pride. 
There,  too,  conspicuous  for  stature  tall 
And  large  dai'k  eyes,  beside  her  infant  stood 
I  The  mother;  but,  upon  her  cheeks  diffused, 
^False  tints  too  well  accorded  with  the  glare 
I  by  Truth  and  magnified  by  Fame ;        /  (From  play-house  lustres  thrown  without  reserve 

*       'On  every  object  near.     The  Boy  had  been 
The  pride  and  pleasure  of  all  lookers-on 
In  whatsoever  place,  but  seemed  in  this 
A  sort  of  alien  scattered  from  the  clouds. 
Of  lusty  vigour,  more  than  infantiuo 
He  was  in  limb,  in  cheek  a  summer  rose 
Just  three  parts  blown — a  cottage-child — if  e'er. 
By  cottage-door  on  breezy  mountain  side, 
Or  in  some  sheltering  vale,  was  seen  a  babe 
By  Nature's  gifts  so  fiivoured.     Upon  a  board 
Decked  with  refreshments  had  this  child  been 

placed, 
///*  little  stage  in  the  vast  theatre. 
And  there  he  sate  surrounded  with  a  throng 
Of  chance  spectators,  chiefly  dissolute  men 
And  shameless  women,  treated  and  caressed ; 
Ate,  drank,  and  with  the  fruit  and  glasses  played. 
While  oaths  and  laughter  and  indecent  speech 
Were  rife  about  him  as  the  songs  of  binls 
Contending  after  showere.     The  mother  now 
Is  fading  out  of  memory,  but  I  see 
The  lovely  Boy  as  I  beheld  him  then 
Among  the  wretched  and  the  falsely  gay. 
Like  one  of  those  who  walked  with  hair  unsingcd 
Amid  the  fiei*y  furnace.     Charms  and  spells 
fluttered  on  black  and  spiteful  instigation 
Have  stopped,  as  some  believe,  the  kindliest 

growths. 
Ah,  with  how  different  spirit  might  a  prayer 
Have   been   preferred,  that  thia   fair  creature, 

checked 
By  special  privilege  of  Nature's  love, 
Should  in  his  childhood  be  detained  for  ever ! 
But  with  its  universal  freight  the  tide 
Hath  rolled  along,  and  this  bright  innocent, 
Mary !  may  now  have  lived  till  he  could  look 
With  envy  on  thy  nameless  babe  that  sleeps. 
Beside  the  mountain  chapel,  undisturbed. 


Four  rapid  years  had  scarcely  then  been  told 
Since,  travelling  southward  from  our  pastoral  IuIIp, 
I  heard,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life, 
The  voice  of  woman  utter  blasphemy — 
Saw  woman  as  she  is,  to  open  shame 
Abandonedj  and  the  pride  of  public  vice ; 
I  shuddered,  for  a  barrier  seemed  at  once 
Thrown  in  that  from  humanity  divorced 


Humuiit]',  tplltting  tha  nee  of  Dum 
la  tmdn.  yol  1«itui5  Uio  saiav  outwurd  tono. 
Diiti^  of  QibJ  viuucd  upoD  iho  night, 
And  uilcnt  uiuiliutiau.    t^tsr  jcnn 
]ir(ni£lit  to  Kiiab  ijicaUolD  ■  teildor  ndooi, 
PaalingB  of  purs  commlHrntioa.  grief 
For  Uiv  iodiviJual  and  Uis  oTenhrow 
Of  her  (oul'ii  bcaut7  ;  brfjicr  1  was  then 
Bui  ncMom  led,  or  wUhed  to  go ;  in  truth 
The  sorrow  of  the  pMnloD  itoppoJ  loo  ticrc 

But  lol  mo  DoiF.  !«■  moTcd,  m  ocdor  Ulu 
Our  ai^umcDt.    Enough  la  mid  to  *liov 

IT  coiiul  IncIdcDU  at  real  lifc^ 
OtMcrved  rUcto  pulimc  ouly  hid  beon  MtughL 
QuliTai(,-lked,  or  put  to  Sight,  the  wt  oTont* 
And  mMwind  panioiu  of  the  stage,  albeit 
Bj  Siddoiu  tivd  in  the  fulnoa  of  her  power. 

L  VM  the  theatre  mj  dctr  dstight ; 
Tlie  very  gUding,  Umpi  and  palDtsd  £crull><. 
Anil  all  the  meiui  upholatec^r  of  the  place. 
Wtnted  Bot  auiioiUoD,  niheD  the  tide 
Of  pleuRire  ebb«]  but  to  retnni  W  list 
With  the  eTer-sbifling  Egures  of  the  gcene, 

sian  or  gaj :  wbether  some  beAut«DuH  doiao 
Advanced  in  ndtancB  through  t.  deep  recesa 
Of  toiok  entuigled  forest,  like  tho  moon 
OpcDing  the  clouds;  orseTeraign  king,  umoimoed 
With  flourishing  trumpet,  came  iu  fulI-bloHn : 
Of  tlu  world's  gredtticai,  winding  round  with  train 
Of  oourtien,  butners,  and  >  length  of  guards 
Or  cuptiie  Icil  in  elijoct  weeds,  and  jingUng 

I  slen<tfr  manatliS  ;  ur  roinpiug  girl 
Bounced,  leapt,  and  puned  tho  air;  or  mumbling 


K  patlera  otold  o{ 


Ftoi 


ooaely  put  togeil.cr,  Iiobbled  in, 
iping  upon  a  cane  with  whii'h  be  smites, 
1  time  la  tiino,  the  solid  boards,  and  makes 
them 
Pinte  somewhat  loudlj  of  lUe  whereobout 

ovorloaded  with  hu  jcarf. 
But  what  of  this !  the  laugh,  the  grin,  gi-imace, 

ling  to  outstrip  each  other, 
Were  all  received,  tho  leut  of  thorn  not  lost, 
'  '^th  an  uiimoiuurad  wetcoma.  Through  the  night, 
Between  tho  show,  and  maDj-headcd  mnsa 
Of  the  spectators,  and  each  SeTenil  nook 
I'illed  with  its  fray  or  brawl,  bow  eagorly 
And  with  what  flo^iee,  la  it  wore,  the  mind 
Turned  Ibis  way— that  way  !  sportive  and  alert 
And  watchful,  aa  a  kitten  when  at  play, 
While  winds  are  cildi  iug  round  her.  amoog  straws 


And  TuMling  U*Te«,  Knfli«>ttii.g  tg^  | 
Bouustic  almost,  looked  at  thrtiagh  u 
How  small,  of  iDtarrecing  f  can  I  FW 
Though  (Only  no  mean  progress  had  t 
In  meditations  holy  sod  snblitne, 
Tet  BODietUiagcf  agtrliab  child-like^ 
Of  noTclty  survived  tor  Ecenei  like  tlM 
Enjoyment  hi^ly  handed  down  from  id 
When  it  a  counCiy-pUyhouH,  some  >d 
Tricked  out  for  that  proud  use.  if  1  pa< 
Caught,  on  a  lumnter  evening  throagJi! 
In  the  old  wull,  m  unexpected  glimpM 
Of  daylight,  the  Uue  thou^t  of  whcf| 
Olsddcncd  me  more  than  if  I  had  bMH 
Into  a  daizting  cavern  of  romance,  i 
Crowded  with  Genii  busy  among  wotlj 
Kot  to  be  looked  at  by  the  eommoii  m 

The  matter  that  detains  oa  now  lo^ 
To  twuiy,  neithcf  d;gni£ed  ej 
Xor  arduous,  yet  will  not  be 
'niio.  looking  tnword,  have  obsorvalll 
That  bind  the  peiiafaoblB  houn  of  111 
Encli  to  tbe  otbET.  and  the  ei 
By  which  the  world  of  memory  and  dj 
Eiials  and  is  sustained.  More  lofty  11 
Such  OS  at  leaat  do  wear  a  prouder  b 
Solicit  our  regard  ;  but  when  I  tliin 
Of  these,  I  leel  the  ImaginatiTe  powaB' 
Languish  within  me ;  even  tJien  it  sl^ 
When,  pressed  by  tragia  aufibringa,  iM 
Was  more  than  full ;  amiJ  my  sobs  «« 
It  Eli'pt,  even  i[i  the  prrgnant  Beai,on* 
For  though  I  was  moit  pasidonstely  9 
AuJ  yielded  to  nil  changes  of  the  seal 
W'itb  an  obsequious  promptness,  yet  f 
Pa£sed  not  beyond  the  suburbs  of  tb( 
Save  when  realities  of  act  and  mien. 
The  incarnation  of  the  apiriU  that  mi 
Iu  bannonj  amid  the  Poets  world, 
RoBf  to  ideal  grandeur,  or,  called  foif 
By  power  of  coulraat,  mode  we  recegf 
As  at  a  glance,  the  things  nliich  I  bai 
And  yet  not  shaped,  had  seen  and  scl 
When,bavingoloGed  tho  mighty  Sbaki] 
I  mused,  and  thouglit,  sud  felt,  in  sa) 

Pass  wo  from  entertsimnent^  that] 
ProfeEGedly,  to  ethers  titled  higher, 
Yet,  iu  the  estimate  of  youth  at  least 
More  near  akin  to  those  tbaa  muoesj 
I  mean  the  bmwls  of  lawyers  in  Iheil 
Before  tho  ormined  judge,  or  that  gr^ 
Whero  seuators,  tougue-faTOured  nui 


RESroENCE  IN  LONDON. 


487 


id  envied.    Oh !  the  beatiDg  heart, 
eunong  the  prime  of  these  rose  up, — 
38C  name  from  childhood  we  had  heard 
a  household  term,  like  those, 
'ds,  Glosters,  Salsburys,  of  old 
fifth  Harry  talks  of.    Silence !  hush  ! 
trifler,  no  short-flighted  wit, 
ircr  of  a  minute,  painfully 

Xo  !  the  Orator  hath  yoked 
,  like  young  Aurora,  to  his  car : 
zomo  Presence  !  how  can  patience  e'er 
y  of  attending  on  a  track 
sa  with  such  glory !    All  are  charmed, 
;  like  a  hero  in  romance, 
.way  his  never-ending  horn ; 
3w  words,  sense  seems  to  follow  sense : 
ory  and  what  logic !  till  the  strain 
nt,  superhuman  as  it  seemed, 
OMB  even  in  a  yoimg  man's  ear. 

f  Burke  !  forgive  the  pen  seduced 
3  wonders,  and  too  slow  to  tell 
e  mgenuous,  what  bewildered  men, 
to  mistrust  their  boastful  guides, 
icn,  willing  to  grow  wiser,  caught, 
jrs  !  from  thy  most  eloquent  tongue — 
for  ever  mute  in  the  cold  grave. 
-old,  but  vigorous  in  age, — 
in  oak  whoso  stag-horn  branches  start 
eafy  brow,  the  more  to  awe 
.^r  brethren  of  the  grove.     But  some — 
jrcwams,  denounces,  laimchcs  forth, 
sytstems  built  on  abstract  rights, 
lie ;  the  majesty  proclaims 
cjj  and  Laws,  hallowed  by  time ; 
to  vital  power  of  social  ties 
>y  Custom ;  and  with  high  disdain, 
upstart  Tlieory,  insists 
.llegiance  to  which  men  are  bom — 
at  once  a  froward  multitude — 
>r  ti-uth  is  hated,  where  not  loved) 
(Is  fret  within  the  iEoHun  cave, 
heir  monarch's  chain.    The  times  were 

ous  change,  which,  night  by  night,  pro- 

•d 

gles,  and  black  clouds  of  passion  raised ; 

•able  moments  inter>'ened, 

lorn,  like  the  Goddess  from  Jove'sbrain, 

I  in  armour  of  resplendent  words, 

le  Synod.     Could  a  youth,  and  one 

Btt)ry  versed,  whose  breast  had  heaved 

weight  of  classic  eloquence, 

i  hear,  unthankful,  uninspired  ? 


I 


Nor  did  the  Pulpit's  oratory  fail 
To  achieye  its  higher  triumph.    Not  unfelt 
Were  its  lidmonishments,  nor  lightly  heard 
The  awfiil  truths  delivered  thence  by  tongues 
Endowed  with  various  power  to  search  the  soul ; 
Yet  ostentation,  domineering,  oft 
Poured  forth  harangues,  how  sadly  out  of  place ! — 
There  have  I  seen  a  comely  bachelor. 
Fresh  from  a  toilette  of  two  hours,  ascend 
His  rostrum,  with  seraphic  glance  look  up. 
And,  in  a  tone  elaborately  low 
Beginning,  lead  his  voice  through  many  a  maze 
A  minuet  course ;  and,  winding  up  his  mouth, 
From  time  to  time,  into  an  orifice 
Most  deUcate,  a  lurking  eyelet,  smaU. 
And  only  not  invisible,  again 
Open  it  out,  diffusing  thenco  a  smile 
Of  rapt  irradiation,  exquihite. 
Meanwhile  the  Evangelists,  Isaiah,  Job, 
Moses,  and  he  who  penned,  the  other  day, 
The  Death  of  Abel,  Shakspeare,  and  the  Baid 
Whose  genius  spangled  o'er  a  gloomy  theme 
With  fiEmcies  thick  as  his  inspiring  stars. 
And  Ossian  (doubt  not — 'tis  the  naked  truth) 
Summoned  from  streamy  Morven — each  and  all 
Would,  in  their  turns,  lend  ornaments  and  flowers 
To  entwine  the  crook  of  eloquence  that  helped 
This  pretty  Shepherd,  pride  of  all  the  plains, 
To  rule  and  guide  his  captivated  flock. 

I  glance  but  at  a  few  conspicuous  marks. 
Leaving  a  thousand  others,  that,  in  hall. 
Court,  theatre,  conventicle,  or  shop. 
In  public  room  or  private,  ^xirk  or  street. 
Each  fondly  reared  on  his  own  pedef^tal. 
Looked  out  for  admiration.     Folly,  vice. 
Extravagance  in  gesture,  mien,  and  dress. 
And  all  the  strife  of  singularity. 
Lies  to  the  ear,  and  lies  to  every  sense — 
Of  these,  and  of  the  living  shapes  they  wear, 
There  is  no  end.     Such  candidates  for  regard. 
Although  well  pleased  to  be  where  they  were 

found, 
I  did  not  hunt  after,  nor  greatly  prize. 
Nor  made  unto  myself  a  secret  boast 
Of  reading  them  with  quick  and  curious  eye ; 
But,  as  a  common  produce,  things  that  are 
To-day,  to-morrow  will  be,  took  of  them 
Such  frilling  note,  as,  on  some  errand  bound 
That  asks  not  speed,  a  traveller  might  bestow 
On  sea-ehelU  that  bestrew  the  sandy  beach. 
Or  daitsies  swarming  through  the  fields  of  Juca 

But  foolibhness  and  madness  in  parade. 
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ThoDgh  tuoft  at,  liuiiia  in  tbia  tiieir  dear  domuu, 
Are  acatttered  erecywliere,  lio  raritiei, 
Evea  ta  the  rudest  novice  of  tlio  ScTiooIb. 
Mo,  mtlior.  it  employed,  to  notr,  ud  Icoop 
In  meiuory,  those  mdiiidual  Kighta 
Of  oountgo,  or  iutfigrity,  or  tmth. 
Or  tenderness,  which  thcrp,  set  oft  by  foil, 
Appeared  more  touchiug.    One  nil]  I  select; 
A  Father— for  ho  bora  tbut  saared  niima— 
Uim  SUV  I,  Bitting  ia  na  open  equara. 
Upon  n  coraer-BtoQe  ot  thnt  low  wall. 
Wherein,  wore  flied  the  ironjM!ea_t!!atj9nCsd 

I  A  apadaiia  grasa^lot ;  there,  in  nilonre,  rat? 
This  One  Man,  with  a  rickly  baVo  outalcttohwl 
(Tpan  his  Icnee,  wliotn  he  had  thither  brought 
For  nuiuiltine.  Kod  to  breathe  the  fru^hcr  ulr. 
Of  those  who  paued,  and  me  who  looked  at  biui. 
He  took  no  heed ;  but  in  hia  bmwny  arma 
(The  ArtlGcer  was  to  the  albnw  hare, 
And  from  hie  work  tbia  mouieot  hid  been  stolen) 
He  held  the  ebdd,  and,  bonding  over  it, 
Ai  if  he  wore  afraid  both  of  the  auu 
And  of  the  air,  'H'hich  ho  hod  come  to  seek, 
K;od  tlio  poor  baba  vrith  luve  unutterable. 


Al  ths  black  ittonn  upon  the  mouutam  top 
I  Seta  off  the  sunbeam  in  the  vnlle;,  bo 

L  Tliat  Hi^jTwf^tifnnnhinj  ^y^  r^^  h^MDjiw-kyjv^ 

UT^.-.',  n  Koleinn  back-.EjrovinH.  or  rclipf; 
[To  .«]n^lii  fimnVgnd  oTijsetB,  ivbeneo  they  drav, 
ll'jr  felling  and  eontetnplative  regard, 
lloro  thnii  inherent  livelinoefl  and  pniver. 
Hdw  oft,  amid  those  overilowine  streets, 
Havo  I  Eoiie  fom-fird  with  tbo  ci-owd,  and  said 


Unt 


ielf,  "Tlie  fact 


Tlmt  pnsara  by  me  ia  a  mygtevy  I  " 

Tlius  have  !  looked,  nor  oenucd  to  look,  c;ipi-0s»  d 

By  tboiigbta  of  what  and  whjtlicr,  whoa  and  hov. 

Unta  tho  flhapea  before  ray  eyes  bccamo 

A  flecDud-aiKht  procession,  suoh  as  glidea 

Over  atili  mountaioa.  or  appears  in  dreaiuB; 

i  onca,  rar-travelloil  in  Biicli  innmi,  beyond 
The  reach  of  common  indication,  lost 
Amid  tho  moving  pageant,  I  vaa  smitten 
Abruptly,  vrith  the  view  (a  aisht  not  rare) 
Uf  a  blind  Beggar^  "ho,  with  upriglit  faco. 
Stood,  propped  against  a  wall,  upon  hia  client 
Wearing  a  written  paijcr.  to  ciplain 
Ilia  story,  whence  ho  camo,  and  who  he  nils. 
Caught  by  the  spectaclo  my  mind  turned  round 
.Va  with  the  might  of  waters  ;  and  apt  typo 
".'Ilia  label  seemed  of  the  utmost  we  can  tnu"-, 
Both  of  oumolves  and  of  tlie  univcrae  ; 
And,  on  the  shape  of  that  uumoving  man, 


Though  reared  upon  the  baae  of  ODtnsid  lluDf^ 
Struotiirea  like  these  the  excited  ipitit  mainly 
Builds  for  borsclf;  tccucs  djflereat  then  nn, 
Pull-fomiod,  that  take,  with  email  intemsl  b^ 
Posoeasion  of  the  fncultiea, — the  peace 
Tliat  comes  with  uight ;  the  deep  aoleaiiulj 
Of  nature's  intemiediate  hon.™  of  nsil, 
Wh.in  the  great  tide  of  human  life  sUatla  rtUl ; 
The  bnsinoffl  of  the  day  to  come,  unthira, 
Of  that  gone  by,  locked  up,  as  in  the  gn'o ; 
Tho  blended  c-Ummna  of  the  boavena  tni  aitb. 
Moonlight  and  fitars,  and   empty  otroat^  war 

Cnfrcqncnt  as  in  deserts ;  at  late  hont» 
Of  winter  evenings,  nhen  unwUolctoise  rsioi 
Are  falling  hard,  vrith  people  yet  astir, 
The  feeble  salotation  from  the  voice 
Of  Bume  unhi^py  woman,  now  »nd  tlitn 
Hoard  as  «e  paw,  when  no  one  looks  abmit 
Nothing  a  listened  to.     Bivt  these,  1  fear, 
Aro  fiOsely  catfllogricd  ;  tljingii  that  arc  ar«  iMl> 
As  the  mind  ansirers  to  them,  or  the  hean 
la  prompt,  or  ilow,  to  foaL    Vrhat  taj  you,  tk* 
To  time*,  when  half  tho  oilj  alialt  bnak  nut 
Full  of  one  pa«iioD,  vengeanee,  TDfn,  or  f^rl 

>loba,  riots,  or  rejoicings  T     From  thew  fif'oU 
Take  one,— that  nnclout  fosti\-al,  the  Foir, 
Hulden  where  martyra  suffered  in  past  time, 
Aud  named  of  St.  Bartholomew;  thow.  «B 
A  work  completed  to  our  hand«,  that  lay*. 
If  any  spectacle  on  cnclh  can  do. 
The  whole  creative  powers  of  man  asleep '. — 
For  once  the  Mase'a  1  elp  will  we  im[loie 
And  Ghe  shall  loilge  us,  watted  on  her  wm^ 
Vbore  tho  prcsa  and  danger  of  the  en  %i 
t pan  b  ti e    !       nin       1  tf  rti       VThut  a  I «i 
Tor  e  1  r_™id^ 

Mons  pe,  »  -,hl  >    inJ! 

Beiovi  cr    nxik 

t  f  the       io  Q  k  a      e 

■\\    h  hoa  la     tbo  m  dway  region  ju  1  abo  e 

I    t  rv  ng  d  wit!  alarmg  pictures  and  h  -v  scrolls 

Dumb  proelautationg  of  the  Prodigia  : 

With  cliottoring  taonkeya  clotigliiig  from  llwir 

And  cliildron  whirling  in  their  raundoboutt ; 
With  tboio  that  ati-ctch  tho  neck  and  stnin  1^ 

cjcs. 
And  crack  tlie  votee  Jo  timUbip,  the  crowd 
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1  bufifoons  against  buffoons 
ithing,  screaming, — him  who  grinds 
rdv,  at  the  fiddle  weaves, 
It-boz,  thumps  the  kettle-drum, 
at  the  trumpet  pu£fs  his  cheeks, 
tared  Negro  with  his  timbrel, 
umblcrs,  women,  girls,  and  boys, 
,  pink-vested,    with  high-towering 

J  of  wonder,  from  all  parts, 
;)inos,  painted  Indians,  Dwarfs, 
knowledge,  and  the  learned  Pig, 
cr,  the  man  that  swallows  fire, 
loquists,  the  Invisible  Girl, 
speaks  and  moves  its  goggling  eyes, 
k.  Clock-work,  all  the  marvellous 

nlins,  Wild  Beasts,  Puppet-shows, 
way,  far-fetched,  perverted  things, 
mature,  all  Promethean Jhouglits 
allncss,.  madness,  and  their.  Cefttfl 
ip  together^tocQigDipose 
of  jNIpjpjtcrs.     Tents  and  Booths 

if  the  whole  were  one  vast  mill, 

receiving  on  all  sides, 
thrcc-ycars*  Children,  Babes  in  arms. 

on  fusion  !  true  epitome 
iiglity  City  is  herself, 
upon  thousands  of  her  sons, 
lio  same  perpetual  whirl 
cts,  melted  and  reduced 
ty,  by  differences 
law,  no  moaning,  and  no  end — 
ndcr  which  even  higliest  minds 
whence  the  strongest  ai*e  not  iver. 
\e  picture  weary  out  the  eye, 
unmanageable  sight, 
Iv  so  to  him  who  looks 


In  steaduicss,  who  hath  among  legist  things 

An  under-sense  of  greatest ;  sees  the  parts 

As  parts,  but  with  a  feeUng  of  the  whole. 

This,  of  all  acquisitions,  first  awaits 

On  sundry  and  most  widely  different  modes 

Of  education,  nor  with  least  delight 

0  n  that  through  which  I  passed.  Attention  springs, 

And  comprehensiveness  and  memory  flow, 

From  early  converse  with  the  works  of  God 

Among  all  regions ;  chiefly  where  appear 

Most  obviously  simplicity  and  power. 

Think,  how  the  everlastmg  streams  and  woods. 

Stretched  and  still  sti'etching  far  and  wide,  exalt 

The  roving  Indian,  on  his  desert  sands : 

What  grandeur  not  unfelt,  what  pregnant  show 

Of  beauty,  meets  the  sun-burnt  Arab  s  eye : 

And,  as  the  sea  propels,  from  zone  to  zone. 

Its  currents ;  magnifies  its  shoals  of  life 

Beyond  all  compass ;  spreads,  and  sends  aloft 

Armies  of  clouds, — even  so,  its  powers  and  aspects 

Shape  for  mankind,  by  principles  as  fixed. 

The  views  and  aspirations  of  the  soul 

To  mnjesty.    Like  virtue  have  the  forms 

Perennial  of  the  ancient  hills ;  nor  less 

The  changeful  language  of  their  countenances 

Quickens  the  slumbering  mind,  and  aids  ilie 

thoughts, 
However  multitudinous,  to  move 
With  order  and  relation.    This,  if  still, 
As  hitherto,  in  freedom  I  may  speak. 
Not  violating  any  just  restraint, 
As  may  bo  hoped,  of  real  modesty, — 
This  did  I  feel,  in  London's  vast  domain. 
The  Spirit  of  Nature  was  upon  me  there  ; 
The  soul  of  Beauty  and  enduring  Life 
Vouchsafed  her  inspiration,  and  diffusod, 
Tlirough  mcagie  lines  and  colours,  and  the  nrofis 
Of  self-destroying,  transitory  things, 
Composure,  and  ennobling  Harmony. 


THE  PRELDDE. 


BOOK  EIGHTH, 


What  nomids  ore  thoM,  HelvalljD,  Uuit  ore  Lcwrd 
Up  to  Lb;  aummit,  through  ths  depth  of  oil 
ABOQUiling,  as  if  diatnnco  liiul  tbo  power 
To  make  the  aaundii  moTo  nudiblc)     Vkliat  crawii 
Covers,  or  epHnldei!  o'er,  you  villi>ge  grson  I 
Crowd  goeiua  il.  soUtuy  1u!l  1  to  Uioe, 
Thou^  but  iL  little  Giimly  of  msa, 
Shepherds  Had  tillers  of  the  gromid — befcncs 
Aaiienibled  Vfith  their  chPdrco  and  their  wivee, 
Aud  here  aud  there  a  etran^r  iutcnpeiscd. 
Thej  hwid  ■  ruatic  fhir— a  fcativol, 
Such  a",  on  this  side  now,  aad  now  on  that, 
Ropentad  through  his  tributBTj  Tslca, 
HolTellyn,  in  the  ulonco  othi»  roet,  '  njn,,, 

Seae  auaunlly,  if  clouda  towarda  oilLer  ocean 
Blown  from  their  fiiroutite  witjiig  pin™,  or  miite 
I^nolved,  have  left  him  on  uiuhtwided  head. 
DeUgbtfuI  d^  it  la  for  all  who  dwell 
lu  thLi  aeeluilod  glen,  ainl  caeeily 
Tlicy  K've  it  iveleomi:.     Long  eie  liuat  of  Quuu, 
From  hjro  or  field  the  tina  were  bumght;  tbo 

Are  poonod  in  cotes ;  the  cbaHVrins  is  begun. 
The  heifer  Ions,  uueiBy  at  the  voice 
or  D  new  master;  bleat  tbe  fiocke  alnuil. 
BoDtba  are  there  nono :  a  stall  or  two  is  licro  ; 
A  lamn  mjra  or  a  bliud,  the  one  to  bog, 
TliG  other  to  mnke  music ;  hither,  tuo, 
From  fur,  with  ba-fcct,  slung  npou  lior  aiui, 
Of  hawker's  warca— books,  pictures,  eonibs,  aud 

piiiB— 
Some  aged  woman  Imdj  her  way  a^aiu^ 
Tear  after  year,  a  punctual  viailont ! 
Tiicre  alio  Btanda  a  *peeeh-mnk(T  by  inle, 
Pulliug  thontringH  oChiahoieLl  rrirue-show; 
And  ui  the  lapse  of  mauy  yenra  may  come 
Prouder  itinerant,  mouuteiiank,  or  be 
Whose  wonders  in  a  covered  wain  lie  iii.l. 
But  one  there  is,  the  loveliest  of  tliem  nil. 
Sutue  sweet  lass  of  the  valley,  looking  out 
For  gains,  and  who  that  sees  her  would  not  buy ! 
Fruits  (if  her  fatlier's  orchard,  are  her  wares^ 
And  with  tho  ruddy  produce,  she  walks  round 
AjiioDg  the  crowd,  half  pleased  with,  half  aehomed  ! 


Ofher  new  offlce,  blushing  wBtleaJy. 
The  ohildrea  now  era  rich,  for  tfa«  old  todif 
Are  yenerous  as  the  young ;  and,  if  mnleDl 
Witli  looking  on,  sonu)  ancient  wedded  pair 
Sit  in  the  shade  tosother,  while  they  gin^ 
"  A  cheerful  smile  unbends  tho  wrinkled  hral 
Tlio  days  deported  start  again  to  liii^ 
And  oil  tho  eeones  of  childhood  raapptu, 
Faint,  but  more  tranqiul,  tike  the  ohugiic  •> 
To  him  who  slept  at  noon  and  wako*  tt  ere." 
ThuEi  gaiety  and  cbcerfulnea  pn<t^ 
Spreoding  fi-om  young  to  old,  &om  old  to  [m 

1»  tho  roocM.  tho  eifcumMnhfant  woriJ 
Magnilicwrt.  by  which  tfr^r  Vn  IH^^fllff^ ' 
tT^  "■""'^^Mtr*  "[•""  till  |"ft  jgeon  larf: 


riowlitge  tho7.  tinff  and  U 


AndkllUiattJiey  con  Author  or  ofartnMI 
Through  utter  weakneai  inUah)y  dear, 
Aa  tender  InlkutB  ere  l  and  jret  bov  ped ! 
For  bU  thing!  laiTe  them :  tliBin  Uw  IDOWBI I^ 

Loves,  aa  it  glistens  on  the  silent  rocka : 

Look  doB-Q  upon  them  ;  the  rf  poiing  clouib: 
1'he  wild  brooka  prattling  from  invinblf  hull 
Aud  old  HclvoUyn,  couscious  of  the  stir 
Which  animates  this  day  their  cilm  aimb. 

With  deep  devotion,  Nature,did  I  ftel. 
lu  tliat  enormous  City's  turbulent  worid 
(Jf  men  and  tilings,  what  benefit  I  omd 
To  thee,  and  thoao  domains  of  nual  ]«», 
'Where  to  the  seu^  of  beauty  fint  my  Lorl 
Wasopsued;  tract  more  eiijuiaitely  tiir 
7'han  that  famed  paradise  of  ten  [Lousuml  ino 
Or  Gebot'ii  Dintchless  gardens,  for  detighl 
Of  the  Tartai'iau  dynasty  composed 
(Be^'oiid  that  mighty  wall,  not  Otbiilouv 
China's  stupeudous  mound)  by  patient  toJ 
Of  myriads  and  boon  nature's  lariah  help ; 

clime  from  widest  empire  cfcojta. 
Fulfilling  (could  enchantment  have  done  nw* 
A  sumptuous  dream  of  flowery  lawoa,  witSi  dco 
Of  pleasure  sprinkled  over,  shady  dells 


lOH  hna  oro  frem  a  do*cripIin  roaD- 
lIJUs"~br  oocorUr.  ^ordiwonli's  otJut  : 
Jwepb  Cottlo,— JU. 
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m  monasteries,  Bunny  mounts 
pies  crested,  bridges,  gondolas, 
ns,  and  groves  of  foliage  taught  to  melt 
other  their  obsequious  hues, 
and  vanishing  in  subtle  chase, 
,0  be  pursued ;  or  standing  foHh 
;or<iaut  opposition,  strong 
30US  as  the  colours  side  by  side 
cnong  rich  plumes  of  tropic  birds  ; 
atains  over  all,  embracing  all; 
10  landscape,  endlessly  enriched 
ers  running,  fidling,  or  asleep. 

elier  far  than  this,  the  paiudisc 
(vas  reared ;  in  Nature's  primitive  gifts 
no  less,  and  more  to  every  sense 
seeing  that  the  sun  and  sky, 
snts,  and  seasous  as  they  change, 
worthy  fellow-labourer  there — 
man  working  for  himself,  with  choice 
Dd  place,  and  object;  by  his  wants, 
»rts,  native  occupations,  careR, 
f  led  to  individual  ends 
and  still  followed  by  a  train 
unthought-of  even — simplicity,  ^ 

ty,  and  inevitable  grace* 

len  a  glimpse  of  those  imperial  bowers 
a  child  be  transport  over-great, 
a  half-hour*s  roam  through  such  a  place 
ive  behind  a  dance  of  images, 
I  break  in  upon  hi»?  sleep  for  weeks ; 
I  the  common  haimts  of  the  green  earth, 
lary  interests  of  man, 
?y  embosom,  all  without  regard 
i&y  seem,  arc  fastening  on  the  heart 
r,  each  with  the  other's  help, 
rheu  my  affections  first  were  led 
Ired,  friends,  and  playmates,  to  partake 
:he  human  creature's  absolute  self, 
?eable  kindliness  of  heart 
t  of  fountains,  there  abounding  most, 
•  creign  Nature  dictated  tho  tasks 
r>ation8  which  her  beauty  adorned, 
herds  were  the  men  that  pleased  me 

t; 

as  Saturn  ruled  'mid  Lation  wilds, 

and  laws  so  tempered,  that  their  lives 

to  us  toiling  in  this  late  day, 

radition  of  the  golden  age  ; 

as,  'mid  Arcadian  fastnesses 

id,  handed  down  among  themselves 

a  Grecian  song  renowned ; 

as — when  an  adverse  fate  had  driven, 


From  house  and  home,  the  courtly^baud  whoBe 

fortunes 
Entered,  with  Shakspcare's  genius,  the  wild  woods 
Of  Arden — amid  eunshiue  or  in  shade 
Culled  the  best  fruits  of  Time's  imcounted  hours. 
Ere  Phoabe  sighed  for  the  false  Qanymede ; 
Or  there  where  Perdita  and  Florizel 
Together  danced,  Queen  of  the  feast,  and  King ; 
Nor  such  as  Spenser  fabled.    True  it  is, 
That  I  had  heard  (what  he  perhaps  had  seen) 
Of  maids  at  sunrise  bringing  in  from  far 
Their  May-bush,  and  along  the  streets  in  flocks 
Parading  with  a  song  of  taunting  rhymes. 
Aimed  at  the  laggards  slumbering  within  doors ; 
Had  also  heai'd,  from  those  who  yet  remembered. 
Tales  of  the  May-pole  dance,  and  wreaths  that 

docked 
Porch,  door-way,  or  kirk-pillar;  and  of  youths. 
Each  with  his  maid,  before  the  sun  was  up. 
By  annual  custom,  issuing  forth  in  troops, 
To  drink  the  waters  of  some  sainted  well. 
And  hang  it  round  with  garlands.  Love  survives ; 
[  But,  for  such  purpose,  flowers  no  longer  grow : 
The  times,  too  sage,  perhaps  too  proud,  have 

dropped 
These  lighter  graces ;  and  the  rural  waj[;^s 
And  manners  which  my  childhood  looked  upon 
Were  ihA  iinluxuriant  pro3uce  of  a Jifo 
Intent  on  little  but  substantial  needs. 
Yetrich  in2^iitj,T)eautj  .that  waa.felt. 
But  images  of  danger  and  distress, 
Man  suffering  among  awful  Powei's  and  Forms ; 
Of  this  I  heard,  and  saw  enough  to  make 
Imagination  restless ;  nor  was  free 
Myself  from  frequent  perils ;  nor  were  tola'? 
Wanting, — the  tragedies  of  former  times. 
Hazards  and  strange  escapes,  of  which  tho  rocks 
Immutable,  and  overflowing  streams, 
Where'er  I  roamed,  were  speaking  monuments. 

Smooth  life  had  flock  and  shepherd  in  old  time, 
Long  springs  and  tepid  winters,  on  tho  banks 
Of  delicate  Gulesus  ;  and  no  less 
Those  scattered  along  Adriaa  myrtle  shores: 
Smooth  life  had  herdsman,  and  his  snow-white 

herd 
To  triumphs  and  to  sacrificml  rites 
Devoted,  on  tho  inviolable  stream 
Of  rich  Clitumnus ;  and  the  goat-herd  lived 
As  calmly,  underneath  the  pleasant  brows 
Of  cool  Lucrctilis,  where  the  pipe  was  heard 
Of  Pan,  Invisible  God,  thrilling  the  rocks 
With  tutelary  music,  from  all  harm 
The  fold  protecting.    I  myself,  mature 
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la  miuiliood  then,  lisve  seeu  a  pustornl  tniot 
Like  oua  of  fbme.  where  Fnncy  might  run  wild. 
Though  iinilcr  skiM  1ms  goneronn,  leai  Bereao  : 
There,  foe  hsr  cran  delight  had  Niitnre  framed 
A  plensare-grouiid,  diffuaed  n  fair  eipuiBa 
Of  level  pasture,  ialfllided  witli  groTe* 
And  banked  vith  woody  riaiugs ;  but  tho  Plaiu 
Endlnn.  hate  opening  widely  out.  uid  there 
Shut  up  !□  Isssar  liikes  or  bads  of  luwn 
And  intrirnte  receises,  creek  or  bay 
Shollered  within  H  shelter,  where  at  larga 
Tho  ehepherd  atrnjg.  a  roIIiuE  hut  hi>  home. 
ThiLhiir  he  Gomea  witli  gpriug-tiac,  then  abidea 
All  Eummer,  and  nt  fiunrijo  je  may  hMT 
His  BHgeoIct  to  liquid  notes  of  Iov« 
Attuned,  or  aprightly  (ifit  roMundhig  far. 
Nook  is  there  nono,  nor  ti-nct  of  timt  vast  Bimcu 
Where  pnaange  opeut,  but  tlie  eniae  iihntl  hnve 
In  turn  its  Tiaitnnt,  telling  thero  his  boum 
In  unUhorioug  plensuro.  with  no  task 
More  toilaomB  Ihao  to  curve  n  Ijoedion  howl 
For  spriug  or  fountidn,  wliiuh  tiie  traveller  Rods, 
iftien  through  tho  region  ho  pureuM  at  will 
Vila  devionB  eourBO.    A  glimpso  of  Bueh  Bweet  tifo 
I  mw  when,  from  the  melancholy  iraUi 
Of  Ooslw,  euflo  imperial,  I  rwiewed 
iSj  dtdly  tmlk  nlans  that  nida  champaign. 
That,  ronet  Ing  to  her  gates,  spt«id«  coet  and  west. 
And  rM.rLl,»-.r.^,  from  ^ciiMlh  the  mnnutain..ii= 

verijo 
[nr  Iho  Hiiri-yninn  forest.     Yet,  luiil  to  you 
Jloara.  tnoniitains,  hcndlnnds,  and  ye  hiiUow  vnlo', 
'JYo  long  deep  chunnelB  for  tho  Atlantic's  voice, 
'  Powera  of  my  native  region  I     Ye  that  EeiKO 
Tlie  licnrt  with  firmer  gmp  !     Your  anowa  nnd 

IfngoTcmiible,  and  your  terrifying  winds, 

1'hiLt  how!  so  ditmnlly  lot  him  who  treads 

ComiKmiouless  your  owfu!  Eolitudei  ! 

Tliero.  'tis  the  ahcpherd'a  tosk  tho  winter  long 

To  wiiit  upon  the  atonns :  of  their  npproncli 

Siicscious,  into  Bhcltcring  cores  ho  drivea 

Ilia  flock,  and  thitlier  fnini  the  liomDBtend  Leajs 

A  tnilsomo  burden  up  tlio  craggy  wajB, 

And  dciila  it  out,  their  regiilnr  nourishment 

Hlrewn  on  Iho  frozen  enow.    And  when  tho  ppiing 

I.'ioks  out,  nnd  all  the  pastures  dunce  with  Ininbfl, 

And  when  the  Qock,  with  vnrmer  wenther,  cliuiba 

Higher  nnd  higher.  Lim  Lie  office  leada 

To  watcli  their  goin^,  whatsoever  track 

Tlie  wiuderore  choose.  Forthiihe  quit?  hiahome 

At  (laj-gpriug,  ond  no  eooucv  dolh  the  biin 

Begin  to  strike  him  with  a,  iire-hka  heat. 

Than  he  lies  dowu  upon  Eomo  ahiuing  rock, 


And  brenkfuata  with  Ilia  dt^.     When  thajr 

Rtolan, 
Ah  U  their  wont^  a  pitUnce  from  ttriet  tmi, 
For  tert  not  needed  or  ciebange  of  love, 
Thoii  fFom  hi«  ootich  lie  atarta;  anil  now  bb 
Crush  ont  s  tireljer  fragmnce  from  thv  low* 
Of  lowly  thyme,  by  Kature'i  ikill  onwrnnzh 
In  the  wild  turf:  the  lingering  dew*  nf  Dion 
Smoke  round  him,  u  from  hill  to  hill  bt  bia 
Ilia  staff  proleniiing  like  b  bonCer'a  qcsr. 
Or  by  its  aid  leaping  from  cng  to  er*$, 
And  o'er  the  brawling  beds  of  unbiidf  cd  tfl 
FhiloHophy,  methinka,  at  Fancy  a  call, 
Hight  dci^  to  follow  him  throagb  vhalliai 
Or  seea  in  his  day'a  march  ;  himaelt  h*  M^ 
In  thoM  vast  n^ons  whero  his  aerriw  ha, 
A  freeman,  wedded  to  his  life  othupe 
And  haziLril,  aud  hard  laboar  iuterdiiUi^ 
With  that  mit}estic  indolence  so  dear 

I  To  oilivo  man.     A  rambling  Ech«J-lMy,  llM 
1  felt  his  prcaeuee  in  hla  own  damtUD, 
Aa  of  a  lord  and  maitor,  or  a  povsr. 
Or  genius,  nuder  Kature,  undrr  God. 

'  Prcdditig ;  and  severest  solitude 
Bod  nior«  comniaiiding  looks  when  he  m  lb 
When  up  UiS  lonely  brooks  on  rwoy  da^    i 
Angling  I  vent,  oc  trod  the  timiileai  Ulll   \ 
By  mists  bewildered,  suddenly  mine  rjta 

'  Hiivo  glauced  ii].pti  him  di-Uiut  s  fi;>v  r*f|*, 
In  aizo  a  giant,  elolking  through  thick  !iic. 

I  Ilii!  aheep  likeCi-eent.-md  bears;  or, ai ha utifl 
Bi'yond  tiie  boundary  line  of  annie  hdWata 
His  form  hath  Sashed  upon  lac,  clarified 
By  the  deep  mdionce  of  the  setting  sun  : 
Or  him  have  I  descried  in  distant  akj, 

A'bove  all  height  I  like  Sn  aerial  cron 
Stationed  alone  upon  a  apuy  rock 
Ofthe  Chartreuaa,  for  worship.     TliuiiwW 
Eunobloii  outwardly  before  my  aij^t. 
And  thus  lay  heart  was  early  iulrodiwed 

Of  humau  nature  ;  henco  the  humim  funs 
To  me  benun'!  an  index  of  ilclight. 
Of  grace  and  honour,  power  and  worUiini* 
Meanwhile  this  creature — spiritual  alnKSl 
As  those  of  books,  but  moro  cialtodiori 
Fcr  more  of  un  imaginative  form 
TliiiQ  tho  gay  Corio  of  the  grorea,  who  li«* 
For  his  own  fancies,  or  to  dance  by  the  h^ 
In  coronal,  with  Hiyllis  in  the  nudst— 
Was,  for  the  puri>osea  of  kind,  a  man 
With  the  most  common  r  husband,  fiitlier;  1m 
Could  teach,  admonish  ;  euSerod  with  the  " 
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«  and  folly,  wretchedness  and  fear ; 
little  saw,  cared  less  for  it, 
^thing  must  have  felt 

Call  ye  these  appearances — 
beheld  of  shepherds  in  my  youth, 
jtity  of  Nature  given  to  man —  ii^  W-^ 
V,  a  delusion,  ye  who  pore  ^^^ 

ead  letter,  miss  the  spirit  of  things  ;  ^ 
nth  is  not  a  motion  or  a  shape 
(vith  vital  functions,  but  a  block 
I  image  which  yourselves*  have  made, 
idore  !    But  blessed  be  the  God 
e  and  of  Man  that  this  was  so ; 
Q  before  my  inexperienced  eyes 
present  themselves  thus  purificil, 
\y  and  to  a  distance  that  was  fit : 
re  all  of  us  in  some  degree 
:o  knowledge,  wheresoever  led, 
rsocver ;  were  it  otherwise, 
found  evil  fast  as  wo  find  good 
rst  years,  or  think  that  it  is  found, 
Id  the  innocent  heart  bear  up  and  live  ! 
Ay  fortunate  my  lot ;  not  here 
lat  something  of  a  better  llfo 
was  round  mo  than  it  is  the  privilege 
to  move  in,  but  that  first  I  looked 
through  objects  that  were  great  or  fair ; 
imuned  with  him  by  their  help.  And  thus 
aded  a  sure  safeguard  and  defence 
the  weight  of  meanness,  selfish  cares, 
lanncrs,  vulgar  pas-sions,  that  beat  in 
des  from  the  ordinary  world 
I  we  traffic.    Starting  from  this  point 
r  face  turned  toward  the  truth,  begau 
advantage  furnished  by  that  kind 
ssession,  without  which  the  soul 
no  knov\  ktlge  that  can  bring  forth  good, 
ine  insight  ever  comes  to  her. 
e  restraint  of  over-watchful  eyes 
d,  I  moved  about,  year  after  year, 
ind  now  most  thankful  that  myjjalk 
rded  from  too  early  intercourse  A^t^^y^  l  . , 
;  defoi-mities  of  crowded  life,  ^  ^xi^s-h  -If* 
\Q  ensuing  laughters  and  contempts,"^ 
idng,  which,  if  we  would  wish  to  think 
lue  reverence  on  earth's  rightful  lord, 
ced  to  be  the  inheritor  of  heaven, 
permit  us ;  but  pursue  the  mind, 
devotion  willingly  would  rise, 
temple  and  the  temple's  hcait. 

em  not,  Friend !  that  human  kind  with  mo 
ly  took  a  place  pre-eminent; 
lerself  was,  at  this  imripe  time. 


But  secondary  to  my  own  pursuits 

And  animal  activities,  and  all 

Their  trivial  pleasures;   and  when  these  had 

drooped 
And  gradually  expired,  and  Nature,  prized 
For  her  own  sake,  became  my  joy,  even  then — 
And  upwards  through  late  youth,  until  not  le^a 
Than  two-and-twenty  summers  had  bepijL  0ld — 
Was  Man  in  mj^^egtJQxig.aadxegards 
Subordinate  to.  her,  her  visible  fonns 
And  viewless  agencies :  a  passion,  sho, 
A  rapture  often,  and  immediate  love 
Ever  at  hand ;  he,  only  a  delight 
Occasional,  an  accidental  gittce, 
His~Hour  being  not  yet  come.    Far  less  had  then 
Tlie  inferior  creatures,  beast  or  bird,  attuned 
My  spirit  to  that  gentleness  of  love 
(Though  they  had  long  been  carefully  observed), 
Won  from  me  those  minuto  obeisances 
Of  tenderness,  which  I  may  number  now 
With  my  first  blessings.    Nevertheless,  on  these 
The  light  of  beauty  did  not  fall  in  vain, 
Or  grandeur  circumfuse  them  to  no  end. 

But  when  that  first  poetic  faculty- 
Ofmain  Imagiuation  and  seycrfi? 
No  longer  a  mute  influence  of  the  soul. 
Ventured,  at  some  rash  Muses  earnest  call. 
To  try  her  strength  amongCjar^moiis  woru^^ 
And  tdCoook-not[ous>lind  thefj^jjJgs^f.QJct^ 
I^Td  knowmgly  conform  itself;  there  came 
Among^he  simple  shapes  of  human  life 
iCwil  fulness  offaucyind  ^jiceiJ^  i^j.^ 

And_Naturo  and  her  objects  .beautifi,cd  — 

Thes^ fiction^  as  in  .some  sort,  in  their  turn, 

Nothinjj  was  safe  :  the  elder-tree  that  gi-ew       c^miH»»« 
Beside  the  well-known  charnel-house  had  then  »|i£|»  tK* 
A  dismal  look  :  the  yew-tree  had  its  ghost,  l*^  U* 
That  took  his  station  there  for  ornament  •W'^  jj 

*  ...      —  -  «...  •'«  ^^^       i  •  T 

The  dignities  of  plain  occurrence  then  ^  *J 

"NVere  tasteless,  and  truth's  golden.  mcun,,a^Qint 
Where  no  sufficient  plcaauro  could  be  iound. 
Then,  if  a  widow,  staggering  with  the  blow 
Of  her  distress,  was  known  to  have  turned  her 

steps 
To  the  cold  grave  in  which  her  husband  slept, 
One  night,  or  haply  more  than  one,  through  pain 
Or  half-insensate  impotence  of  mind. 
The  fact  was  caught  at  greedily,  and  there 
She  must  be  visitant  the  whole  year  through. 
Wetting  the  turf  with  never-ending  tears. 

Through  quaint  obliquities  I  might  pursue 
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Thcaa  craviagB  ;  wlicn  tlio  fos-gloTe,  one  by  one, 
Upwuri's  through  every  etoso  of  the  tall  stem. 
Hud  ahed  Utelde  the  public  way  ita  balla, 
And  stood  of  nil  dijmautled,  Ea\-e  the  lost 
Left  at  tbe  tnpcriug  ladder's  top,  tbat  seemed 
To  bi'nd  an  ilolU  U  alonder  Wade  of  srasg 
Tipped  with  a  raiii-drop,  Fancy  loved  to  Beat, 
Boueulh  the  )>]ruit  deajwiled,  but  crested  still 
With  this  Just  i-olic.  hood  itself  to  fill, 
Some  Ttigraat  uinther,  whoio  arch  little  ones, 
Ail  unconcerned  by  Ler  dejected  plight, 
LjaugheJ  us  with  riv&I  eo^-emcas  their  huidi 
Ostbered  the  puri>lo  cups  that  round  tLeni  Isy, 
Strewing  the  turfs  greeu  slope. 

A  dUmaed  light 
(Wlieuo'er  tbs  summer  sun,  declining,  smote 
A  smooth  rock  wet  with  constant  Bpringa)  wns 

Bp&rkling  From  out  n  capse^W  bsjik  that  rose 
Krontiug  our  cottage.     Oli  bcdJe  the  hearth 
Seated,  willi  opon  door,  often  and  long 
Dpou  this  restteis  luatru  bace  I  guzed, 
Tlint  niudo  my  funcy  restless  as  itselfL 
'Twos  cow  for  me  a  bumiihed  silver  iliield 
Suspondvd  over  a  knight's  tomb,  who  lay 
iBgloriouE,  buried  in  the  dusky  wood : 
An  eniranca  now  into  «ons  aagio  Cftva 
Or  pnlnce  built  by  fidries  of  the  rock  ; 

I  Bpect^iclo,  by  Tiaiting  the  tpat. 
Thua  yrHSai  Fancy,  in  uo  hurtful  mood, 
'''Engmftcd  {iLT-fctched  Kbapas  on  feelings  hrcd 
By  puro  Imcigiimtion  :  buay  Power 
She  wo*,  and  witli  bcr  ready  pupil  turned 
lustinetivoly  to  human  passions,  then 
Leust  uudci-Btood.    Yet,  'mid  t)ie  fervent  sn'anu 
I'f  tuesB  vagaries,  with  an  eye  so  rich 
Ah  uiiuo  was  through  the  bounty  of  a  grand 
And  }i>ve]y  region,  1  had  fiimis  digtiuot 

uidy  ma ;  each  airy  tliought  rovolied 
Hound  n  eubsbuitial  centre,  wbich  at  once 
Jueited  it  to  motion,  and  controlled. 
I  did  nut  pine  like  one  in  cities  bred. 
As  was  thy  molancholy  lot,  de.u'  Friend  ! 
Great  Spirit  ns  tbou  aii,  in  eudleaa  dreiuus 
'.:  Of  sicklineER,  d'lsjoiningi  joinlug,  tilings 

Without  the  ligbt  of  knowledge.  \Vh ere  the  harm, 
j  If,  when  the  woodman  Iimguished  with  disease 
jliiduccd  by  islceping  nightty  on  the  ground 
!*-"v.  J'"'™!"'  I"'"*  sod-built  cabin,  Indian-wise, 
J  ,1  cilled  Hie  pangs  ef  disappointed  lovt^ 

'*     I    I*'"'  '^'  ""'  "^  etcetera  of  the  wrong, 
^T"'!  jTo  help  liim  to  his  gravis    Meanwhile  the  mm. 
It  already  from  the  woods  retiral 


y 
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To  die  at  homo,  wus  haply  as  1  knew. 
Withering  by  slow  degrees,  'mid  gentle  ain 
fiirds,  ruiming  Etraams.  and  hills  so  beautili 
On  golden  eTSnings,  while  the  obarcosl  pU« 

Ereathed  "p  ''*  «mnli.^    |y  iirujij  Jif  !■!«  jAbi 

Or  spirit  tjvit  full  ■ip^ni  iiufnt "'"' '""'  fl^tr''* 
Nor  shall  wo  not  be  tending  tocsrds  that  p 
Of  sound  humanity  to  which  our  Tale 
Leads,  though  by  sinuous  ways,  if  here  I  sin 
How  Fancy,  in  a  season  when  she  wove 
Those  sleniler  cords,  to  guide  the  nnmnsdiia 
For  the  Uan's  sake,  could  feed  at  Nalon's  a 
Some  jiensive  mustuga  which  might  wili  ba 
Miiturer  yeois. 

A  grove  tlicre  is  whose  boa^ 
Stretch  from  the  western  marge  of  ThiintoB« 
With  icngtb  of  shndo  so  thick,  that  nhoM  ^ 
Along  the  line  of  low-roofed  water,  morsi 
As  in  a  cloister.     Once— while,  ia  that  d^ 
Loitoriug,  1  watched  the  golden  bouiiis  of  U^ 
Flung  Ciom  the  setting  sun,  u  they  lepssd 
In  siloiit  beauty  on  the  naked  ridg« 
Of  a  high  eastern  iiill— thus  Sowed  my  tlMQ 
In  &  pure  stream  of  words  fresh  from  the  im 
'  Dear  native  Regions,  vrhenaou'er  ih^  dOM 
Uy  mortal  ooome,  there  nill  I  think  on  pa'. 
Dying,  will  east  on  yon  a  backward  lo^; 
(albeit  the  Tsle 
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Doth  n-ith  the  fund  remains  of  hb  lost  [««n 
SEtll  Iinger,Bnd  a  fjirewell  lustre  sheds 
On  the  deal'  mountuin-tops  where  Srstbem 


Euough  of  humble  ai'guments;  rocal. 
My  Song  I  those  high  emotions  which  Ihj  " 
Has  hcreloforo  made  known  ;  that  banting  f 
Of  xynipjithy,  in-^piring  and  inspired, 
^Vhun  evcryu-Lete  a  vital  pulje  wis  felt, 
And  all  the  several  frames  of  thiag^  hke  ilu 
Through  every  uiagnitude  iliBtinguiaUabK 
8lionc  mutually  indebted,  or  half  lost 
Each  in  the  other's  blaze,  a  galaxy 
Of  life  and  glory.     In  the  midst  stood  Uaa, 
Outmirilly,  inwardly  contemplated. 
As,  of  all  viiilile  naturea,  crown,  though  kxi 
Of  dust,  and  kindred  to  the  worm ;  a  Being, 
Both  in  perception  and  diaoerament,  Gfst 
In  every  capability  of  rupture. 
Through  the  divine  etfect  of  power  and  tin 
As,  more  than  anytliing  we  know,  instinct 
With  godhead,  and,  by  reason  and  bj  willa 
Auktiowledgiog  dependency  si 
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UQ,  the  lonely  mountains  left,  I  moved, 
rom  day  to  day,  with  temporal  shapes 
.nd  folly  thrust  upon  my  view, 
3f  sport,  and  ridicule,  and  scorn, 
and  characters  discriminate, 
le  bustling  passions  that  eclipse, 
they  might,  the  impersonated  thought, 
I,  or  abstraction  of  the  kind. 

ler  among  academic  bowers, 

jB  my  new  condition,  as  at  large 

a  set  forth ;  yet  here  the  vulgar  light 

mt,  actual,  superficial  life, 

g  through  colouring  of  other  times, 

;es  and  local  privilege, 

loomed,  softened,  if  not  solemnised. 

^withstanding,  being  brought  more  near 

and  guilt,  forerunning  wretchedness, 

led, — thought,  at  times,  of  human  life 

indefinite  terror  and  dismay, 
the  storms  and  angry  elements 
d  in  me  ;  but  gloomier  far,  a  dim 

to  uproar  and  misrule, 
;,  danger,  and  obscurity. 

;ht  be  told  (but  wherefore  speak  of  things 
1  to  alU)  that,  seeing,  I  was  led 
to  ponder — judging  between  good 
1,  not  as  for  the  mind's  delight 
her  guidance — one  who  was  to  act, 
stimes  to  the  best  of  feeble  means 
f  human  sympathy  impelled  : 
rough  dislike  and  most  ofiensive  pain, 
the  truth  conducted ;  of  this  faith 
srsaken,  that,  by  acting  well, 
ierstanding,  I  should  learn  to  love 
I  of  life,  and  everything  wo  know. 

I  Teacher,  stem  Preceptress  !  for  at  times 

nst  put  on  an  aspect  most  severe ; 

,  to  thee  I  willingly  return. 

e  my  verse  played  idly  with  the  flowers 

ght  upon  thy  mantle ;  satisfied 

at  amusement,  and  a  simple  look 

.-like  inquisition  now  and  then 

irardB  on  thy  countenance,  to  detect 

ner  meanings  which  might  harbour  there. 

r  could  I  in  mood  so  light  indulge, 

I  such  fresh  remembrance  of  the  day, 

saving  thridded  the  long  labyrinth 

uburban  villages,  I  first 

I  thy  vast  dominion  1    On  the  roof 

inerant  vehicle  I  sate, 

ilgar  men  about  me,  trivial  forms 


Of  houses,  pavement,  streets,  of  men  and  things, — 
Mean  shapes  on  every  side :  but,  at  the  instant, 
When  to  myself  it  fairly  might  be  said. 
The  threshold  now  is  overpast,  (how  strange 
Tiiat  aught  external  to  the  living  mind 
Should  have  such  mighty  sway  1  yet  so  it  was), 
A  weight  of  ages  did  at  once  descend 
Upon  my  heart ;  no  thought  embodied,  no 
Distinct  remembrances,  but  weight  and  power, — • 
Power  growing  under  weight :  alas  1  I  feel 
That  I  am  trifling :  'twas  a  moment's  pause, — 
All  that  took  place  within  mo'came  and  went 
As  in  a  moment ;  yet  with  Time  it  dwells. 
And  grateful  memory,  as  a  tiling  divine. 

The  curious  traveller,  who,  from  open  day. 
Hath  passed  with  torches  into  some  huge  cave, 
The  Grotto  of  Antiparos,  or  the  Den 
In  old  time  haunted  by  that  Danish  Witch, 
Yordas ;  he  looks  aroimd  and  sees  the  vault 
Widening  on  all  sides ;  sees,  or  thinks  he  sees. 
Erelong,  the  massy  roof  above  his  head. 
That  instantly  unsettles  and  recedes, — 
Substance  and  shadow,  light  and  darkness,  all 
Commingled,  making  up  a  canopy 
Of  shapes  and  forms  and  tendencies  to  shape 
That  shift  and  vanish,  change  and  interchange 
Like  spectres, — ferment  silent  and  sublime  ! 
That  after  a  short  space  works  less  and  less, 
Till,  every  efibrt,  every  motion  gone. 
The  scene  before  him  stands  in  perfect  view 
Exposed,  and  lifeless  as  a  written  book  ! — 
But  let  him  pause  awhile,  and  look  again. 
And  a  new  quickening  shall  succeed,  at  first 
Beginning  timidly,  then  creeping  fast, 
Till  the  whole  cave,  so  late  a  senseless  mass. 
Busies  the  eye  with  images  and  forms 
Boldly  assembled, — here  is  shadowed  forth 
From  the  projections,  wrinkles,  cavities, 
A  variegated  landscape, — there  the  shape 
Of  some  gigantic  warrior  clad  in  mail. 
The  ghostly  semblance  of  a  hooded  monk, 
Veiled  nun,  or  pilgrim  resting  on  his  staff* : 
Strange  congregation  1  yet  not  slow  to  meet 
Eyes  that  perceive  through  minds  that  can  in- 
spire. 

Even  in  such  sort  had  I  at  first  been  moved, 
Xor  otherwise  continued  to  be  moved. 
As  I  explored  the  vast  metropolis, 
Fount  of  my  country's  destiny  and  the  world's ; 
That  great  emporium,  chronicle  at  once 
And  burial-place  of  passions,  and  their  home 
Imperial,  their  chief  living  residence. 


IBB 


THB  PaELTJDE. 


TThh  •trooe  HOHttioiu  Uomiiig  ■•  it  did 
or  put  tail  pre»ut.  luch  » t>U«a  niut  n*«di 
Hftve  rlwaed  me,  HwkiaB  koowlcdge  at  that  Cms 
FiurlwLhuionLViu^jlwvireri  jnlknavlmlgaauw, 
Soaglit  or  uosouglit,  and  iulluxa  Cif  power 
OuiM^  uf  theiuBolvo,  ar  at  lier  ooSL  (l('^iv<^l 
In  01*  (if  iinillMBt  apprebtruiivanoM, 
Proin  nil  ilde^  »bcu  «hiit«'cr  wm  in  iiwlr 
QllKiciuiu  fiiuuil,  or  Memnl  to  find,  iu  >»« 
A  curraaiMiiulcDt  unpUtude  at  miiid  1 

h  i*  tbo  atruigtii  (ad  glrny  nf  our  j^niih  ' 
Tha  Lumui  lutun  unto  wlitch  1  fait 
Hut  I  balougad,  uid  rvtcreiiMd  wiUi  Uvc. 

u  uot  a  pOQCtiul  jntMlictv  but  ■  i^t 
DUKiacd  tbmnsli  llai*  sod  ipooe,  vritb  ud  derived 
Of  orldoDcc  from  mooatiienti,  sreet, 
I'raatntta,  or  loaning  towirdi  their  caouuiM]  reel 
In  aarlli.  tlio  widtljr  (catluvd  imck  Kablimc 
Of  YBulihcd  natloiu,  or  more  clootly  ilniwii 
Vxma  faoulu  and  ivliat  llicy  plotiito  imil  nc'ul. 

'Til  tnw.  tha  liutarr  of  our  nttiva  luid, 
tVitli  tJiiws  of  Grc(«g  cuaiparfd  auJ  popular  Haoii?, 

1  ill  uitr  Ligfa-wrougbt  moduu  narmtivc-i 
8(li|'t  of  tlicir  liHIinaniiing  Koul,  tlla  life 

niiuuicrB  Mid  fuailint  inuidaati. 
Had  oairar  uiacb  d(Uglit«d  ma.    Aixd  tc-vi 
Thu  otliw  tuwlleot*  hnd  mino  been  luod 
To  IwD  aiKm  extrinoio  cinjunwtaiiaD 
Of  record  or  tiadllion ;  but  a  ncn^i: 
Of  what  in  tha  Givut  Cit;  bad  bwn  doau 
And  niSbrod,  aed  «aa  duiug,  siifl^ring.  t,1itl, 
W«iabuil   with    HIP,  cuuld  ni|>i'ort   tlic    tot    of 

tLougbt ; 
Aud,  in  dc^pila  of  nil  that  bnii  j;oue  L>y, 

WW  durortiLig  DBYcr  to  return, 

ITS  1  conTerried  ii-ith  niajcsly  and  power 
Lika  iudopou'leut  unCurea-     Ucuce  the  pluce 
Vi'aa  tlirongc-d  nllb  improguationii  like  the  ^Vildn 
In  which  my  early  feeliuga  hod  been  nuraed — 
Hare  hills  and  valleja,  full  of  cavemi,  rackn, 
And  audible  eculuiiioiis,  dashing  bikts, 

laet  and  mitcrCilla.  oud  pointed  cnig^ 
Tliat  into  music  touch  the  poiuiiij;  wiOil. 
Here  thon  my  joung  imagination  found 
No  uncoDgonial  element ;  coold  hci-o 

luug  ttpw  obJMitB  Borvo  or  giTO  command, 

;n  ud  llie  bcarl's  oocsisions  might  n-.^uiti:, 


To  forward  reaaoa's  elie  to»«crupuIoi 
eHuot  wiu,  still  mora  alemted  (it 
Of  LnmanDalure,  Kaithn  *ica  nOT{ 
Deboaemeiic  undergoiiu  by  body  or  m 
Nor  all  the  miBoi;  furoed  upon  my  »^ 
Miury  not  li^btty  pueed,  but  BometiE 
Moct  feeUogly,  could  OTerthrow  my  t 
Iu  u  hnt  wB  uuiy  become ;  iodnoa  bdii 
That  1  woa  ignotant,  had  been  (Uioly 

olitory,  n-ho  with  vain  oooouta 
Hiul  bevD  iospirwl,  and  walked  about 
a  thoae  eail  eceues  when  madltstii 
e«er;  thing  thai  naa  iudeMl  dirU 
Ktit^daed  its  parity  inviubte^ 
Saj  brighter  «hono,  by  tli  ia  poKenton 
Set  oS;  such  oppoaitiun  as  arouKd 
The  mind  of  Adam,  yet  in  Paradiis 
Though  IhUcu  frooi  blin,  when  in  thi  1 
'iJurknciecre  day's  mid  coiine,anilliK 
Uorn  oiieiit  ia  the  weatcm  cloud,  that 
OVr  Itc  Itao  firmament  a  radiant  tiU 
Deaoen  diug  slow  with  BometliiDg  heMn 

Add  aleo,  that  among  tha  multjludl 
Of  that  hu^  city,  ofteutimea  waa  UMk 
Afiectinglj-  Hit  forth,  more  than  elasd 
Is  poaaibte,  tha  otiity  of  man. 
One  spirit  a>Bi  ignorance  and  viM  , 
Ptedominaat,  ia  good  and  evil  hc«itt| 
OaoecUBaformoriiijudgmeDtB,iacal 
For  tha  auu'a  UgbL  ThaaoDlwhaaJ 
Ey  a  nubliiuo  idea,  whenoeaoe'er  9 
Vuiitlii-arrd  for  iiuion  or  (.•onimmiiosJ 
Oo  till-  pure  bliix,  mid  U\kat  her  Ttell 

TbuH  from  a  Tory  early  agr.  0  Frii 
3Iy  thougbta  by  alow  gitidstions  biij 
To  huinui-kiiid,  and  to  tlie  good  andt 
Of  huiaon  life:  Nntura  had  led  mad 
And  oflamid  the  "'  busy  hum"  I  le 
To  travel  independent  of  her  help,  | 
Aa  if  1  bad  forgotten  ber;  hut  m 
The  world  of  humankind  ontwei 
En  my  hitbituol  thouglita ;  the  Kalajj 
Tliough  filling  duly,  atill  was  \i^tA 
With  that  iu  which  Aer  migfa^  o\^ 

'  tVum  Mlluai,  Far.  tut,  i! 
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IS  a  river, — partly  (it  might  scorn) 
ig  to  old  remembrances,  and  swayed 
b  by  fear  to  shape  a  way  direct, 
ould  engulph  him  soon  in  the  ravenous  sea — 
and  will  measure  back  his  course,  far  back, 
g  the  very  regions  which  he  crossed 
first  outset ;  so  have  we,  my  Friend ! 
1  and  returned  with  intricate  delay. 
I  traveller,  who  has  gained  the  brow 
le  aerial  Down,  while  there  he  halts 
eathing-time,  is  tempted  to  review 
•gion  left  behind  him ;  and,  if  aught 
ing  notice  have  escaped  regard, 
n  regarded  with  too  careless  eye, 
I,  from  that  height,  with  one  and  yet  one 
more 
K>k,  to  make  the  best  amends  he  may : 

0  we  lingered.     Now  we  start  afresh 
rourage,  and  new  hope  risen  on  our  toil, 
'cetings  to  this  shapeless  eagerness, 

j'er  it  comes !  needful  in  work  so  long, 
needful  to  the  argument  which  now 
us !     Ob,  how  much  unlike  the  past ! 

as  a  colt  at  pasture  on  the  hill, 
rd  at  large,  through  London's  wide  domain, 
after  month.     Obscurely  did  I  live, 
eking  frequent  intercourse  with  men, 
rature,  or  elegance,  or  rank, 
niLshed.    Scarcely  was  a  year  thus  spent 
brsook  the  crowded  solitude, 
et^s  regret  for  iU  luxurious  pomp, 

1  the  nicely-guarded  shows  of  art, 

or  the  humble  book-stalls  in  the  streets, 
d  to  eye  and  hand  where'er  I  turned. 

ce  lured  me  forth ;  the  realm  that  I  had 

crossed 

1  y,  journeying  toward  the  snow-clad  Alps. 

•.V,  relinquishing  the  scrip  and  staff, 

1  enjoyment  which  the  summer  sun 

round  the  steps  of  those  who  meet  the  day 

lotion  constant  as  his  own,  I  went 

2il  to  sojourn  in  a  pleasant  town, 

1  by  the  current  of  the  «tatcly  Loire. 


Through  Paris  lay  my  readiest  course,  and  thcr** 
Sojourning  a  few  days,  I  visited 
In  haste,  each  spot  of  old  or  recent  fame. 
The  latter  chiefly  ;  from  the  field  of  Mars 
Down  to  the  subui'bs  of  St  Antony, 
And  from  Mont  Martyr  southward  to  the  Dome 
Of  Oenevidve.    In  both  her  clamorous  Halls, 
The  National  Synod  and  the  Jacobins, 
I  saw  the  Revolutionary  Power 
Toss  like  a  ship  at  anchor,  rocked  by  storma ; 
The  Arcades  I  traversed,  in  the  Palace  huge 
Of  Orleans ;  coasted  round  and  round  the  line 
Of  Tavern,  Brothel,  Gaming-house,  and  Shop, 
Qreat  rendezvoa<)  of  worst  and  best,  the  walk 
Of  all  who  had  a  purpose,  or  had  not ; 
I  stared  and  listened,  with  a  stranger's  ears, 
To  Hawkers  and  Harangpers,  hubbub  wild ! 
And  hissing  Factionists  with  ardent  eyes. 
In  knots,  or  pairs,  or  single.    Not  a  look 
Hope  takes,  or  Doubt  or  Fear  is  forced  to  wear, 
But  seemed  there  present;  and  I  scanned  them  all. 
Watched  every  gesture  imcontrollable, 
Of  anger,  and  vexation,  and  despite. 
All  side  by  side,  and  struggling  face  to  face. 
With  gaiety  and  dissolute  idleness. 

Where  silent  zephyrs  sported  with  the  dust 
Of  the  Bastille,  I  sate  in  the  open  sun. 
And  from  the  i^bbish  gathered  .^p.. a.  stone, 

'^HiP5£!f'.?.^4  ^^®  .^]A^  VX  tha  guise 
0£ an  enthusiast ;  yet,  in  honest  truth, 
IIqo1^c<^  for  something  thatTcoSJnot  find. 
Affecting  more  emotion  than  I  felt : 
For  'tis  most  certain,  that  these  various  sightai, 
However  potent  their  first  shock,  with  me 
Appeared  to  recompense  the  traveller's  pains 
Less  than  the  painted  Magdalene  of  Le  Bran, 
A  beauty  exquisitely  wrought,  with  hair 
Dishevelled,  gleaming  eyes,  and  rueful  cheek 
Pale  and  bedropped  with  overflowing  tears. 

But  hence  to  my  more  permanent  abode 
I  hasten ;  there,  by  novelties  in  speech, 
Domestic  manners,  customs,  gestures,  looks. 
And  all  t!:e  attire  of  ordinary  life, 
Attention  was  engrossed ;  and,  thus  amused, 
I  stood  'mid  those  concussions,  unconcerned. 
Tranquil  almost,  and  careless  as  a  flower 
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OltmaA  ku  k  ftTB»lMa«^  or  » |«rioar  dimb 
'    Tkal  ivnvb  ito  la«TCB  Ib  ■KDoUBtod  pnoi. 
WUU  nwT  bodiaaid  Itmv  t^  00011117  tbnngb, 
ilwkiiw  lo  tlw  (twia :  iaJiffirepw  tiiU 
ikli  ia>j  iMaa  ■tnnp :  bat  I  «*■  unpivparad 
th  naodfitl  knoirladgtv  bad  abm^;  p*»ed 
Igto  ■  UitiBbn  wkon  atag*  wm  fiUed 
And  biuy  «itb  ui  ■ 
!&•  otlivn,  I  lud  ■ 
With  care,  tba  uuoler  pauD^ileta  of  tlia  daj ; 
VoT  vsuteil  (Dcli  half-ian^t  as  grew  wild 
Upon  tliU  mcBgra  wnl,  helped  out  by  talk 
And  piiblia  orn ;  but  having  lunsr  Mm 
A  ehcwniclo  th»t  might  nffice  to  ihow 
IThcnfe  the  Duun  or^ani  of  tha  public  pow«r 
Bad  ipmii^  ihcir  tmumigntioiii,  nheo  and  how 
AoomnplUbed,  giTing  ihiu  unto  ercnta 
A  fona  U'l  hotly  ;  all  thiiifn  irere  to  nw 
Looa*  and  diijointed,  mid  the  uRectiODa  left 
ITtthout  a  ittal  uitcTvt.    At  thai  time, 

IHotBiver,  the  firrt  rtonn  wai  orerbtowii, 
And  the  itreng  band  of  outward  tiolenpe 
Locked  up  in  quiet.  For  tayaelf,  I  fear 
Koir  in  connedioD  with  so  great  n  tbome 
To  cpeak  (u  I  muat  ba  compelled  to  do) 
Of  one  HO  unimportaot ;  nigbt  by  night 

I    Did  I  frequent  the  fonnil  haunts  of  men, 
Whom,  in  the  city,  privilege  of  birth 
Sequestered  from  the  rest,  wdeties 

'    Polished  in  orti,  and  in  pinctilio  mved ; 

I    Whence,  and  from  deeper  cause*,  sJl  diacoune 
Of  good  and  etil  of  the  time  was  Ehiinned 
Witli  scrupulous  care ;  but  those  resUidioES  Boon 
Proved  tedious,  and  I  gradually  wit.l»irBw 
Into  a  noisier  world,  and  thug  ere  long 
Became  a  patriot ;  and  tny  heart  was  all 
Given  to  the  people,  ond  my  love  was  theirs. 

A  bncJ  of  military  Officen, 
Then  stationed  in  the  city,  were  the  chief 
Of  my  nssocJnlce  :  some  of  those  wore  sworrls 
TJiat  hnd  been  lensoned  in  the  wnis,  and  all 
Were  men  wel]-l)onj ;  tho  chivalry  of  France. 
lo  Bge  and  temper  diSeriiig,  tbey  had  yet 
One  spirit  ruling  in  oaoU  heart ;  alike 
(Save  only  one,  hereafter  to  be  named) 
Were  bent  upon  undoing  what  was  done ; 
Tliia  was  their  rest  and  only  hope;  therewith 
tf  0  fear  had  the;  of  bod  becoming  worse, 
For  won4t  to  them  was  come;  nor  would  Lave 

Or  deemed  it  worth  a  moment's  thought  to  Bfir, 

In  any  thing,  butb  only  as  the  act 

Looked  thitherward.    One,  ractoning  by  years, 


Wu  in  the  prinu  of  manhood,  and  «nwh3l 
He  bad  nte  lord  in  many  tender  hearts ; 
Thodgh  boedlesa  of  such   honoara   dm 

changed  ; 
Bis  temper  was  quite  mastered  by  the  tinV 
And  they  bad  blightod  him,  bod  eat«n  nm 
The  beaoty  of  his  pcnon,  doing  wrong 
Alike  to  body  and  to  mind  ;  bis  port, 
Wbich  on<«  had  becc  erect  and  open,  bow  ' 
Was  sUMping  and  contracted,  and  a  Cwo,   , 
Endowed  by  Nature  with  bar  &av«t  gift>  j 
Of  (ymmetry  isd  light  and  bloom,  elproj 
As  much  oi  any  that  was  ever  seen,  1 

A  ravage  out  of  sea«on,  made  by  thongbli' 
Unhealthy  and  vexations.    With  the  bou^ 
That  from  the  press  of  Paris  duly  brought 
lla  freight  of  public  news,  the  ferer  camv 
A  punctual  visitant,  to  shake  this  man, 
Disanaad  his  voice  and  fanned  bia  yeUoW' 
Into  a  thousand  colours ;  while  he  Rod. 
Or  moaed,  his  sword  woa  haunted  by  hii  I 
Continually,  like  la  uneasy  ptaoo 
In  bis  own  body.     Twas  jg  truth  an  hoar 


veraal  fgnnent ;  mjide 9t  m 


Of  111 

Were  agitated  ;  and  eommotioo^jlQfe    1 
Of  passion  and  opininn^  fillf»^  tbg  wi^lj 
Of  peaceful  tinin»»  with  nnr^ni^  aflllll'j' 
'^he  soil  of  coimnon  life,  was,  at  that  timl 
Too  hot  to  tread  upon.    Oft  said  I  then. 
And  not  then  only,  "  What  a  moeteiy  tl 
Of  history,  the  past  and  that  to  come  t 
Kow  do  I  feel  how  all  ni*n  are  deceived, 
Rpu'iic!;  of  cations  and  their  works,  in  f« 
Faith  given  to  vanity  and  emptiness ; 
Oh  I  laughter  for  the  page  that  would  r« 
To  future  times  the  face  of  what  now  ii  I 
The  landolj^warBiBd  with  pm-inn,  !i^" 
Devoured  by  locusts, — Carro,  Gorsss. — >i 
A  oiiniired  otEer"n^e»,  forgotten  now. 
Nor  tj  be  heard  of  more  ;  yet.  they  weie 
Like  eartliquakos,  shocks  repeated  day  h. 
And  felt  through  every  nook  of  town  an 

Such  wax  the  state  of  things.  Meanwhile 
Of  my  associates  stood  prepared  for  Sigh 
To  augment  the  bondorcmigranla  in  arc 
Upon  the  borders  of  the  Rhine,  and  leag 
With  foreign  foes  mustered  for  instant  vl 
This  was  their  undisguised  intent,  nnd  tl 
Were  waiting  with  the  whole  of  their  da 
Tlie  moment  to  depart 

An  Englishmat 
Bom  in  a  land  whose  very  name  appearl 
To  license  soma  unruliness  of  mind ; 
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er,  with  yoath'e  farther  privilege, 
indtilgence  that  a  half-leamt  speech 
•m  the  ooorteous ;  I,  who  had  been  else 
and  not  tolerated,  freely  lived 
»e  defenders  of  the  Crown,  and  talked, 
rd  their  notions ;  nor  did  they  disdain 
1  to  bring  me  over  to  their  cause. 

lOugh  untaught  by  thinking  or  by  books 
Q  well  of  polity  or  law, 
>  distinctions,  then  on  every  tongue, 
al  rights  and  civil;  and  to  acts 

15  and  their  passing  interests, 
unworldly  ends  and  aims  compared) 
ndifferent,  even  the  historian's  tale 
>ut  little  otherwise  than  I  prized 
the  poets,  as  it  made  the  heart 

ii,  and  filled  the  fancy  with  fiedr  forms, 
63  and  their  sufferings  and  their  deeds ; 
le  regal  sceptre,  and  the  pomp 
I  and  degrees,  I  nothing  found 
had  ever,  oven  in  crudest  youth, 
zled  me,  but  rather  what  I  mourned 
ould  brook,  beholding  that  the  best 
>t,  and  feeling  that  they  ought  to  rule. 

om  in  a  poor  district,  and  which  yet 
h.  moro  of  ancient  homeliness, 
f  other  nook  of  English  ground, 
y  fortune  scarcely  to  have  seen, 

the  whole  tenor  of  my  school-day  time, 
of  one,  who,  whether  boy  or  man, 
.ed  with  attention  or  respect 

claims  of  wealth  or  blood ;  nor  was  it 
ast 

benefits,  in  later  years 
from  academic  institutes 
ts,  that  they  held  something  up  to  view 
ublic,  where  all  stood  thus  far 
ual  ground ;  that  we  were  brothers  all 
ir,  as  in  one  community, 
and  gentlemen ;  where,  furthermore, 
on  open  lay  to  all  that  came, 
1th  and  titles  were  in  less  esteem 
entSy  worth,  and  prosperous  industry. 
3  this,  subservience  from  the  first 
DOCS  of  Gk>d*s  mysterious  power 
nifost  in  Nattire's  sovereignty, 
>wBhlp  with  venerable  books, 
on  the  proud  workings  of  the  soul, 
intain  liberty.    It  could  not  be 
one  tutored  thus  should  look  with  awe 
)  faculties  of  man,  receive 

16  highest  promises,  and  hail. 
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As  best,  the  government  of  equal  rights 

And  individual  worth.    And  hence,  0  Friend  1 

If  at  the  first  great  outbreak  I  rejoiced  WIr 

Less  than  might  well  befit  my  youth,  the  cause J^  |^ 

In  part  lay  here,  that  imto  me  the  events  /H^'feix  sj^4^^^f( 

Seemed  nothing  out  of  nature's  certain  course,  »-^^^  'W 

A  gift  that  was  come  rather  late  than  soon.  i 

No  wonder,  then,  if  advocates  like  these. 

Inflamed  by  passion,  blind  with  prejudice,  i 

And  stung  with  injury,  at  this  riper  day,  i 

Were  impotent  to  make  my  hopes  put  on  ' 

The  shape  of  theirs,  my  imderstanding  bend 

In  honour  to  their  honour :  seal,  which  yet 

Had  slumbered,  now  in  opposition  burst 

Forth  like  a  Polar  summer :  every  word 

They  uttered  was  a  dart^  by  coimter-winds 

Blown  back  upon  themselves ;  their  reason  seemed 

Confusion-stricken  by  a  higher  power 

Than  human  understandings  their  discourse 

Maimed,  spiritless ;  and,  in  their  weakness  strongs 

I  triumphed. 

Meantime,  day  by  day,  the  roads 
Were  crowded  with  the  bravest  youth  of  France, 
And  all  the  promptest  of  her  spirits,  linked 
In  gallant  soldiership,  and  posting  on 
To  meet  the  war  upon  her  frontier  bounds. 
Yet  at  this  very  moment  do  tears  stait 
Into  mine  eyes :  I  do  not  say  I  weep— 
I  wept  not  then, — ^but  tears  have  dimmed  my  sight. 
In  memory  of  the  farewells  of  that  time, 
Domestic  severings,  female  fortitude 
At  dearest  separation,  patriot  love 
And  self-devotion,  and  terrestrial  hope, 
Encouraged  with  a  martyr*s  confidence ; 
Even  files  of  strangers  merely  seen  but  once, 
And  for  a  moment,  men  from  far  with  sound 
Of  music,  martial  tunes,  and  banners  spread. 
Entering  the  city,  here  and  there  a  face. 
Or  person  singled  out  among  the  rest. 
Yet  still  a  stranger  and  beloved  as  such ; 
Even  by  these  passing  spectacles  my  heart 
Was  oftentimes  uplifted,  and  they  seemed 
Arguments  sent  from  Heaven  to  prove  the  causa 
Good,  pure,  which  no  one  could  stand  up  ogaiuat, 
Who  was  not  lost,  abandoned,  selfish,  proud. 
Mean,  miserable,  wilfully  depraved. 
Hater  perverse  of  equity  and  truth. 


Among  that  band  of  Officers  was  one, 
Already  hinted  at,  of  other  mould — 
A  patriot,  thence  rejected  by  the  rest. 
And  with  an  oriental  loathing  spumed. 
As  of  a  different  caste.    A  meeker  man 
Than  this  lived  never,  nor  a  more  benign,  , 
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Meek  though  cntb  iiainfltiB.     Injuriea 

Karle  Aim  more  grssiuuB,  aai  his  iiatara  thca 

Did  brdnthe  its  aweotaosa  out  most  senBLbly, 

I    As  aromtttio  Howare  OQ  Alpine  turf, 
Whca  foot  hath  crushed  theiii.    Ha  through  the 

I  events 

'    Of  that  great  olmugo  wandBrcd  in  perfect  faith, 

I    As  through  a  book,  nn  old  romauoe,  or  tale 
Of  Fury,  or  lome  dream  of  actions  irrought 
Behind  the  Bummor  clouda.     By  birth  ho  ranked 
'With  the  most  noble,  but  unto  th?  prior 
Among  miakind.  he  was  in  service  bound, 
As  by  flome  tie  invieible,  o:Ltha  profon^od 
To  a  religious  order.    Maa  ho  loved 
Ab  mnn ;  and,  to  the  moan  and  thu  obscure, 
And  all  the  homely  in  their  homely  works, 
TraDsferred  a  conrteay  whioh  had  no  air 
Of  condesnenaion  ;  but  did  rather  seem 
A  pnssion  and  a  gaUaatry,  like  that 
Wbich  he,  a  Eoldier,  in  his  idler  day 
Had  paid  to  vomaa :  somewhat  vain  he  was. 
Or  seemed  bo,  yet  it  was  not  vanity. 
But  fondnesB,  and  a  kind  of  radiant  joj 

.   DilTiisod  around  him,  Hhilo  he  was  intent 
On  works  of  love  or  freedom,  or  revolved 
Complacently  the  progress  of  a  causey 
Whereof  he  was  a  part :  yst  this  was  meek 
And  placid,  and  took  nothing  from  the  man 
That  was  deligbtriil.     Oft  in  solitude 
With  hiin  did  I  diflcouree  about  tlie  end 


Ofci 


Igove 


it  loyally,  and  ohartered  rights, 
Cnatom  and  habit,  novelty  iijid  change ; 
Of  self-respect,  and  virtue  in  the  few 
For  patrimonial  honour  Bet  apart, 
And  ignorance  in  the  labouring  multitude. 
For  lie.  to  all  intolerance  indispnaed, 
Balanced  these  oon tempi atians  in  hia  mind  : 
And  I,  who  at  that  time  was  acarcely  dipped 
Into  tlio  turmoil,  bore  a  sounder  judgment 
Than  later  days  nllowed  ;   carried  about  me. 
With  less  alloy  to  its  integrity, 
The  experience  of  past  aj;es,  as,  through  help 
Of  hooks  and  common  life,  it  makes  sure  ivay 
To  youthful  minds,  by  objects  over  near 
ircased  upon,  nor  dazzled  or  misled 
I'uggliug  with  the  crowd  for  present  emls 


But  though  not  deaf,  nor  obstinate  to  find 
F.rror  irlthont  cicuEO  upon  tho  side 
or  thc:ii  wbo  stroTC  against  u?,  more  delight 
We  took,  and  let  this  freely  be  cnnfessed, 
riointiug  to  ourselves  the  miseries 
"(lyiil  CDurte,  and  that  voluptuous  lift 


Unfeeling,  where  the  maa  who  ia  of  Bonl 
The  meanest  tbriTos  the  moat ;  «bei«  £gg| 
True  [lei'aonal  dignity,  abideth  not ; 
A  light,  a  cruel,  and  vain  world  cut  aft 
From  the  natural  inlets  of  just  sestimNti 
From  lowly  sympathy  and  chastening  tntt 
Where  good  and  evil  interchange  their  taa 
And  thiret  for  bloody  spoils  abroad  is  laini 
With  vice  at  home.    We  added  deantt  Ihl 
Man  and  his  noble  nature,  as  it  ia 
The  gift  which  God  has  placed  within  kiif 
His  blind  dcsirea  and  steady  ficoltiei 
Capable  of  clear  truth,  the  one  to  break 
Bondage,  tho  other  to  build  liberty 
On  firm  foundatioDf ,  making  utdal  hSt, 
Throngh  knowledge  spreading  and  imjKdl 
As  just  in  regulation,  and  as  pure 
As  individual  in  tho  wise  oud  good. 

We  summoned  up  tlie  honouFatiia  iImA 
Of  ancient  Story,  thought  of  each  brigbtlfri 
That  would  bo  found  in  all  recorded  :1m 
Of  truth  preserved  and  error  pB£Md  ""f .' 
Of  single  Bpirits  that  catch  the  flame  frtimBif 
And  bow  the  multitudes  of  men  nillfn^ 
And  fun  each  other ;  thought  of  iwh  lu*i 
They  are  to  put  the  appropriate  nitnno^j 
Triumphant  over  every  obatMla  ' 

Of  custuui,  langufige,  country,  lovt  ortef. 
Aiul  what  they  do  and  auff.?r  for  tli(ircr«J; 
How  far  they  travel,  and  how  long  wiiliin' 
How  quickly  mighty  Nations  have  bMn  !ei^' 
From  least  beginnings  ;  how,  togetlief  l»'i»l 
By  new  opinions,  acittf  red  tribes  ban  ati' 
One  body,  spreading  wide  as  clouds  in  ti*"° 
To  nepiratiouB  then  of  our  own  mind) 
Did  we  appeal ;  and.  finally,  beheld 
A  living  confirmation  of  tho  whole 
Before  ns,  in  ■  people  fi-om  the  depth 
Of  aliameful  imbecility  uprisen, 
Freahas  the  morning  star.     ElfllewelwW 
I'pon  their  virtues ;  eaw,  in  rudest  nwa, 
Self-sacrifice  the  firmest;  gvnerous lovi, 
And  continence  of  mind,  and  sense  ofrigM. 
UppermOBt  in  tho  midst  of  fiercest  rtrift. 

Oh,  sweet  it  ia.  in  academic  grove«. 
Or  such  retirement,  Friend  !  as  we  hm  in 
In  the  green  doles  beside  our  Rotha'n  ito" 
Greta,  or  Derwcnt,  or  some  namele»  riUi 
To  ruminate,  with  interchange  of  talk. 
On  rational  liberty,  and  hope  in  maa. 
Justice  and  peace.    But  far  more  sweet  mck 
Toil,  say  I,  for  it  leads  to  thoughts  alainii 
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then  be  standing  on  the  brink 

;reat  trial,  and  we  hear  the  voice 

voted, — one  whom  circumstance 

id  upon  to  embody  his  deep  sense 

give  it  outwardly  a  shape, 

of  benediction,  to  the  world. 

iibt  is  not,  and  truth   is  more   than 

th,— 

is,  and  a  desire ;  a  creed 

f  an  authority  Divine 

d,  of  danger,  difficulty,  or  death. 

^ersation,  under  Attic  shades, 

hold  with  Plato ;  ripened  thus 

iverer's  glorious  task, — and  such 

\t  ministry  already  bound, 

I  Eudemus  and  Timonides, 

>d  by  adventurers  in  arms, 

sc  two  vessels  with  their  daring  freight, 

^cilian  Tyrant's  overthrow, 

31  Zocynthus, — philosophic  war, 

lilosophers.     "With  harder  fate, 

kc  ambition,  such  was  he,  0  Friend  ! 

1  speak.    So  Bcaupuis  (let  the  name 
r  the  wortliiest  of  Antiquity) 

.  his  life ;  and  many  a  long  discourse, 

persuasion  honoured,  we  maintained  : 

\  part,  accoutred  for  the  worst, 

ed  fighting,  in  supreme  command, 

borders  of  tho  unhappy  Loire, 

Yf  against  deluded  men, 

•  country-men ;  and  yet  most  blessed 

at  he  the  fate  of  later  times 

to  see,  nor  what  we  now  behold, 

as  ardent  hearts  as  he  had  then. 

hut  very  Loire,  with  festal  mirth 
ig  at  all  hours,  and  innocent  yet 
augbter,  was  our  frequent  walk; 

2  forests  of  continuous  shade, 
OTcr-arched,  with  open  space 

tie  trees,  clear  footing  many  a  mile — 
region.     Oft  amid  thoEe  haunts, 
lost  dialogues  I  slipped  in  thought, 
niembranco  ttcal  to  other  times, 
r  those  interwoven  roots,  moss-clad, 
th  as  marble  or  a  wavcless  sea, 
Qiit,  from  Ins  cell  forth-strayed,  might 
e 

meditation  undisturbed ; 
pavement  of  a  Gothic  church 
>ne  Monk,  when  service  hath  expired, 
nd  silence.    But  if  e'er  was  hoard, — 
)ugh  unseen, — a  devious  traveller, 
r  approaching  from  afar 


With  speed  and  echoes  loud  of  trampling  hoofs 

From  the  hard  floor  reverberated,  then 

It  was  Angelica  thundering  through  tho  woods 

Ux)on  her  palfrey,  or  that  gentle  maid 

Erminia,  fugitive  as  fair  as  she. 

Sometimes  methought  I  saw  a  pair  of  knights 

Joust  underneath  the  trees,  that  as  in  storm 

Rocked  high  above  their  heads ;  anon,  the  din 

Of  boisterous  merriment,  and  music's  roar, 

In  sudden  proclamation,  burst  from  haunt 

Of  Satyrs  in  some  viewless  glade,  with  dance 

Rejoicing  o'er  a  female  in  tho  midst, 

A  mortal  beauty,  their  unhappy  thrall. 

The  width  of  those  huge  forests,  unto  mo 

A  novel  scene,  did  often  in  this  way 

blaster  my  fancy  while  I  wandered  on 

With  that  revered  companion.  And  sometimes — 

When  to  a  convent  in  a  meadow  green. 

By  a  brook-side,  we  came,  a  roofless  pile. 

And  not  by  reverential  touch  of  Time 

Dismantled,  but  by  violence  abinipt — 

In  spite  of  those  heart-bracing  coUoqmes, 

In  spite  of  real  fervour,  and  of  that 

Less  genuine  and  wrought  up  within  myself — 

I  could  not  but  bewail  a  wrong  so  harsh. 

And  for  tho  Matiu-bell  to  sound  no  more 

Qrieved,  and  the  twilight  taper,  and  tho  cross 

High  on  the  topmost  pinnacle,  a  sign 

(How  welcome  to  tho  weary  traveller's  eyes !) 

Of  hospitality  and  peaceful  rest. 

And  when  tho  pai*tncr  of  those  varied  walks 

Pointed  upon  occasion  to  the  site 

Of  Romorentin,  homo  of  ancient  kings. 

To  tho  imperial  edifice  of  Blois, 

Or  to  that  rural  castle,  name  now  slipped 

From  my  remembrance,  whore  a  lady  lodged. 

By  the  first  Francis  wooed,  and  bound  to  him 

In  chains  of  mutual  x^assion,  from  the  tower, 

As  a  tradition  of  tho  country  tells. 

Practised  to  commune  with  her  royal  knight 

By  cressets  and  love-beacons,  intercourse 

'Twixt  her  high-seated  residence  and  Ids 

FtU*  off  at  Chambord  on  the  plain  beneath ; 

Even  here,  though  less  than  with  the  peaceful 

house 
Religious,  'mid  those  frequent  monuments 
Of  Kings,  their  vices  and  their  better  deeds, 
Imagination,  potent  to  inflame 
At  times  with  virtuous  wrath  and  noblo  scorn, 
Did  also  often  mitigate  tho  force 
Of  civic  prejudice,  the  bigotry. 
So  call  it,  of  a  youthful  patriot's  mind ; 
And  on  these  spots  with  many  gleams  I  looked 
Of  chivalrous  delight     Yet  not  tl:o  less, 
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Hatted  of  abaoluto  nJe,  where  ivill  of  ona 

Ib  law  for  nil,  and  of  that  barren  prido 

In  Uiem  who,  by  immuniliea  UKJust, 

BetweoQ  the  Bovereign  nod  the  people  ataod. 

His  helper  and  not  thein,  laid  stronger  hold 

Daily  upon  me,  aiiicd  with  pity  too 

And  ioTo;  for  where  hope  is,  tJiere  love  will  b« 

For  the  abject  multitude.   And  when  we  chuioed 

One  day  to  meet  n  hungor-biLteu  girl. 

Who  crept  along  fitting  bcr  languid  gait 

Unto  a  heifer's  motion,  by  a  curd 

Tied  to  her  lurm,  and  picking  thus  f^m  the  lane 

nee,  while  the  girl  with  pallid  bttods 
Was  busy  knitting  in  a  heartlaaa  mood 
Of  solitude,  and  at  the  sight  m;  friend 
la  agitation  coid,  "  'Tis  agaioat  Otat 
That  wo  are  fishticg."  I  with  him  believed 
Thnt  a  benignant  Bpiiit  was  abroad 
Which  might  not  be  withstood,  that  poverty 
Abject  as  thij  would  in  a  little  time 
Be  found  no  more,  that  we  abouir]  see  the  earth 
Untbwarted  in  her  wi^  to  recompenge 
The  meek,  the  lowly,  patient  child  of  toil, 
All  inatitutes  for  ever  blotted  out 
That  legalised  exclusion,  empty  pomp 
Abolished,  sensual  slate  aT.d  cruel  power. 
Whether  by  edict  of  the  one  or  few; 
And  finally,  aa  sum  and  crown  of  all. 
Should  see  tlie  people  Imving  n  strong  hand 
Id  framing  their  o"ti  l.iwa ;  whence  better  days 
To  all  mankind.     But,  these  things  set  apart. 
Was  not  this  ainglc  confidence  encuE^h 
To  animate  the  mind  that  ever  turned 
A  thought  to  human  welfure?    Thnt  henceforth 
Captivity  by  mandate  without  law 
Should  cease  ;  and  open  accusation  lead 
To  Bcutence  in  the  hearing  of  the  world, 
And  open  punishment,  if  oot  the  air 
Be  free  to  breathe  in,  aud  tl.o  heart  of  man 
Dread  nothing.     From  this  lieight  I  shall  not 

To  Iiumbler  matter  that  detained  us  oft 
la  thought  or  conversation,  public  acta. 
And  public  persons,  and  emotions  wrought 
Within  the  breast^  as  ever-varying  winds 
Of  record  or  report  swept  over  ua ; 


But  I  might  here,  instead,  repeat  a  tale,' 
Told  by  my  Patriot  friend,  of  sad  arauK 
That  prove  to  what  low  depth  had  struck  tLii 
Bow  widely  spread  the  boughs,  of  thai  aid  < 
Which,  as  a  deadly  mischief,  and  a  foul 
And  black  diahonoor,  Franco  wa*  weaij  oC 

Oh,  bappy  time  of  youthful  lorcrs,  {thin 
The  story  might  begin,)  oh,  balmy  tim^ 
In  which  n  love-knot,  on  a  lady's  broa, 
Is  fturer  than  the  birest  star  in  Heaven ! 
So  might—and  with  that  pr«lude  dH  be^ 
The  record;  and,  in  faithful  TcrH^  <nigin| 
The  doleful  scqueL 

But  our  UtUe  bark 
On  a  strong  river  boldly  bath  beeu  lanndri 
And  from  the  driving  current  ihoold  ire  Ml 
To  loiter  wilfully  within  a  creek,  i 

Howe'cr  attractive.  Fellow  voyager  1 
Would'st  thou  not  chide)     Yet  dcea ■! 

pains  lost ; 
For  Voudracour  and  Julia  (ao  were  namtd 
The  ill-fated  pair)  in  that  plain  Idle  irill  Ml 
Tears  from  the  hearts  of  othacs.  wben  tbAl 
Shall  bent  no  more.  Thou,  also,  there  OUJ*» 
At  leisure,  how  the  enamoured  yoclh  ra  M) 
By  pablie  power  abased,  to  &tal  crima,  J 
Nature's  rebellion  agwnat  tDonstixFuslii';  ! 
Dow,  between  heart  and  heart,  opprei^iiMi  tb 
Her   mandates,    BoTcring   whom  true  ion  1 

joined, 
Harassing  both  ;  uutil  he  sank  and  prcistil 
The  couch  his  fate  had  made  fur  him  ;  tupi" 
Save  when  the  atinga  of  viperous  reoiun', 
Trying  their  strength,  enforced  him  to  its*  1 
Aghast  and  prayerlcss.    Into  n  deep  wtwd 
He  fled,  to  ehun  the  haunts  of  human  liitJ ; 
There  dwelt,  weakened  in  spirit  more  «»1  "• 
Nor  could  the  voice  of  Freedom,  whidi  ll« 

France 
Full  speedily  rcHounded,  public  hope. 
Or  poTHonal  memory  of  hi>  oitn  wont  mBp 
Rouse  him  ;  but,  bidden  in  thmegloomjii* 
Hia  days  he  wosted, — an  imbecile  miml. 


Vaudraceur  ooi]  Julij^'  p.  Sa 
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beautiful  and  silent  day 
^rspread  the  countenance  of  earth, 
log  with  unusual  quietness, — 
beautiful  as  e'er  was  given 
he    regret,  though  deepening  what  it 
*othed, 

r  the  gliding  Loire  I  paused,  and  cast 
(  rich  domains,  -vineyard  and  tilth, 
eadow-ground,  and  many-coloured  woods, 
ad  yet  again,  a  farewell  look ; 
m  the  quiet  of  that  scone  passed  on, 
)  the  fierce  Metropolis.    From  his  throne 
g  had  fallen,  and  that  invading  host — 
>tuous  cloud,  on  whose  black  front  was 
ritten 

ler  mercies  of  the  dismal  wind 
e  it — on  the  plains  of  Liberty 
it  innocuous.    Say  in  bolder  words, 
'ho  had  come  elate  as  eastern  hunters 
>eneath  the  Great  Mogul,  when  he 
I  went  forth  from  Agra  or  Lahore, 
nd  Omrahs  in  his  train,  intent 
their  prey  enclosed  within  a  ring 
a  province,  but,  the  signal  given, 
le  point  of  the  life-threatening  spear 
Qg  itself  by  moments — they,  rash  men, 
1  the  anticipated  quarry  turned 
ngers,  from  whose  wrath  they  fled 
'.    Disappointment  and  dismay 
d  for  all  whose  fancies  had  run  wild 
1  expectations ;  confidence 
feet  triumph  for  the  better  cause. 

■jaie,  as  if  to  stamp  the  final  seal 

ecurity,  and  to  the  world 

lat  she  was,  a  high  and  fearless  soul, 

;  in  defiance,  or  heart-stung 

»  resentment,  or  belike  to  taunt 

teful  gratitude  the  bafiied  League, 

I  stirred  up  her  slackening  faculties 

r  transition,  when  the  King  was  crushed, 

lot  the  empty  throne,  and  in  proud  haste 

1  the  body  and  venerable  name 

mblic.    Lamentable  crimes, 

,  had  gone  before  this  hour,  dire  work 


Of  massacre,  in  which  the  senseless  sword 
Was  prayed  to  as  a  judge ;  but  these  were  past, 
£Iarth  free  from  them  for  ever,  as  was  thought, — 
Ephemeral  monsters,  to  be  seen  but  once ! 
Things  that  could  only  show  themselves  and  die. 

Cheered  with  this  hope,  to  Paris  I  returned. 
And  ranged,  with  ardour  heretofore  unfelt, 
The  spacious  city,  and  in  progress  passed 
The  prison  where  the  unhappy  Monarch  lay, 
Associate  with  his  children  and  his  wife 
In  bondage ;  and  the  palace,  lately  stormed 
With  roar  of  cannon  by  a  furious  host. 
I  crossed  the  square  (an  empty  area  then  !) 
Of  the  Carrousel,  where  so  late  had  lain 
The  dead,  upon  the  dying  heaped,  and  gazed 
On  this  and  other  spots,  as  doth  a  man 
Upon  a  volume  whose  contents  he  knows 
Are  memorable,  but  from  him  locked  up. 
Being  written  in  a  tongue  he  cannot  read. 
So  that  he  questions  the  mute  leaves  with  pain. 
And  half  upbraids  their  silence.    But  that  night 
I  felt  most  deeply  in  what  world  I  was, 
What  ground  I  trod  on,  and  what  air  I  breathed. 
High  was  my  room  and  lonely,  neai*  the  roof 
Of  a  large  mansion  or  hotel,  a  lodge 
That  would  have  pleased  me  in  more  quiet  times ; 
Nor  was  it  wholly  without  pleasure  then. 
With  unextinguished  taper  I  kept  watch, 
Reading  at  intervals ;  the  fear  gone  by 
Pressed  on  me  almost  like  a  fear  to  come. 
I  thought  of  those  September  massacres, 
Divided  from  me  by  one  little  month, 
Saw  them  and  touched :  the  rest  was  conjured  up 
From  tragic  fictions  or  true  history, 
Remembrances  and  dim  admonishments. 
The  horse  is  taught  his  manage,  and  no  star 
Of  wildest  course  but  treads  back  his  own  steps ; 
For  the  spent  hurricane  the  air  provides 
As  fierce  a  successor ;  the  tide  retreats 
But  to  return  out  of  its  hiding-place 
In  the  great  deep ;  all  things  have  second  birtl> , 
The  earthquake  is  not  satisfied  at  once ; 
And  in  this  way  I  wrought  upon  myself, 
Until  I  seemed  to  hear  a  voice  that  cried. 
To  the  whole  city,  "Sleep  no  more."    The  trance 
Fled  with  the  voice  to  which  it  had  given  birth ; 
But  vainly  comments  of  a  calmer  mind 


I'D  '^ 


Of  Mayimilinn  Robespierre ; "  the  hand, 
Prompt  as  the  voice,  held  forth  a  printed  speech, 
The  same  that  had  been  recently  pronounced. 
When  Robespierre,  not  ignorant  for  what  mark 
Some  words  of  indirect  reproof  had  been  ^ 

Intended,  rose  in  hardihood,  and  dared 
The  man  who  had  on  ill  surmise  of  him 
To  bring  his  chaise  in  openness ;  whereat. 
When  a  dead  pause  ensued,  and  no  one  stirred, 
In  silence  of  all  present,  from  his  seat 
Louvet  walked  single  through  the  avenue. 
And  took  his  station  in  tho  Tribune,  sayiug, 
"  I,  Robespierre,  accuse  thee !"    Well  is  known 
The  inglorious  issue  of  that  charge,  and  how 
He,  who  had  launched  the  startling  thunderbolt. 
The  one  bold  man,  whose  voice  the  attack  had 

sounded, 
Was  left  without  a  follower  to  discharge 
His  perilous  duty,  and  retire  lamenting 
That  Heaven's  best  aid  is  wasted  upon  men 
Who  to  themselves  are  false. 

But  these  are  things 
Of  which  I  speak,  only  as  they  were  storm 
Or  sunshine  to  my  individual  mind, 
Ko  further.     Let  me  then  relate  that  now — 
In  some  sort  seeing  with  my  proper  eyes 
That  Liberty,  and  Life,  and  Death  would  soon 
To  the  remotest  corners  of  the  land 
Lie  in  the  arbitremcnt  of  those  who  ruled 
The  capital  City  ;  what  was  struggled  for, 
And  by  what  combatants  victory  must  be  won ; 
The  indecision  on  then*  part  whose  aim 
Seemed  best,  and  the  straightfoi*ward  path  of  those 
Who  in  attack  or  in  defence  were  strong 
Throiiirh  their  imr>ictv — iiiv  inmost  fouI 


Yet  would  I  at  this  time  with  williii 
Have  undertaken  for  a  cause  so  grea 
Service  however  dangerous.  I  revo 
How  much  the  destiny  of  M""  iM^|f^ 
Hung  upon  single  persong ;  that  Um 
Transcendent  to  all  local  patrimony 
One  nature,  as  there  is  one  sun  in  h 
That  objects,  even  as  they  are  great, 
Do  come  within  the  reach  of  humbl 
That  Man  is  only  weak  through  his 
And  want  of  hope  where  evidence  d 
Proclaims  to  him  that  hope  should  I 
Nor  did  the  inexperience  of  my  yoa 
Preclude  conviction,  that  a  spirit  sti 
In  hope,  and  trained  to  noble  aspira 
A  spiiit  thoroughly  faithful  to  itseli 
Is  for  Society's  unreasoning  herd 
A  domineering  instinct,  serves  at  od 
For  way  and  guide,  a  fluent  receptoi 
That  gathers  up  each  petty  straggUi 
And  vein  of  water,  glad  to  be  rolled 
In  safe  obedience ;  that  a  mind,  wbi 
Is  whei'e  it  ought  to  be,  in  sclfrestr 
In  circumspection  and  simplicity, 
Falls  rarely  in  entire  discomfiture 
Below  its  aim,  or  meets  with,  from  y 
A  treachery  that  foils  it  or  defeats; 
And,  lastly,  if  the  means  on  human 
Frail  human  will,  dependent  should 
Him  who  too  boldly  trusted  them,  1 
That  'mid  the  loud  distractions  of  tl 
A  sovereign  voice  subsists  within  tli 
Ai-biter  imdisturbed  of  right  and  wi 
Of  life  and  death,  in  majesty  severe 
Kinoiniucr.  as  mnv  bo^t  promote  the 
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le  for  boys,  too  hackneyed  for  tbeir  sires,) 
h  a  revelation's  livelineds, 
leir  comprehensive  bearings  known 
ible  to  philosophers  of  old, 
o,  to  business  of  the  world  untrained, 
1  the  shade ;  and  to  Harmodius  known 
compeer  Aristogiton,  known 
;us — thai  tyrannic  power  is  weak, 
dther  gratitude,  nor  faith,  nor  love, 
t  support  of  good  or  evil  men 
b  in ;  that  the  godhead  which  is  ours 
cr  utterly  be  charmed  or  stilled ; 
thing  hath  a  natural  right  to  last 
lity  and  reason ;  that  all  else 
yes  irreconcilable,  and  at  best 
ily  by  variety  of  disease. 

might  my  wishes  be  intense,  my  thoughts 

and  perturbed,  not  doubting  at  that  time 

t  the  virtue  of  one  paramount  mind 

have  abashed  those  impious  crests — have 

|uclled 

I  and  bloody  power,  and — in  despite 

:  the  People  long  had  been  and  were 

b  ignorance  and  false  teaching,  sadder 

)rcof 

aturity,  and — in  the  teeth 

erate  opposition  from  without — 

eared  a  passage  for  just  government, 

t  a  solid  birthright  to  the  State, 

led,  according  to  example  given 

ent  lawgivers. 

In  this  frame  of  mind, 
1  by  a  chain  of  harsh  necessity, 
led  it, — now  I  thankfully  acknowledge, 
by  the  gracious  providence  of  Heaven, — 
land  I  returned,  else  (though  assured 
aoth  was  and  must  bo  of  email  weight, 
cr  than  a  landf.man  on  the  deck 
[)  struggling  with  a  hideous  storm) 
ss,  I  bbould  have  then  made  coir.mon  cause 
me  who  perished  ;  haply  perished  too, 
mistaken  and  bewildered  offering, — 
to  the  breast  of  Nature  have  gone  back, 
1  my  resolutions,  all  my  hopes, 
only  to  myself,  to  men 
and  even,  beloved  Friend!  a  soul 
uukuowu  ! 

Twice  bad  the  trees  let  fall 
avc3,  as  often  Winter  had  put  on 
ry  crov.u,  binco  I  had  seen  the  surge 
lin.-t  Albion's  shore,  pince  ear  of  mine 
gilt  the  accents  of  my  native  speech 
ir  native  country's  sacred  ground. 


A  patriot  qf  \ht^  wArl/i,  how  could  I  glide 

Into  communion  with  her  sylvan  shades, 

Erewhile  my  tuneful  haunt  t  It  pleased  me  more 

To  abide  in  the  great  City,  where  I  found 

The  general  air  still  busy  with  the  stir 

Of  that  first  memorable  onset  made 

By  a  strong  levy  of  humanity 

Upon  the  traffickers  in  Negro  blood ; 

Effort  which,  though  defeated,  had  recalled 

To  notice  old  forgotten  principles. 

And  through  the  nation  spread  a  novel  heat 

Of  virtuous  feeling.    For  myself,  I  own 

That  this  particular  strife  had  wanted  power 

To  rivet  my  affections ;  nor  did  now 

Its  unsuccessful  issue  much  excite 

My  sorrow ;  for  I  brought  with  me  the  faith 

That,  if  France  prospered,  g^d  men  would  not 

Pay  fruitless  worship  to  humanity,     rtA^*J\  *>a^ 
And  this  most  rotten  branch  of  human  shame, 
Object,  BO  seemed  it,  of  superfluous  \mns. 
Would  fall  together  with  its  parent  tr«o. 
What,  then,  were  my  emotions,  when  in  arms 
Britain  put  forth  her  free-born  strength  in  league, 
Oh,  pity  and  shame  !  with  those  coufoderato 

Powers  ! 
Not  in  my  single  self  alone  I  found, 
But  in  the  minds  of  all  ingenuous  youth. 
Change  and  subversion  from  that  hour.  No  shock 
Given  to  my  moral  nature  had  I  known 
Down  to  that  very  moment ;  neither  lapse 
Nor  turn  of  sentiment  that  might  be  named 
A  revolution,  save  at  this  one  time ; 
All  else  was  progress  on  the  self-same  path 
On  which,  with  a  diversity  of  pace, 
I  had  been  travelling  :  this  a  stride  at  once 
Into  another  region.     As  a  light 
And  pliant  harebell,  swinging  in  the  breeze 
On  some  grey  rock — its  birth-place — so  had  I 
Wantoned,  fast  rooted  on  the  ancient  tower 
Of  my  beloved  country,  wishing  not 
A  happier  fortune  than  to  wither  there : 
Now  was  I  from  that  pleasant  station  torn 
And  tossed  about  in  wlmiwiud.    I  rejoiced. 
Yea,  afterwards — truth  most  painful  to  record  ! — 
Exulted,  in  the  triumph  of  my  soul. 
When  Englishmen  by  thousands  were  o'erthrown. 
Left  without  glory  on  the  field,  or  driven, 
Brave  hearts !  to  shameful  flight.  It  was  a  grief, — 
Grief  call  it  not,  'twas  anything  but  that, — 
A  conflict  of  sensations  without  name. 
Of  which  he  only,  who  may  love  the  sight 
Of  a  village  steeple,  as  I  do,  can  judge. 
When,  in  the  congregation  bending  all 


i 


■ 

1 

^ 

BOfl                                                             THE  PRELUDE. 

To  thoir  great  Father,  prayere  were  oBered  up. 

Tho  bumsu  1 

^^^^^^^1 

Or  praiaoB  for  our  country  "a  TJotories  ; 

And  made  of 

^^^^^^^1 

And,  'raid  the  simple  worshippers,  perohiuioe 

Who  wera  CO 

^^^^^^^1 

^nWnni 

I  only,  lilte  sn  uninTited  guest 

Foraparadij 

1 .'   [1 

Whom  no  ona  twnod,  sate  silent,  shall  I  add. 

Of  insolent  b 

^^^1 

1  iMiifiill 

Fed  on  tho  day  ot  vengeance  yet  to  come. 

Oftheanspls 

^^^1 

Oh  1  much  haTo  they  to  accoimt  for,  who  could 
tear, 

And  all  the  ■ 
Into  one  serf 

^^^^^^^1 

By  violeoce,  at  one  decisiFB  Tact, 

The  Senate  al 

^^^^^H 

From  the  beat  youth  in  England  their  dew  pride. 

Her  wisdom 

^^^^^^^1 

Theirjoy,  in  England;  this,  too,  at  a  tima 

Her  frenzy  oi 

^^^^^^^1 

In  ivliicb  worst  losses  easily  might  wean 

Paat  outrage! 

Which  no  oni 

^^^^^H 

,    DidofiUelfinmodastygiToway, 

:    like  thoPrecuraor  when  the  Deity 

Domostie  c 

^^^^^H 

:    IacomeWhoeobarbmg«rh8w»;aama 

With  foastda. 

^^^^^^^1 

'  i! 

'    In  which  epoatasy  from  imcient  faith 

The  maidsn  { 

^^^^^^^1 

,    Seeraod  hut  eonveraioo  to  B  higher  creed  ; 

The  mother  f 

^^^^^^^1 

The  warrior  1 

^^^^^^^1 

A  time  when  ango  Eiporienca  would  hnro  snattlicd 

Friends,  enen 

^^^^^^^1 

[____li^H 

Flowers  out  of  any  hedge-row  to  compose 

Head  after  h( 

^^^1 

A  chaptet  in  contempt  of  hii  grey  locks. 

Forthoaethi 

^^^^^^^1 

y  When  the  proud  Beet  that  bears  the  red-croas 
flag 

They  made  it 

^^^^^^^1 

^ 

(Iflikedeun 

^^^^^^^1 

May  with  me 

^^^^^^^1 

To  mingle,  I  beheld  the  resaels  lie. 

Pleased  in  K> 

^^^^^H 

A  brood  of  gallant  creatures,  on  the  deep ; 

A  ley  that  m 

ni 

I  saw  them  in  theh-  tost,  a  sojourner 

the  motion  c 

^^^^^H 

1 

Through  a  whole  month  of  calm  and  glassy  days 

Do  of  Its'eirt 

^^^^^^^1 

II 

In  that  delightful  iaiaud  which  protects 

Spin  in  hU  o] 

1) 

1  Their  place  of  convocation— there  I  heard, 

But,  with  the 

^^^^^H 

'1 

;  Each  evening,  pacinj;  by  the  still  sea-shore. 

His  front  nga 

ii 

A  monitory  sound  that  never  failed,— 

That  it  may  i 

^^^^^^^1 

.  ^  ^  J 

The  BiinBot  cannon.    While  the  orb  went  down 

^^^^^H 

In  tho  tranquillity  of  nature,  came 

Of  those  enoi 

^^^^^^^1 

JBKM 

That  Toiee,  ill  requiem  1  Mldom  heard  by  me 

Forgot,  at  sot 

^^^^^^^1 

■■■ 

Without  R  spirit  overcast  by  dark 

Forgot  that  s 

^^^^^^^1 

^H 

■ 

Imaginations,  sense  of  woes  to  eorae, 

As  Liberty  n 

^^^1 

■ 

1 

Sorrow  forhnnjan  kind,  and  pain  of  heart. 

Her  innocent 
Nor  couid  ha 

^^^^^^^1 

— 

■ 

The  illuatrioi 

^^^^^H 

bb 

m 

ends, 

Of  her  compc 

^^^^^^^1 

^ 

Had  plucked  op  mercy  by  the  roots,  we™  glad 

And  gave  it  v 

^^^^^^^1 

Of  this  DEW  enemy.     Tyrants,  strong  hefore 

It  was  a  lame 

il 

In  wicked  pleas,  were  strong  as  demons  now; 

Whether  a  ht 

^^^^^H 

1 

And  thus,  on  every  side  beset  with  foes. 

A  woful  time 

^^^^^^^1 

1 

Tho  goaded  land  wwted  mad  ;  tho  crimes  of  few 

The  shock ;  u 

^^^^^^^1 

Spread  into  madnesa  of  the  many  ;  blnsta 

Wero  flattere 

From  hell  cnmo  sanctified  like  airs  fh)m  heaven. 

Thoy  bad  the 

^^^^^H 

1 

The  slemnesa  of  the  just,  the  faith  of  thoso 

[MeanwhUe  th 

1 

\rho  doubted  not  that  Providence  had  times      '■* 

The  Herculea. 

1 

^^M 

1 

J 

Of  vangeful  retribution,  theira  who  throned 

arms. 

^,^^ 

RESIDENCE  IN  FIlA^XE. 


to: 


irotUed  wiUi  an  infant  godhead's  might 
lakes  about  her  cradle ;  that  was  well, 
i  it  should  be ;  yet  no  cure  for  them 
\  souls  were  sick  with  pain  of  what  would  be 
!ter  brought  in  charge  against  mankind, 
aelancholj  at  that  time,  O  Friend  ! 
my  day-thoughts, — my  nights  were  miser- 
able; 

gh  months,  through  years,  loDg  after  the 
last  beat 

ae  atrocities,  the  hour  of  sleep 
came  rarely  charged  with  natural  gifts, 
ihastly  yisions  had  I  of  despair 
rranny,  and  implements  of  death ; 
mocent  yictims  sinking  under  fear, 
lomentaiy  hope,  and  worn-out  prayer, 
n  his  separate  cell,  or  penned  in  crowds 
orifice,  and  struggling  with  fond  mirth 
ivity  in  dungeons,  where  the  dust 
^  with  tears.    Then  suddenly  the  scene 
dd,  and  the  unbroken  dream  entangled  me 
I  orations,  which  I  stroYO  to  plead 
unjust  tribimals, — with  a  voice 
ring,  a  brain  confounded,  and  a  sense, 
like,  of  treacherous  desertion,  felt 
last  place  of  reAige — ^my  own  soul. 

in  I  began  in  youth's  delightful  prime 

Id  myself  to  Nature,  when  that  strong 

Dly  passion  oTercame  me  first, 

ly  nor  night,  evening  or  mom,  was  free 

its  oppression.    But,  0  Power  Supreme ! 

at  Whose  call  this  world  would  cease  to 

breathe, 

rom  the  foimtain  of  Thy  grace  dost  fill 

ins  that  branch  through  every  frame  of  life, 

I  man  what  he  is,  creature  divine, 

;le  or  in  social  eminence, 

the  rest  raised  infinite  ascents 

reason  that  enables  him  to  be 

sequestered — ^what  a  change  is  here  I 

ifferent  ritual  for  this  after-worship, 

M>untenance  to  promote  this  second  love ! 

st  was  service  paid  to  things  which  lie 

k1  within  the  bosom  of  Thy  will. 

ore  to  serve  was  high  beatitude ; 

t  was  therefore  gladness^  and  the  fear 

ling,  venerable ;  sleep  secure, 

aking  thoughts  more  rich  than  happiest 

dr*^in% 

as  the  ancient  IVophets,  borne  aloft 
m,  yet  constndned  by  natural  laws 
bem  to  take  a  troubled  hiunan  heart, 


Wanted  not  cou8i>1atiuus,  nor  n  creed 
Of  reconcilement,  tbeu  when  they  ih;uiMii)ce<1, 
On  towns  and  cities,  wallowing  iii  the  ubv»a 
Of  their  offences,  punishment  to  come ; 
Or  saw,  like  other  men,  with  bodily  eyes. 
Before  them,  in  some  desolated  place, 
The  wrath  consummate  and  the  threat  fulfilled ; 
So,  with  devout  hmnility  be  it  said, 
So,  did  a  portion  of  that  spirit  fall 
On  me  uplifted  from  the  vantage-grotmd 
Of  pity  and  sorrow  to  a  state  of  being 
That  through  the  time's  exceeding  fierceness  saw 
Glimpses  of  retribution,  terrible. 
And  in  the  order  of  sublime  behests : 
But,  even  if  that  were  not,  amid  the  awe 
Of  unintelligible  chastisement, 
Not  only  acquiescences  of  faith 
Survived,  but  daring  sympathies  with  power, 
Motions  not  treacherous  or  profane,  else  why 
Within  the  folds  of  no  ungentle  breast 
Their  dread  vibration  to  this  hour  prolongo  1  ? 
Wild  blasts  of  music  thus  could  find  their  way 
Into  the  midst  of  turbulent  events ; 
So  that  worst  tempests  might  be  listened  to. 
Then  was  the  truth  received  into  my  heaic. 
That,  under  heaviest  sorrow  earth  con  bi  ing, 
If  from  the  affliction  somewhere  do  not  grow 
Honour  which  could  not  else  have  been,  u  faith. 
An  elevation,  and  a  sanctity, 
If  new  strength  be  not  given  nor  old  re^tot-od, 
The  blame  is  ours,  not  Nature's.     When  a  taunt 
Was  taken  up  by  scoffers  in  their  pride, 
^Saying,  "  Behold  the  harvest  that  we  reap 
From  popular  government  and  equality, " 
I  clearly  saw  that  neither  these  nor  aught 
Of  wild  belief  engrafted  on  their  namc8 
By  false  philosophy  had  caused  the  woe, 
But  a  terrific  reservoir  of  guilt 
And  ignorance  filled  up  from  age  to  age. 
That  could  no  longer  hold  its  loathsome  choi^ge. 
But  burst  and  spread  in  deluge  through  the  land. 

And  as  the  desert  hath  green  spots,  the  sea 
Small  islands  scattered  amid  stormy  waves. 
So  that  disastrous  period  did  not  want 
Bright  sprinklings  of  all  human  excellence. 
To  which  the  silver  wands  of  saints  in  Heaven 
Might  point  with  rapturous  joy.   Yet  not  the  less, 
For  those  examples,  in  no  age  surpusstrd. 
Of  fortitude  and  energy  and  love. 
And  human  nature  fSEuthful  to  herself 
Under  worst  trials,  was  I  driven  to  think 
Of  the  glad  times  when  first  I  traversed  France 
A  youthful  pilgrim ;  above  all  reviewed 
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Tliat  aventido,  wlicn  under  nindoma  bri^lit 
With  happy  SaasB  and  with  gnrlandfl  liung, 
And  tlirougli  a  rainbow'wcli  tbat  Bpanuad  tlie 

Triumphal  pomp  for  liberty  conflnued, 
I  paced,  a  dsar  companion  at  my  aide, 

>  town  of  Arraa,  whence  with  promise  liigh 
Inivued,  on  delc^tion  to  Guetain 
Humanity  and  right,  thai  Robespierre, 
Ho  wbo  thereafter,  and  id  how  aliort  time  1 
Wielded  the  Booptro  of  the  Athciat  crew. 
A\'lien  the  calamity  spread  far  and  wide — 
And  this  sanio  city,  thot  did  then  appcnr 
To  outrnn  the  rest  iu  eiultalion,  grvinned 
Under  the  Tengeouco  of  her  cruel  son, 
Ab  Lesr  ropTOHGhed  ths  winds — I  could  alinort 
HiiVB  quarrelled  with  tLat  blamoIeBs  spectacle 
For  lingering  yet  an  image  in  ray  mind 
To  mock  me  under  such  t,  Btmnge  revorte. 

O  Fiiend!  rcwhuppicrmomentehavobeeumiuo 
Than  that  whicli  told  tlie  downfall  of  tiiia  Tiiba 
So  dreaded,  bo  abhorred.    The  day  deeervi'S 
A  BcparBte  record.    Over  tho  amootii  aauda 
Of  Leveu'fi  ample  eatuory  lay 
Xj  JQUTDey,  and  beDonth  n  genial  bud. 
With.  diitDiit  proBpcct  unong  glenms  of  aky 
And  cloudB,  and  intermingling  mouDlnin  taps, 
Iu  one  in..cp^rablo  glory  cbd, 
Crciiturca  of  cue  cthtreul  anbatanca  met 
In  consistory,  like  a  diadem 
Or  crowTi  of  burning  sei'apbs  as  tliey  ait 
In  the  ompyreim.    Umlemcath  that  pomp 
Ci^leatial,  Iny  unacen  the  pastoral  vales 
Among  wliosi]  happy  £eldii  I  had  grown  up 
from  childhood.    On  the  tulBBub  spectwile. 
That  neither  pasECd  away  uor  chuuged,  I  gazed 
Eurnpt;  but  brightest  t'.iinj;^  ait  waul  to  drat! 
Sad  oppoaitea  out  of  the  inner  heart, 
Aa  oven  their  pensive  inilucnco  Jj'tw  from  mine. 
Uoif  could  It  othetiv-ifla  !  for  not  in  vain 
Tliat  very  morning  had  I  turned  aside 
To  aeet  tho  ground  where,  'mid  a  throng  of  gravef, 
An  honoured  teacher  of  my  youth  was  laid, 
And  on  tho  stoue  wi  re  gravtai  by  hia  doaire 
Lines  from  the  churehjnrd  clcgj-  of  Gray. 
Thia  ^ithful  guide,  epeaklng  from  his  death-bad. 
Added  no  farewell  to  his  porlinj  cDunanl, 
But  Boid  to  mo.  "  >Iy  head  will  boou  lie  low ; " 
And  nlion  I  taw  the  turf  that  oovcred  him. 
After  the  lapeo  of  fidl  eight  years,  thoto  words, 
With  Bound  of  voice  and  countenance  of  the  Man, 
Cuoo  back  u;ion  me,  to  that  aome  f>?w  teura 
Fell  from  me  in  my  own  dcapitc.    Eut  now 


I  tiiought,  still  tiaversin;  that  nide^jjTeid  pM 
With  tender  ploaaure  of  the  Tsna*  gnm 
Upon  hia  tomhstoot,  whispering  to  ojaslf; 
He  loved  the  Poeti,  and.  if  now  alive, 
Would  bare  lored  mo,  as  one  not  dotltsta 
Of  promise,  nor  belying  the  kind  hope 
That  bo  had  formed,  when  I,  at  hii  coBuaad 
Began  to  spin,  with  toil,  my  earliest  WBga 

Aa  I  odvimced,  all  that  I  saw  or  ftlt 
Was  gentlfluesa  and  peace-     Upon  a  naaQ 
And  rocky  iahmd  near,  a  fragment  stood 
(Itself  liko  a  Eea  rock)  the  low  raosioa 
(With  sheila  encruated,  dark  with  briny  iw 
Of  a  dilapidated  atmcturc,  once 
A  Komiih  chapel,  where  the  Tvsted  print 
uiatina  at  the  hour  that  suited  IhoM 
Who  crossed  the  «md«  with  ebb  of  monuilt 
Kot  for  from  that  Etill  ruin  ali  the  plain 
Lay  ^pott^  with  a  varli^giitsd  cniwd 
Of  vehicles  and  travclleri,  liorse  and  font 
Wading  beneath  Ibe  conduct  of  their  piil* 
In  loose  procobuou  throogb  tlie  shallovAa 
Of  inland  watcn ;  the  great  aca  moannlult 
ved  at  snffl  distance,  tar  retired.    Iftat 
ging  for  skill  to  paint  a  acene  u  bHgU  i 
1  cheerful,  bub  tho  foremoBt  of  Uiebiat. 
Ae  he  approached,  do  Eolutatlon  gives 
In  tiiL'  f  inaliar  l-^i,gM;igc  of  the  Jnr, 
Cricd,"R"bcS].ifireisdefld|-— norirasadc 
After  strict  qucalion,  left  within  my  nM 
Thut  ha  and  hia  aupporter*  all  were  bStn. 

Great  was  ray  trautport,  deep  my  EiUi"^ 
To  everlaating  Juetice,  by  this  Sal 
Wado  manifeut.    "Come  now,  y«  soto"^ 
Said  I  forth-pouring  on  tliO;,e  optn  unii 
A  hymn  of  triumph  r  "  aa  the  moraios  «"■ 
From  out  the  bosom  of  tlio  night,  Dounp: 
Thus  r.ir  our  truBl  ia  veriSed ;  behold  ! 
Tliey  who  wiili  clinnsy  dejperatioD  hronjU 
A  river  of  Blood,  and  preached  that  DatoS  | 
Colli  J  cleunsa  thf  Augean  stable,  bj  'Use  nif 
Of  their  own  helper  have  been  aweiitawaj; 
Their  inaJucaa  standi  declared  and  riiibit; 
Blaenherc  will  s-ifetj  now  be  aought,  lad  • 
March  firmly  towards  righteoumosi  and  p<* 
Then  schemes  I  framed  more  calndy,  «h> 

The  madding  fictions  miyht  be  tianqnilKa" 
And  how  through  hardahipa  manifold  indl 
The  glorious  renovation  would  proceed. 
Thus  interrupted  by  uneosj  bursts 
Of  esultation,  I  pursued  my  way 
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that  very  shore  which  I  had  skimmed 
ner  days,  when — spurring  from  the  Vale 
htshade,  and  St  Mary's  mouldering  fane, 
le  stone  abbot,  after  circuit  made 


In  wantonness  of  heart,  a  joyous  band 

Of  school-boys  hastening  to  their  distant  horn;; 

Along  the  margin  of  the  moonlight  sea— 

We  beat  with  thundering  hoofa  the  level  saii.l. 
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that  time  forth,  Authority  in  France 
.  a  milder  face ;  Terror  had  ceased, 
erything  was  wanting  that  might  give 
^  to  them  who  looked  for  good  by  light 
onal  Experience,  for  the  shoots 
3peful  blossoms  of  a  second  spring : 
[  me,  confidence  was  unimpaired ; 
!nate*s  language,  and  the  public  acts 
easures  of  the  Goveiiiment,  though  both 
and  of  heartless  omen,  had  not  power 
int  me ;  in  the  People  was  my  trust : 
1  the  virtues  which  mine  eyes  had  seen, 
'  that  wound  external  could  not  take 
om  the  young  Republic ;  that  new  foes 
only  follow,  in  the  path  of  shame, 
Drethren,  and  her  triumphs  bo  in  the  end 
universal,  irresistible, 
ituition  led  me  to  confound 
ctory  with  another,  higher  far, — 

^iscless  fortitude.    Beholding  still 

ince  strong  as  heretofore,  I  thought 

rhat  was  in  degree  the  same  was  likewise 

me  in  quality, — that,  as  the  worse 

two  spirits  then  at  strife  remained 

d,  the  better,  surely,  would  presciTe 

cart  that  first  had  roused  him.     Youth 

maintains, 

:onditioD8  of  society, 

union  more  direct  and  intimato 

Mature, — hence,  ofttimes,  with  reason  too — 

ige  or  manhood,  even.    To  Nature,  then, 

had  reverted :  habit,  custom,  law, 

ft  an  iDterregnum's  open  space    f)n»^  /)  •  i f ^lf 

r  to  move  about  in,  uncontrolled.  K  n«/  .•».' 

could  I  see  how  Babellike  their  task, 

)y  the  recent  deluge  stupificd, 

heir  whole  souls  went  culling  from  the  day 

ty  promises,  to  build  a  tower 


For  their  own  safety;  laughed  with  my  comi>ecrs 
At  gravest  heads,  by  enmity  to  France 
Distempered,  till  they  found,  in  every  blast 
Forced  from  the  street^isturbing  newsman's  horn. 
For  her  groat  cause  record  or  prophecy 
Of  utter  ruio.    How  might  we  believe 
That  wisdom  could,  in  any  shape,  come  near 
Men  clinging  to  delusions  so  insane  ? 
And  thus,  experience  proving  that  no  few 
Of  our  opinions  had  been  just,  we  took 
Like  credit  to  ourselves  where  less  was  due, 
And  thought  that  other  notions  were  as  sound. 
Yea,  could  not  but  be  right,  because  we  saw 
That  foolish  men  opposed  them. 

To  a  strain 
More  animated  I  might  hero  give  way, 
And  tell,  since  juvenile  errors  are  my  theme, 
What  in  those  days,  through  Britain,  was  per- 
formed 
To  turn  a// judgments  out  of  their  right  course; 
But  this  is  passion  ovei*-near  ourselves, 
Reality  too  close  and  too  intense. 
And  intermixed  with  something,  in  my  mind. 
Of  scorn  and  condemnation  personal. 
That  would  profane  the  sanctity  of  verse. 
Our  Shepherds,  this  say  merely,  at  that  time 
Acted,  or  seemed  at  least  to  act,  like  men 
Thirsting  to  make  the  guardian  crook  of  law 
A  tool  of  murder ;  they  who  ruled  the  State, 
Though  with  such  awful  proof  before  their  eyc9 
That  he,  who  would  sow  death,  reaps  death,  oi- 

worse. 
And  can  reap  nothing  better,  child-like  longed 
To  imitato,  not  wise  enough  to  avoid ; 
Or  left  (by  mere  timidity  betrayed) 
The  plain  straight  road,  for  one  no  better  chosen 
Than  if  their  wish  had  been  to  undeiminc 
Justice,  and  make  an  end  of  Liberty. 

But  from  these  bitter  truths  I  must  return 
To  my  own  history.    It  hath  been  told 
That  I  was  led  to  tako  an  eager  part 
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In  orguiaeQti  of  cWi!  pulitj, 

Abroptly,  noii  inJoed  Iwfbru  my  tinM: 

I  hod  BpprMcbed,  Hko  otbor  youtlii,  tlii  sluald 

Of  huBua  nature  from  tliD  golden  dilo, 

And  would  b*To  (bucbt,  CToa  Co  tbo  doth, to  Lttest 

The  quKtit;  of  the  metal  wlucli  I  ww. 

Whit  tliert  i>  beat  ia  indiridiul  nun. 

Of  wise  ID  poutoQ,  uid  niblimo  ia  power, 

BeneTolent  in  >iiutU  •of^otjud. 

And  great  in  Urge  ones,  I  had  oft  revolved. 

Pelt  deeply,  but  not  thoroughly  luidantaod 

By  reaaon  :  nay.  f"'  f""o  '>■  '•  ^^'3  "•">  J^ 

Aa  ckuiie  wa*  given  rao  kfterwuda  to  learo, 

Not  proof  n^nit  the  tnjiirica  of  the  dty : 

Lodged  only  nt  the  umcCuiuy'a  door, 

Kot  ufo  irltliln  Iti  boiom.    Thiu  prepomd, 

And  with  aucb  gcnorad  laslglit  into  evil, 

And  uf  tlie  boundi  which  mvot  it  fram  gmd, 

Aa  booka  and  cumuion  inlerouiine  with  life 

JIust  neiNia   hate   given— to  the  iaciperioiioed 

When  Iha  world  travela  in  a  boatoa  rokd, 
Quide  fititbfal  tn  ii  Deeded — I  begau 
To  meditate  with  udour  on  the  rule 
And  mwia^ment  of  natioiu ;  what  it  U 
And  ought  to  be  ;  mad  strove  to  laam  how  fur 
Their  power  or  weiiknesa,  wealth  or  povevty. 
Their  luippineSH  or  misery,  dopeccli 
Upon  their  Uwa,  and  fiuhion  of  the  State. 

*  0  pUaeant  eieraie  of  hops  and  joy ! 
For  miglitj  were  the  auiilinra  irhlcli  tlion  Btooil 
U]ion  our  fido,  aa  who  were  «trong  in  love  ! 
Bttea  W.1B  it  in  tbiLt  dawn  to  be  alive. 
But  Id  be  young  wu  very  Heaven  !    0  times, 
In  which  the  meagre,  stale,  forbidding  wnye 
Of  oustoin,  law,  and  statute,  took  at  once 


The 


of  a 


Wheu  Itoojon  Beamed  the  most  to  assert  her  ri^hU 
When  most  intent  on  mulling  of  herself 
A  prime  enohantroaa — to  asaiat  the  work, 
Which  then  waa  going  forward  in  her  name  • 
Kot  favoured  apoCg  alone,  but  the  whole  Earth, 
The  beauty  wore  of  promlae— that  nhich  HBta 
(Ab  at  aaniD  mamcnta  might  not  be  unfelt 
Among  the  bnvers  of  Paradiae  itaolf ) 
The  budding  rose  above  the  roae  full  blown. 
What  temper  at  the  prospect  did  not  wake 
To  happlueaa  unthought  of!    The  inert 
Were  rouaed,  and  lively  natures  rapt  away  I 
They  who  bad  fed  their  childhood  upon  dreama, 
■Hie  play-feUom  of  fdnoy,  who  had  made 


•  aeep. 


All  powers  of  swiftoeu,  eubtiStj,  and  ttrea 
Their  miuiatem,— who  in  lordly  wtM  had  il 
Among  the  pmndiut  ubjeeta  of  the  wnse. 
And  dealt  with  whataoeier  they  fnund  ths 
Aa  if  they  bad  witbin  some  Inrking  right 
To  wieid  it ; — thej,  too,  wbo  of  gentle  moo 
Had  watched  all  gentle  motiona,  and  to  Uu 
Had  fitted  their  own  thoughb^  acLemsra 

mild, 
And  in  the  re^on  of  thur  pekcefol  aslrei; 
Now  waa  it  that  both  (aauA,  the  meek  and 
Did  both  find  hetpen  to  their  hearted  desir 
And  stulf  at  band,  pUitic  oi  they  could  wi 
Were  oallcd  upon  to  eiorciae  their  akiU, 
Nat  in  Utopia — aubtemncon  &e\di, — 
Or  Bome  eecrcted  Island.  Boavca  knowi  id 
But  in  the  very  world,  whiob  ts  the  woild 
or  all  of  ua, — the  plaoe  irhcre,  in  the  god; 
We  Slid  OUT  hi^pinea*,  or  not  at  all  I 

Why  should  I  not  oonfeaa  that  Earth  w 
To  mo,  what  an  inheritance,  new  (allao, 
Recm!>,  when  the  Srat  time  visited,  to  ona 
Wbo  tliithor  cornea  to  Gad  in  it  hia  bocaa 
Ho  walks  about  aed  tooka  upoa  the  apot 
With  cordial  tnmaport,  moulda  it  and  m 
And  is  half  ploaeed  with  things  that  ore  i 
'Tn-Ul  be  such  joy  to  see  them  diasppcer. 

An  active  partisaa,  I  thus  convoked 
From  erel;  object  pteaaaut  circomstaiief 

To  Huit  my  Gads;  I  moved  among  mauki 
With  genial  feelings  Ptll!  prodominint; 
When  erring,  erring  on  the  better  part. 
And  in  the  kinder  spirit;  placable. 
Indulgent,  as  not  uninformed  that  men 
See  ad  they  have  been  taught — Aiitiqail( 
Gives  rights  to  error;  and  aware,  no  1m 
Tlint  throwing  off  opprossioa  most  be  v 
Aa  well  of  LidOQso  aa  of  liberty ; 
And  above  all—for  thia  was  more  than  i 
Mot  caring  if  the  winil  did  now  and  tlui 
Blow  keen  upon  an  eminence  that  gave 
Prospect  BO  largo  into  futurity ; 
In  brief,  a  child  of  Nature,  as  at  Qn^ 
DiSiising  only  those  affections  wider 
That  from  llie  cradle  bad  grown  up  irit) 
And  losing,  in  no  other  Bay  than  light 
Is  lost  in  light,  tho  irea^  in  the  more  si 

In  the  main  outline,  ancb  it  might  be 
Woe  my  condition,  till  with  open  war 
Biitain  opposed  the  liberties  of  fV*no& 
Tbii  threw  mo  Erat  out  of  the  pole  of  I 


ai 


ymptod,  mmaids  to  the 
s;  w»  BfCrt^  M  bitboto, 

up  cilama 
r  tbem  into  thcsr 
ay  was  <^»ened  for 
closioiMfe  in  degree 

daogerous.  What  bad  been  a  pride, 
lacne;  my  lOdngs and  mj  lovei 
hamn^la^  learmg  old  Goes  dry ; 
blow'  that,  in  matorer  a^ 
lave  toocfaed  the  judgment,  stro^ 
leep 

13  near  the  heart :  meantime, 
Lrst,  vild  theories  were  afloat, 
tensioni^  sednlonsly  mged, 
t  a  careless  ear,  asnued 
s  ready  to  set  all  thingi  ri^t, 
multitude,  wo  long  oppressed, 
tressed  no  more. 

Bat  when  erents 
moountgement^  and  unto  these 
e  proof  of  principles  no  more 
usted,  while  the  erents  themselTeB, 
greatness,  stripped  of  norelty, 
.  the  mind,  and  sentiments 
1  my  undostanding's  natural  growth 
^p  their  ground,  by  fiith  mMnf^TPi*if 
isciousneas,  and  hope  that  laid 
tn  her  object — eridence 
srsal  application,  such 
)e  impeached,  was  sought  elsewhere. 

?come  oppressors  in  thdr  turn, 
id  changed  a  war  of  self-defence 
aquest,  losing  sight  of  all 
ad  struggled  for :  up  mounted  now, 
eye  of  CArth  and  heaTcn, 
iberty.    I  read  her  doom, 
>xed,  with  disappointment  sore, 
kjed,  nor  taking  to  the  shame 
phet.    While  resentment  rose 
tide,  what  nought  could  heal,  the 

>resumption,  I  adhered 

0  old  tenets.  andg_to  prove 

1  rtraiq**^  *^^ffr^  more:  and  thus,  in 


Tbat  pronised  to  abatnct  ibe  kopes  oTMstn 
Oat  of  bis  fedji^^  to  be  £xBd 


d  opinions  every  day 
iBcqucnce,  till  round  my  mind 
a  if  they  were  its  life,  nay  more, 
ig  of  the  immortal  soul. 

.0  time,  when,  all  things  tending  fast 
•n,  speculative  schemes — 


And 


i>or 


ForZealto 

bad  ibe  pririSege  to 
bear  tbe  aond  of  tbar 
m  in  diazitT,  tbe 
Flattered  tbe  ywm&  pleased  wxtb 

least 
With  that  which 
The  object  of  its 
Howgiorioos!  ii 
To  look  tbnn^  all  tbe 
And,  with 

Tnfirfnjyifa  of  Batoie^  time^  and  p}n^ 
Boild  social  opoa  p— »«>^^  liberty. 
Which,  to  tbe  blind  ifMiainta  of  genend  law* 
Superior,  magisterial^  adopte 
One  guides  tbe  li^it  of  drcomstanee^  flidied 
Upon  an  independent  intdSect. 
Thus  expeeiation  rose  again ;  thus  bape^ 
From  her  first  gzoond  expelled,  grew  proud 

more. 
Oft,  as  my  thoo^ta  wen  tamed  to  biunan  kind 


I  scorned 


bat,  inflamed  with 


Of  a  secure  intelligence^  and  sick 

Of  other  longing,  I  porsaed  what  seemed 

A  more  exalted  nature;  wished  that  Han 

Should  start  out  of  his  earthy,  worm-like  states 

And  spread  abroad  the  wings  of  Liberty, 

Lord  of  himself,  in  undisturbed  delight^ 

A  noble  aspiration !  yet  I  feel 

(Sustained  by  worthier  as  by  wiser  tboag^ta) 

The  asjHiation,  nor  shall  e¥er  oeaae 

To  feel  it ; — but  retam  we  to  our  eoone. 

Enough,  'tis  true— oonld  soch  a  plea  excott 
Those  aberrations — ^had  the  damoroos  finenda 
Of  ancient  Institotioos  said  and  done 
To  bring  disgrace  upon  their  Tory  names; 
Disgrace,  of  which,  custom  and  written  law. 
And  sundry  moral  sentiments  as  props 
Or  emanations  of  tboee  iustitutesy 
Too  justly  bore  a  part    A  veil  bad  been 
Uplifted ;  why  deceive  ourselves  ?  in  so<^b, 
Twas  even  so ;  and  sorrow  for  the  man 
Who  either  had  not  eyes  wherewith  to  see. 
Or,  seeing,  had  forgotten !    A  strong  shock 
Was  given  to  old  opinions ;  all  men's  minds 
Had  felt  i^^ower,  and  mine  was  both  let  loose. 
Let  lops9  and  goaded.    After  what  hath  been 
Already  said  of  patriotic  love^ 
Suffice  it  here  to  add,  that|  somewhat  stem 


filZ 
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In  teniperiunciit,  withal  a  hsppy  mun. 
And  tiionsfore  bold  to  loot  oo  painful  t!ling^ 
Froe  likowiss  of  the  world,  and  theace  moreliold, 
I  aanunonod  my  best  sltill,  and  toiled,  iatent 

I    To  nnatomisa  Lbc  frama  of  aoat\.  life, 

,    Yea,  the  whole  body  of  sucicty 
Searched  to  its  heart.   Shiiro  with  roe,  Friend  t  the 

J    Tl^at  some  dmrnatia  tulE,  endued  with  Hhupeii 
i    Livelier,  nnd  flinging  out  lasa  euaried  wonU 
Tliiui  suit  tho  work  wa  fashion,  might  set  forth 
Wiat  then  I  leomod,  or  think  I  Icuraed.  of  truth, 
And  the  errors  into  which  I  fell,  betrajcd 
By  present  objecte,  and  by  reaaoniaga  fiilso 
FVom  their  heginnine^  inwinuch  ns  drawn 
Out  of  nheort  that  had  been  turned  asido 
From  Ksture's  way  by  outward  aocidenta. 
And  which  was  thus  oonfotwded,  more  and  mora 
Mi^^ided.  and  mi^suiding.    So  I  fared, 
Drngeingall  precepts,  judgaienb,  maxima  ctbdIb, 
Li'ie  culprits  to  the  bar;  cdling  the  mind, 
Suspicioualy,  to  establish  in  plain  day 
Her  titles  and  her  hononrs;  now  belieTing, 
Now  disbelioving ;  endlesily  perploied 
With  imputae,motiTe,rightand  wrong,  the  grouud 
Of  obligation,  what  the  mle  uid  whcni-o 
Tha  woctiDD  ;  till.  dusAnding  formal  proof. 
And  seeling  it  in  every  thing.  I  liat 
Allfecliu;;of 


Pains-tikini*  Ibongbts,  and  truth,  their  d< 

But  turned  to  abetmct  aeience.  and  then 
Work  for  tho  reasoning  fMolty  imtliraaai 
Where  tbe  disturbances  of  apace  and  tiiH 
Whether  in  matters  nrioui,  prc^Krtia 
Inherent,  or  from  human  will  and  pmr 
Derivod— jind  no  adroiision.    Thtn  it  m 
Thnnka  to  tho  bounteous  Oivorof  all  good 
Tbflt  the  bclOTod  Sister  in  whi»«  d^t 
Those  days  were  paraod,  now  spewing  in  I 
Of  sudden  admonition — like  a  bpook 
That  did  but  crma  a  lonely  roaJ,  and  ti9v 
Is  seen,  heard,  felt,  and  caught  at  ers^  in 
r  lost  through  moiiT  i  ]» 


Sich. 1 


iricd  01 


with  c< 


Yielded  up  moral  questioi 


Tbia 


a  the 


oCtUtstroi 


j     This  the  soul's  lost  and  lowest  obb ;  I  drooi>cd, 
Deeming  our  blossid  reason  of  least  use 
Where  wanted  most:  "The  lordly  attributen 
!     or  will  nnii  choiao,"  I  bitterly  aiclaimed, 
I    "  What  are  they  but  a  motkcry  ofa  Being 
I     Wlio  bath  in  no  coneoms  of  his  n  test 
'     Uf  good  and  evil ;  knowa  not  what  to  fLnr 
I    Or  liopo  for,  what  to  covet  or  to  shun  ; 
I     And  who,  if  those  could  be  discerned,  would  yu 
I    Be  little  prolited,  would  aee.  and  a^k 
Where  is  tho  obligation  to  enf»rce  I 
Ant!,  to  aclinowledgcd  law  i-ebelliimE(,  biili. 
As  aeliiah  poKiion  urged,  would  act  amis9 : 
Tlie  dupe  of  foUy,  or  the  alavo  of  crime." 

Depressed,  bawilderod  thua,  I  did  not  wnlk 
With  scolTera,  Boating  light  and  gny  rcveiige 
Prom  indiscriminate  laughter,  nor  B.ito  dunu 

nfintellpot;  such  aloth  I  could  not  hro'ik. 
t'l'uo  well  I  loved,  iu  Uiot  my  sprius  of  lifi-, 


Iilaii 


dfon 


With  Diy  true  self;  for,  though  bedimiai 

changed 
Much,  na  it  acemed,  I  m*  no  further  claii 
Than  ns  a  clouded  and  a  waning  moon ; 
She  whispered  still  that  brightum  maid  i 
She,  in  the  midst  of  all,  prtsserrsd  cudiU 
A  Poet,  made  mo  seek  benoath  thai  iw^ 
And  that  alone,  my  office  upon  earth; 
And,  lutly,  aa  befaafter  will  b«  ihatB, 
If  willhig  audience  M\  not,  NotBrA^ 
By  all  varieties  of  human  lore 
Assisted,  led  mo  bock  through  opoiqih: 
To  tli.is-!  6ivcei  ctiiinsi-ls  bftivwa  Le*1  m! 
\VTicuco  grow  that  genuine  tnoKltdflf,  '■ 

with  peace, 
\Vbidi,  through  the  later  sinhine"  of  Ihn' 
'  Huth  aliU  uphold  me,  and  upholds  an  i»^ 
I  In  tho  catastrophe  (for  ao  they  dmaa, 
And  nothing  less),  wbeti,  finally  to  ctiw 
And  soul  upall  the  gnins  of  Pninn,iP'?' 
I  U  .■nimuioned  in,  to  crown  on  F^aperM- 
'  TliU  last  opprobrium,  when  we  see  a  fmfi 
I  That  once  looked  up  in  faith,  aj  if  to  H'*'^ 
'  m,inna.  take  a  lesson  from  the  ilog 
.lulling  to  hia  Toniit;  when  the  lua 
It  rose  in  splendour,  was  olive,  uiAu<" 
piultalion  nith  a  living  pomp 
Of  clouda — hit  glory's  natural  retinue— 
I Uth  dropped  all  functions  by  the  pidit* 
And,  turnnl  into  a  gewgaw,  a  machim, 
like  ao  Opera  phantom. 

Thai.OF:i 
Dii;jh  times  of  bononr  and  tiiron^  ' 

shame 
:o^iIlng,  have  I  fuithfully  retraced 
The  pertarbatlons  ofa  youthful  mind 
Under  a  long-lived  storm  of  grcftt  enreti 
etory  destined  for  thy  ear,  who  uaw, 
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be  fallen  of  nations,  dost  abide 

toa,  over  hill  and  valley,  casts 

o\v  stretobing  towards  Syracuse, 

of  Timoleon  !    Rigbteous  Heaven  ! 

tbe  migbty  prostrated  I    Tbey  first, 

t  of  all  that  breathe  should  have  awaked 

3  great  voice  wsB  heard  from  out  the  tombs 

it  heroes.    If  I  suffered  grief 

iquited  France,  by  many  deemed 

only  in  her  proudest  day ; 

m  distressed  to  think  of  what  she  once 

1,  now  is ;  a  far  more  sober  cause 

es  must  see  of  sorrow  in  a  land, 

eanimating  influence  lost 

>ry,  to  virtue  lost  and  hope, 

witb  the  wreck  of  loftier  years  bestrewn. 

dignation  works  where  hope  is  not, 

a,  0  Friend  !  wilt  be  refreshed.  There  vs 

.t  society  alone  on  earth  : 

le  Living  and  the  noble  Dead. 

be  sucb  converse  strong  and  sanative, 
'  for  thy  spirit  to  reascend 
h  and  joy  and  pure  contentodness ; 
be  grief  confined,  that  thou  art  gone 
is  last  spot  of  earth,  wbere  Freedom  now 
ingle  in  her  only  sanctuary ; 
wanderer  art  gone,  by  pain 
3d  and  sickness,  at  this  latter  day, 
'owful  reverse  for  all  mankind. 
*  thee,  must  utter  what  I  feel : 
pathies  erewhile  in  part  discharged, 
fresh,  and  will  have  vent  again : 
delights  do  scarcely  seem  to  me 
delights ;  the  lordly  Alps  themselves, 
sy  peaks,  from  which  the  Morning  looks 
>n  many  nations,  are  no  more 
;bat  image  of  pure  gladsomoness 
ley  were  wont  to  be.    Through  kindred 

>ose,  at  a  time,  how  different ! 

w'st  thy  way,  carrying  the  heart  and  soul 

bure  gives  to  Poets,  now  by  thought 

,  and  in  the  summer  of  their  strength. 

ip  him  in  your  shades,  ye  giant  woods, 

s  side ;  and  thou,  0  flowery  field 

!  is  there  not  some  nook  of  thine, 

e  first  play-time  of  the  infant  world 

red  to  restorative  delight, 

om  afar  invoked  by  anxious  love  ? 


Child  of  the   mountains,  among   shepherda 
reared. 
Ere  yet  familiar  with  the  classic  page, 
I  learnt  to  dream  of  Sicily ;  and  lo, 
The  gloom,  that,  but  a  moment  past,  was  deepened 
At  thy  command,  at  her  command  gives  way ; 
A  pleasant  promise,  wafted  from  her  shores^ 
Comes  o*er  my  heart :  in  fancy  I  behold 
Her  seas  yet  smiling,  her  once  happy  vales ; 
Nor  can  my  tongue  give  utterance  to  a  name 
Of  note  belonging  to  that  honoured  isle^ 
Philosopher  or  Bard,  Empedocles, 
Or  Archimedes,  pure  abstracted  soul ! 
That  doth  not  yield  a  solace  to  my  grief: 
And,  O  Theocritus/  bo  far  have  some 
Prevailed  among  the  powers  of  heaven  and  earth, 
By  their  endowments,  good  or  great,  that  they 
Have  had,  as  thou  reportest,  miracles 
Wrought  for  them  in  old  time :  yea,  not  immoved. 
When  thinking  on  my  own  beloved  friend, 
I  hear  thee  tell  how  bees  with  honey  fed 
Divine  Comates,  by  his  impious  lord 
Within  a  chest  imprisoned ;  how  they  came 
Laden  from  blooming  grove  or  flowery  field. 
And  fed  him  there,  alive,  month  after  month, 
Because  the  goatherd,  blessed  man  !  had  lips 
Wet  with  the  Muses*  nectar. 

Thus  I  soothe 
The  pensive  moments  by  this  calm  fire-side. 
And  find  a  thousand  boimteous  images 
To  cheer  the  thoughts  of  those  I  love,  and  mine. 
Our  prayers  have  been  accepted ;  thou  wilt  stand 
On  Etna's  summit,  above  earth  and  sea, 
Triumphant,  winning  from  the  invaded  heavens 
Thoughts  without  bound,  magnificent  designs, 
Worthy  of  poets  who  attuned  their  harps 
Li  wood  or  echoing  cave,  for  discipline 
Of  heroes ;  or,  in  reverence  to  the  gods, 
'Kid  temples,  served  by  sapient  priests,  and  choirs 
Of  virgins  crowned  with  roses.    Not  in  vain 
Those  temples,  where  they  in  their  ruins  yet 
Survive  for  inspiration,  shall  attract 
Thy  solitary  steps :  and  on  the  brink 
Thou  vdlt  recline  of  pastoral  Arethuse ; 
Or,  if  that  fountain  be  in  truth  no  more. 
Then,  near  some  other  spring — which,  by  the  nazne 
Thou  gratulatest,  willingly  deceived — 
I  see  thee  linger  a  glad  votary. 
And  not  a  captive  pining  for  his  home. 


•  Theocrit  IdylL  vU.  78.— ««. 
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BOOK  TWELFTH. 


Thi.nat 
Of  inteUoc 


ve,  my  Friend  1  hath  chii 
r,  fostering  love 


1 


Lone  tima  have  liaman  ignonmce  and  guilt 
DeUiodd  us.  oa  what  Bpectarlei  of  woo 
Compelied  to  took,  sad  inwardly  oppnwad 
WitU  aorrow,  diuppointmeiit,  veiiug  tbonshtB, 
Confusion  of  the  judgmoat,  zol  dacaysd. 
And,  Iwtly.  utter  lo«  of  hope  itself 
And  things  to  hope  for  I    Not  vitli  these  begnn 
Our  song,  and  not  nith  tbose  our  aong  must  en  J,~ 
Te  motions  of  delight,  that  haunt  the  sides 
Of  the  green  hilts ;  ya  breeies  nnd  soft  airs, 
WIioso  subtle  inlBrcOurae  with  brothiog  flowpra, 
Feelingly  mtched,  might  tOMh  Mtm's  buughty 

How  witUaut  injury  to  take,  tD  give 
Without  olTfuca ;  ye  who,  u  if  to  show 
The  wondrous  iuBuence  of  poimr  gantly  neeil, 
Bend  the  oomplyiug  hcada  of  lordly  pinaii 
And,  with  ■  touch,  shift  th?  atupaDdoaa  clo'i'la 
Through  the  whole  compaEa  of  the  aky ;  ya  brooks, 
Mattering  along  the  slooea,  h  busy  noise 
By  day,  a  quiet  sound  in  ailent  night ; 
Te  WRveB,  that  out  of  the  great  deep  steal  forth 
In  n  cnlni  hour  to  kips  the  pebbly  shore, 
Not  mute,  and  then  retire,  fearing  no  storm  ; 
And  you.  ye  grove?,  whose  uiiniatry  it  is 
To  intarpoae  the  covert  of  your  shades, 
Etod  dh  a  Bleep,  between  the  hcort  of  man 
And  outward  troohlos,  botweon  man  himself. 
Not  Bcldom,  rmd  his  own  uneasy  heart  ^ 
Oh  I  Uiat  I  bad  a  musie  and  a  voice 
HrumoniouB  n»  your  owu.  that  I  might  Icll 
■^Yhot  JO  have  done  for  me.     Tlie  mDraing  ahinaa, 
rheodoth  Man's porToreOQOEB;  Springretums, — 
ra  tlio  Spring  return,  and  couH  rejoice, 
common  with  the  diildren  of  her  love, 
Fipiug  on  bouglis,  or  sporting  on  fresh  fields, 
Or  boldly  seeking  pleasure  nearer  henvea 
On  wings  that  navigate  cerulean  ekiea. 
So  neither  wore  complacency,  nor  peace. 
Nor  tender  yeamiBga,  wanting  for  mj  guofl 
Through  these  dhttraoted  times;  in  Nature  still 
Qloryiag,  I  found  a  coontorpoise  La  her, 
Whii:h.  whoa  the  spirit  of  evil  ruached  its  height 
JUainljuned  for  me  a  secret  happioess. 


Dispensing  truth,  and.  over  men  and  Ihiagi 
Where  reason  yet  might  hesitate.  diSuaing 
Propbstia  aympitliies  of  geuial  faith  ; 

,  I  favoured — such  my  happy  lot — 
Until  that  natural  gradoiuaess  of  mind 
Oare  way  to  overpreaiurs  from  the  &nua 
And  their  diaastrouE  iisuei.    What  availed 
When  spells  forhada  the  voyager  to  lan^ 
That  fragrant  notice  of  a  pleaeant  shore 
Wafted,  at  iotervala,  from  loany  a  bower 
Of  blissful  gratitude  and  faarle»8  love  ! 
Dare  I  avow  that  wish  was  mine  (o  sec^ 
Aod  hope  that  future  timea  wmld  auielj  i 

I  Dome,  parted,  as  by  a  gnlph. 
From  him  who  bail  been  ;  tliat  1  could  no 
Truat  the  elevation  which  had  made  me  v 
With  the  er««t  fimiily  that  (till  eurrivea 
To  illuminate  the  abyu  of  ages  pa>t, 

rior,  patriot,  hero ;  for  it  acomtd 
That  their  beet  virtues  were  not  free  frotD 
etlUagfiilra  and  weak,  that  oould  IK 
>cn  eye  of  RenaoD.    Then  I  lai^   , 
>  the  Poets,  they  will  apeak  to  llM 
More  perfectly  of  purer  creatures  ; — jot" 
rooaon  bo  nobility  in  man, 
□  aught  be  more  ignoble  than  the  man 
hom  they  delight  in,  blinded  aa  he  is 
■  prejudice,  the  miserable  slave 
Of  low  ambition  or  distempered  love  f 

In  such  struige  pasaion,  if  I  may  once 
the  pa^t,  1  warred  against  mysell 
idolatry— 
,  cottkd  monkwhohathforswomtl 
liously  laboured  to  cut  off  my  heart 
From  all  the  sources  of  her  former  strer 
And  as,  by  simple  waving  of  a  wand. 
The  wizard  inatantaneonaly  diasolvea 
Palace  or  grove,  even  so  could  I  nnsoof 
Aa  readily  by  syllogisUc  words 
ThOBO  mysteries  of  being  which  have  14 
Aud  ehall  continue  evermore  to  mak^ 
Of  the  whole  human  race  one  brotherfit 

What  wonder,  then,  if,  to  a  mind  ao  I 
Perverted,  even  the  visible  Universe    ' 


J  Review  the  1 
A  bigot  to  n 
Like  a  cowl" 


DfAGiyATION  AND  TASTE,  HOW  DCPAIRED  AND  RESTOREIX 


ier  ibe  dominion  of  a  taste 

ritual,  with  microscopic  view 

nned,  as  I  had  tcanned  the  moral  world  1 

d  of  Nature !  excellent  and  fair ! 
Ist  rejoice  with  me,  with  whom  I,  too^ 
I  through  early  youth,  before  the  winds 
iring  waters,  and  in  lights  and  shades 
irched  and  countermarched  about  the  hiUs 
:>us  apparition.  Powers  on  whom 
Kraited,  now  all  eye  and  now 

but  never  long  without  the  heart 
ed,  and  man's  unfolding  intellect : 
>f  Nature  !  that,  by  lafrs  divine 
k1  and  governed,  still  dost  overflow 
.  impassioned  life,  what  feeble  ones 
1  this  earth!  how  feeble  have  I  been 
.hou  wert   in  thy   strength!     Nor    this 
brough  stroke 

m  suffering,  such  as  jostifiee 
less  and  inaptitude  of  mind, 
•ugh  presumption ;  even  in  pleasure  pleased 
bily,  disliking  here,  and  there 

by  rules  of  mimic  art  transferred 
gs  above  all  art ;  but  more, — for  this, 
;b  a  strong  infection  of  the  age, 
fCT  much  my  habit— giving  way 
nparison  of  scene  with  scene, 
ermuch  on  superficial  things, 
ing  myself  with  meagre  novelties 
ir  and  proportion ;  to  the  moods 
and  season,  to  the  moral  power, 
ctions  and  the  spirit  of  the  place, 
>le.     Nor  only  did  the  love 
tg  thus  in  judgment  interrupt 
)er  feelings,  but  another  cause, 
btle  and  less  easily  explained, 
nost  seems  inherent  in  the  creature, 
Id  frame  of  body  and  of  mind, 
in  recollection  of  a  time 
be  bodily  eye,  in  every  stage  of  life 
st  despotic  of  our  senses,  gained 
-ength  in  fR«  as  often  held  my  mind 
ute  dominion.    Gladly  here, 
g  upon  abstnucr  argument, 
endeavour  to  imfold  the  means 
S^aturo  studiously  employs  to  thwart 
"anny,  summons  all  the  senses  each 
iteract  the  other,  and  themselves, 
^cs  them  all,  and  the  objects  with  which  all 
versant,  subservient  in  their  turn 
;reat  ends  of  Liberty  and  Power. 
re  we  this    enough  that  my  delights 
}  they  were)  were  sought  insatiably. 


Vivid  the  tn&q>ort,  vivid  though  noi 

I  roamed  from  hill  to  hill,  from  rodt  to  rock^ 

Still  craving  combinations  of  new  forwB, 

New  pleasure,  wider  empire  for  the  aighi^ 

Proud  of  her  own  endowments,  and  rQoaeed 

To  lay  the  inner  £Mnilties  asleep. 

Amid  the  turns  and  ooontertams,  the  atrilb 

And  Tarious  trials  of  our  complex  bein^ 

As  we  grow  up,  such  thraldom  of  that 

Seems  hard  to  shun.    And  jet  I  knew  a 

A  young  enthusiast,  who  escaped  these  bonds; 

Her  eye  was  not  the  mistress  of  her  heart ; 

For  less  did  rules  prescribed  by  paam  tMt^ 

Or  barren  intermeddling  subtletiee. 

Perplex  her  mind ;  but,  wLm  as  women  are 

When  genial  circumstance  hath  finvoored  theniy 

She  welcomed  what  was  given,  and  craved  nomore; 

Whatever  the  scene  presented  to  her  view 

That  was  the  best^  to  that  she  was  attonod 

By  her  benign  simplicity  of  lifo^ 

And  through  a  perfect  happiness  of  soul. 

Whose  variegated  feelings  were  in  this 

Sisters,  that  they  were  each  some  new  deligliL 

Birds  in  the  bower,  and  lambs  in  the  green  fieKl, 

Could  they  have  known  her,  would  have  loved  ; 

methought 
Her  very  presence  such  a  sweetness  breathed. 
That  flowers,  and  trees,  and  even  the  silent  hills. 
And  every  thing  she  looked  on,  should  have  had 
An  intimation  how  she  bore  herself 
Towards  them  and  to  all  creatures.  Qod  dolighta 
In  such  a  being ;  for,  her  common  thoughts 
Are  piety,  her  life  is  gratitude. 

Even  like  this  maid,  before  I  was  called  forth 
From  the  retirement  of  my  native  hills, 
I  loved  whate*er  I  saw :  nor  lightly  loved* 
But  most  intensely ;  never  dreamt  of  aught 
More  grand,  more  fair,  more  exquisitely  frauioil 
Than  those  few  nooks  to  which  my  happy  feet 
Were  limited.    I  had  not  at  that  time 
Lived  long  enough,  nor  in  the  least  survived 
The  first  diviner  influence  of  this  world. 
As  it  appears  to  unaccustomed  eyes. 
Worshipping  them  among  the  depth  of  things^ 
As  piety  ordained ;  could  I  submit 
To  measured  admiration,  or  to  aught 
That  should  preclude  humility  and  lovet 
I  felt,  observed,  and  pondered ;  did  not  jndge^ 
Tea,  never  thought  of  judging ;  with  the  gift 
Of  all  this  glory  fiUqpl  and  satisfied. 
And  afterwards,  when  through  the  gorgeous  Alps 
Roaming,  I  carried  with  me  the  same  heart : 
In  truth,  the  degradation — ^howsoo'cr 
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tadaoei,  effect,  ia  whatsoe'er  degree, 

Of  cuntom  thit  prepiirca  a  partial  scale 

lo  wbicli  the  little  uft  oiilwoighB  tte  great ; 

Or  any  other  cnuae  thnt  hath  been  named; 

Or  lastly,  asfmvatad  bj  tho  timcB 

And  their  iiu]iauieaed  BOiuid^,  which  veil  tnij^ht 

The  milder  miiiEtrelsiee  of  rural  acenes 
Initudiblo — was  tnuMtcnt ;  I  had  kuoim 
Too  forciblj-,  too  early  in  ray  life, 
TiaitingB  of  imaginatiTo  power 
For  tliU  to  Inst :  I  sbonk  the  habit  off 
Entirely  tmd  for  eier,  and  again 
'  In  Nature's  prffieuee  etood.  oa  now  I  Btaild, 
A  aeuaitive  being,  a  cnatice  soul. 

There  are  in  our  otditence  spoti  of  time. 
That  with  distinct  preeminence  retain 
A  ronovatiug  virtue,  whence,  dopreaaed 
By  falsa  opinioa  and  contentious  thought, 
Or  aught  of  hoaviar  or  mora  deadly  weight. 
In  trivial  oocupations,  and  the  round 
Of  ordinary  intarooorae,  our  minds 
Are  Donriahcd  and  innBiblj  repaired; 
A  virtue,  by  which  pleasure  is  enhanced, 
Thit  penetrates,  enables  an  to  mount. 
When  high,  more  high,  and  lifts  ui  up  when  fallen. 
Thin  effiesoious  spirit  chiefly  lurks 
Amona;  those  piiasnjreH  of  life  that  give 
I'rt^founiie^t  knoiv]edc;o  to  what  point,  and  how. 
The  mind  in  lord  and  master — outward  sonae 
Tlie  obedient  aervant  of  her  will.   Such  mornenta 
Are  scattered  eTerywbero,  taking  tlieir  data 
Prom  our  fir^t  cUildliood.    I  remember  well, 
Tlint  once,  while  yet  my  inexperienced  hood 
Could  scarcely  bold  a  bridle,  with  proud  hopes 
I  mounted,  and  vra  journeyed  towards  the  billa  : 

Was  witii  mo.  my  oncouragcr  and  guide  : 
Wo  had  not  travelled  long,  ere  some  miBChanco 
Difjoinod  rae  from  mycommdc;  and,  through  fear 
DiBmounting,  down  the  rough  and  atony  moor 
I  led  my  horae.  and,  ntumbling  on,  at  leugth 
Came  to  a  bottom,  where  in  former  times 
A  murderer  Iind  been  hung  in  iron  chniua. 
The  gibbct-mofit  had  mouldered  doivn,  tho  bonea 
And  iron  case  wore  gone  ;  but  on  tho  tiiif, 
Hani  by.  Boon  after  tliat  fell  deed  was  wroucLt, 
imknown  hand  had  carved  the  murderer's 


iSuii 

Tho  moujmeutTl  latlera  were  inscribed 
In  limea  long  pant ;  but  still,  from  year  to  yea 
By  supoRitition  of  llio  ncielibourhoo.), 
Tho  grass  ia  cleoroU  away,  and  to  this  hour 


The  cbuartora  are  ^eall  and  viable: 
A  casual  glance  bad  shown  them,  snd  I  fltd. 
Faltering  and  faint,  and  ignorant  of  the  nad: 
Then,  reasccuding  tho  bare  common,  saw 
A  naked  pool  that  lay  beneath  the  hills. 
The  beacon  on  the  summit,  and,  more  nai^ 
A  girl,  who  bore  B  pitcher  on  h«r  head. 
And  seomed  with  difficult  atefK  to  force  Is  «^ 
Against  the  blowjng  wind.     It  was,  ia  trutli, 
An  ordinary  aigbt;  but  I  shouH  need 
ColoiLra  and  words  that  are  unknown  to  am, 
To  paint  the  riaionary  dreuinsM 
Which,  while  I  lookedall  round  for  my  ]ast|«ii 
llnTested  moorland  waste,  and  naked  poet 
iThe  beacon  crowning  the  tone  emisenee, 
TTho  female  and  her  gnrmenta  vexed  and  toarf 
(By  the  strong  wind.    When,  b  tbe  hlaarf  kM 
Of  early  love,  the  loved  one  at  my  wde, 
I  roamed,  in  daily  pre«eni»  of  this  aoaoa, 
Upon  the  naked  pool  and  dreary  crvgi, 
And  on  tho  melancholy  beacon,  fell 
A  spirit  of  pleasure  and  youth'a  golden  glisat 
And  think  ye  not  with  radiance  more  Fohliias 
For  theae  remembrances,  oud  for  the  power 
They  had  lefl  behind  1     So  feeling  comu  ia  ul 
Of  feeling,  and  diversity  of  strength 
Attends  ui,  if  but  onca  we  hata  been  dnKf. 
Oh  1  mystsr7  of  man,  fran  what  a  dqtb 
Proceed  thy  honours.     1  am  loit,  but  «e 
111  iiimfilo  childhood  sometuins  of  tiic  iasf 
On  which  thy  greatness  stands ;  but  tliia  I  («( 
That  from  thyself  it  comes,  tbat  thou  moil  ?<* 
Else  never  canst  receive.    The  dap  g^na  Ij 
lictum  upon  me  almost  from  the  dAwn 
Oftife:  the  hiding-phicoa  of  man's  puirer 
Open;  I  would  approach  tliem,  bnt  liwjd* 
i  see  by  glimpses  now  ;  when  ags  coma  a. 
May  scarcely  aco  at  all ;  and  I  would  gitt, 
While  yot  iro  may,  n«  far  aa  words  can  gin 
Substance  and  life  to  what  I  feel,  esshciaii* 
-SuLh  ia  my  hope,  the  spirit  of  the  1^ 
For  future  restoration. — Vet  another 
Of  these  raeinoriiils:— 

0ns  Chiiatms»tiM 
On  the  glad  eve  of  ita  deivr  hoLdsya, 
I'everisU,  and  tii-ed,  and  i'est!e«a,  I  went  foftl 
Into  tho  fiolda,  impatient  for  tho  sight 
Of  those  led  palfreys  that  should  bear  a  ^'■'t 
My  brothers  and  myself     There  roM  a  (nfi 
That,  from  the  meetijig-point  of  two  lilgl>'!'_ 
Ascending,  overlooked  them  both,  &riti 
Thither,  uncertain  on  which  road  to  fix 
My  eipectation,  tliithor  1  repaired. 
Scout-like,  and  gained  Iho  Euaunii ;  'ln«iW 
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Sir 


tuous,  dork|  and  wil<if  an^ 

ilf-sheltereiLhy  a/fialcf 

J  ng^t_hwadcoucbedaL«ngle aiheep, 

osc  companioDB  at  my  side,  I  watched, 

g  my  eyes  intensely,  as  the  mist 

bermitting  prospect  of  the  copse 

m  beneath.  Ere  we  to  school  returned, — 

eary  time, — ere  we  had  been  ten  days 

ers  in  my  fiather^s  house,  he  died, 

nd  my  three  brothers,  orphans  then, 

d  his  body  to  the  grave.    The  event, 

I  the  sorrow  that  it  brought,  appeared 

Isement;  and  when  I  called  to  mind 

y  BO  lately  past,  when  from  the  crag 

I  in  such  anxiety  of  hope ; 

ite  reflecUona  of  morality, 

he  deepest  passion,  I  bowed  low 

,  Who  thus  corrected  my  desires ; 


And,  afterwards,  the  wind  and  sleety  rain. 
And  all  the  business  of  the  elements. 

And  the  blftsk  mnmr.  from  that  n}t\  Hf.nnn  irall. 
The  noise  of  wood  and  water,  and  the  mist 
That  on  the  line  of  each  of  those  two  roads 
Advanced  in  such  indisputable  shapes ; 
All  these  were  kindred  spectacles  and  soonds 
To  which  I  oft  repaired,  and  thence  would  drink. 
As  at  a  fountain ;  and  on  winter  nights, 
Down  to  this  very  time,  when  storm  and  rain 
Beat  on  my  roof,  or,  haply,  at  noon-day. 
While  in  a  grove  I  walk,  whose  lofty  trees^ 
Laden  with  summer's  thickest  foliage,  rock 
In  a  strong  wind,  some  working  of  the  spirit^ 
Some  inward  agitations  thence  are  brou^t^ 
Whatever  their  ofiSce,  whether  to  beguile 
Thoughts  over  busy  in  the  course  they  took. 
Or  animate  an  hour  of  vacant  ease. 
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AGINATION  AND  TASTE,  HOW 
IMPAIRED  AND  RESTORED. 

OOMCLUDED. 

Tature  doth  emotion  come,  and  moods 
ness  equally  are  Nature's  gift  : 
tier  glory ;  these  two  attributes 
er  horns  that  constitute  her  strength. 
}emu8,  bom  to  thrive  by  interchange 
i  and  excitation,  finds  in  her 
;  and  purest  friend ;  from  her  receives 
ergy  by  which  he  seeks  the  truth, 
3r  that  happy  stillness  of  the  mind 
its  him  to  receive  it  when  unsought. 

benefit  the  humblest  intellects 
of,  each  in  their  degree ;  'tis  mine 
k,  what  I  myself  have  known  and  felt ; 
task  !  for  words  find  easy  way,  inspired 
itude,  and  confidence  in  truth, 
me  in  search  of  knowledge  did  I  range 
d  of  human  life,  in  heart  and  mind 
•cd ;  but,  the  dawn  beginning  now 
ppear,  'twas  proved  that  not  in  vain 
een  taught  to  reverence  a  Power 
the  visible  quality  and  shape 
age  of  right  reason ;  that  matures 


Her  processes  by  steadfast  laws ;  gives  birth 

To  no  impatient  or  fallacious  hopes, 

No  heat  of  passion  or  excessive  zeal. 

No  vain  conceits ;  provokes  to  no  quick  turns 

Of  self-applauding  intellect ;  but  trains 

To  meekness,  and  exalts  by  humble  faith; 

Holds  up  before  the  mind  intoxicate 

With  present  objects,  and  the  busy  dance 

Of  things  that  pass  away,  a  temperate  show 

Of  objects  that  endure ;  and  by  this  course 

Disposes  her,  when  over-fondly  set 

On  throwing  ofif  incumbrances,  to  seek 

In  man,  and  in  the  frame  of  social  life, 

Whate'er  there  is  desirable  and  good 

Of  kindred  permanence,  unchanged  in  form 

And  function,  or,  through  strict  vidssitudo 

Of  life  and  death,  revolving.    Above  all 

Were  re-established  now  those  watchful  thoughta 

Which,  seeing  little  worthy  or  sublime 

In  what  the  Historian's  pen  so  much  delights 

To  blazon — power  and  energy  detached 

From  moral  purpose — early  tutored  me 

To  look  with  feelings  of  fraternal  love 

Upon  the  unassuming  things  that  hold 

A  silent  station  in  this  beauteous  world. 

Thus  moderated,  thus  oomposed,  I  found 
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I  Onco  toore  in  Maa  ui  object  of  dsligbt, 

'  Of  |)im!  imagiiutioii,  and  of  lore; 
And,  u  tha  horizoa  of  my  uuid  cuUrged, 
A^un  I  took  the  intallmtiiBl  eye 
For  m;  inBtructor,  Htudioiu  mora  to  see 
Oreat  truthi,  than  touch  imd  handle  litUe  one*. 
Kdow ledge  vte  given  aocorditigly ;  luy  trust 
B  Cnn  in  feeliaga  that  bad  stood 
The  teat  of  such  n  trial ;  clearer  far 
itj  team  of  eicollaDoe — uf  right  and  wrong  : 
The  promise  of  the  preeent  time  retired 

}  its  true  proportion  ;  sanguine  schemes, 
Ambitious  pivjecta,  pleased  me  less;  1  sougtit 

ir  present  good  in  life's  fiimiliar  bee, 
And  built  thereon  mj  bupes  of  good  to  ccme. 

WilhaettUugjudgmoala  now  of  what  would  Imt 
And  what  would  dlwppear;  prepared  to  find 
PrmuiDptioii,  full;,  madness,  in  (L«  men 
\Vho  thrust  themsolvea  upon  the  pasaive  world 
As  Rulera  of  tbo  world ;  to  eee  in  these, 
Even  when  the  public  weliiu-e  is  their  aim, 
Plana  without  tlioui^lit,  ur  built  on  tliooriea 
TogueuidunBoiinil;  and  haling  brought  thebooks 
Of  modem  atatiata  to  their  proper  test, 
IMe,  huDuui  life,  with  all  its  aacred  olaima 
Of  Hex  aud  age,  and  heaven-descended  rights, 
Moi-lal,  or  those  b.^yond  the  reach  of  dvatb  ; 
Auil  huviiig  tliiis  diflueruL'd  lioiv  tlire  a  tLiu^ 
Ifl  worshipped  in  that  idol  proudly  named 
'•  Tbo  Wealth  of  NaUons,' '  a/.a-c  alone  tliat  wealth 
la  lodged,  and  how  increased  ;  aud  having  guioEd 


.  of  Ihe  worth 


And  digoitf  of  individual  iubd. 
No  compoaition  of  the  brain,  but  mno 
Of  whom  mo  read,  the  mau  whom  we  behold 
With  our  own  eyes — I  could  not  but  inquire — 
Hot  with  lees  interest  tbau  heretofore, 
But  greater,  though  in  spirit  more  subdued — 
Why  is  this  glorioua  creature  to  bo  found 
One  only  in  ten  thousand  ?     What  ous  is, 
Why  may  oot  millJODs  ba  I  What  bars  uj-e  throni] 
By  Natura  in  tbe  way  of  such  a.  hope  ? 
auimal  appetites  and  doily  nonUi, 
Are  these  obstructions  in surmoua table  1 
If  not,  then  others  Tanlsh  into  air. 
"Inspect  the  basis  of  the  aocial  pile: 
Inquire,"  said  I,  "  bow  much  of  mental  power 

I  genuine  Tirtuo  they  possess  who  live 
By  bodily  toil,  labour  eieeediog  far 

ir  due  proportion,  under  all  the  weight 
Of  that  iojustice  which  upon  ourselves 
Ourselvea  entail,"    Such  cHtimate  to  frame 
I  cbieSy  looked  (what  need  to  look  beyonu  U 


Among  the  natural  abodes  of  men. 
Fields  with  their  rural  woriia  ;  recalled  lo  aiii 
My  Gartieit  notices ;  with  these  cuuiBicd 
The  observations  mode  in  later  youtb. 
And  to  that  day  oontinued. — For,  tlie  tims 
Had  never  been  when  thivea  of  nnglily  Kitiaia 
And  the  world's  tumult  unto  me  could  jitU, 
How  far  soe'er  trsnapart«d  and  posaeMsd, 
Full  msosuro  of  content ;  but  still  I  cmal 
An  intermingliug  of  diatinct  r^ordi 
And  truths  of  individual  empathy 
Nearer  ourselves.    Such  often  might  be  ffati 
From  the  great  City,  else  it  must  tare  pifd 
To  me  a  beart-uepreesing  » ildeitic« ; 
But  much  ma  nantiog :  therofote  did  I  Im 
To  you,  ye  pathwaya.  and  ye  lonely  levU; 
Sought  you  emiched  with  everylhiBg  I  fiad. 
With  human  kindneese^  and  simple  joyt. 

Oh  I  next  to  one  dear  Etatcof  b1iii.T(ni^*il 
Alaa  !  to  fen  in  this  untoward  world, 
The  blisa  of  walkiug  daily  in  Ufn's  pnat 
Through  Geld  or  forest  with  the  maid  ■>  hm 
While  yet  our  hearts  ore  young,  vluli  ]A  < 

Nothing  l>ut  happineu,  in  lom*  IommA 
Deep  vale,  or  any  where,  the  hotn*  o(b«lh 
From  which  it  Would  bo  miaerj  tn  ilii : 


Uh!  . 


it  of  -I, 


-"  enjt^^'ym 
In  my  esteem,  next  to  such  dear  deliglili 
Was  that  of  wandering  on  from  d«ylod«7 
Where  I  could  meditate  in  peace,  and  t^ 
Knowledge  that  step  by  step  might  Ifiil  iiM  M 
To  wisdom  ;  or,  as  ligbt»:^me  u  a  I'ai 
Wafted  upon  tbe  wind  from  dutonl  Imi, 
Sing  notes  of  greeting  to  itnmge  wlJs  w  P" 
Which  locked  not  voice  to  welcome  n«  ia  W 
Ami,  when  that  pleasaottoil  had  i»is«il  tuple 
Couverae  with  men,  where  if  we  meet  a  f^i 
Wo  almost  meot  a  friend,  on  naked  iratia 
With  long  long  waya  before,  by  eottig"  b«*t 
Or  well-spring  where  the  weatj  traTeliwx* 

Who  doth  not  love  to  follow  with  hii  ly* 
The  windings  of  a  public  way  i  the  iigbt, 
familiar  object  as  it  is,  Imth  vmogLt 
On  my  iuingination  dnce  tbe  mom 
Of  childhood,  when  a  ditappoaring  liae. 
One  daily  present  to  my  eyee,  th*t  cross*! 
The  naked  summit  of  a  far  off  hill 
Beyond  tho  limits  that  my  feel  had  trod, 
Was  like  on  invitation  into  space 
Boundlosa,  or  guide  into  eternity. 
Yes,  something  of  the  grandam  ithjeli  inveia 
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M» 


•iner  who  gaila  the  roariog  aea 
I  storm  and  darknege,  early  in  my  mind 
de.1,  too,  the  wandererg  of  the  earth ; 
r  ns  much,  and  loveliness  far  more, 
ive  I  been  by  strolling  Bedlamites ; 
any  other  unoouth  vagrants  (passed 
have  walked  with  quicker  step ;  but  why 
te  of  this  1    When  I  began  to  enquire, 
d  and  question  those  I  met,  and  speak 

reserve  to  them,  the  lonely  roads 
en  schools  in  which  I  daily  read 
>st  delight  the  passions  of  mankind, 
p  by  words,  looks,  sighs,  or  tears,  revealed; 
iw  into  the  depth  of  human  souls, 
at  appear  to  have  no  depth  at  all 
ess  eyes.    And — now  convinced  at  heart 
le  those  formalities,  to  which 
erweening  trust  alone  we  give 
le  of  Education,  have  to  do 
d  feeling  and  ju£t  sense ;  how  vain 
ipondence  with  the  talking  world 
0  the  most;  and  called  to  make  good  search 

estate,  by  doom  of  Nature  yoked 
i,  i>e  therefore  yoked  with  ignorance ; 
)  be  indeed  so  hard  to  rear, 
sllectual  strength  eo  rare  a  boon — 
such  walks  still  more,  for  there  I  found 

my  hope,  and  to  my  pleasure  peace 
uliness,  and  healing  and  repoee 
r  angry  passion.    There  I  heard, 
ouths  of  men  obscure  and  lowly,  truths 
with  honour ;  sounds  in  unison 
'tiest  promises  of  good  and  fair. 

are  who  think  that  strong  afiection,  love 
yj  whatever  name,  is  falsely  deemed 
>  use  a  term  which  they  would  use, 
r  natiure ;  that  its  growth  require! 
ent,  leisure,  language  purified 
lers  studied  and  elaborate ; 
oso  feels  such  passion  in  its  strength 
e  within  the  very  light  and  air 
eous  usages  refined  by  ark 
it,  where  oppression  wone  than  death 
the  being  at  his  birth,  where  grace 
re  hath  been  utterly  unknown, 
'erty  and  labour  in  excesi 
y  to  day  pre^iccupy  the  ground 
Sections,  and  to  Nature's  self 
i  deeper  nature ;  there,  indeed, 
mot  be ;  nor  does  it  thrive  with 
Lhe  ckee  and  overcrowded  haunts 
,  where  the  human  heart  is  sick,  j 

cje  feeds  it  not,  acd  cannot  feed.  1 


— Yes,  in  those  wanderings  deeply  did  I  feel 

How  we  mislead  each  other ;  above  all. 

How  books  mislead  us,  seeking  their  reward 

From  judgments  of  the  wealthy  i^w,  who  te^ 

By  artificial  lights ;  how  they  debase 

The  yiany  for  the  pleasure  of  those  Few ; 

Effeminately  level  down  the  truth 

To  certain  general  notions,  for  the  sake 

Of  being  understood  at  onoe,  or  else 

Through  want  of  bettor  knowledge  in  the  h«e4» 

That  framed  them ;   flattering  solf^couc^il  «iiU 

words. 
That,  while  they  most  ambitiously  set  forth 
Extrinsic  differences,  the  outward  marks 
Whereby  society  has  parted  man 
From  man,  neglect  the  universol  heart 

Here,  calling  up  to  mind  what  thou  I  saw, 
A  youthful  travollor,  and  see  daily  now 
In  the  familiar  circuit  of  my  home, 
Here  might  I  pause,  and  bend  in  revereiioe 
To  Nature,  and  the  power  of  human  miuds. 
To  men  as  they  are  men  within  theiUHttWes. 
How  oft  high  service  is  performed  wlthln« 
When  all  the  external  man  is  rude  iu  show,— 
Not  like  a  temple  rich  with  pomp  and  gold, 
But  a  mere  mountain  chai>el,  that  pruteot* 
Its  simple  worshippers  from  sun  and  sliuwer. 
Of  these,  said  I,  shall  bo  my  song ;  of  tlu^ne, 
If  future  years  mature  me  for  the  task. 
Will  I  record  the  praises,  making  verM 
Deal  boldly  with  Hubstantial  thiugs ;  in  truth 
And  sanctity  of  passion,  speak  of  these, 
That  justice  may  be  done,  obeisance  jjoid 
Where  it  is  due :  thus  haply  shall  I  teach. 
Inspire ;  through  unadulterated  ears 
Pour  r^rture,  tendcme^h  and  hope, — my  theme 
No  other  than  the  very  heart  of  man. 
As  found  among  the  best  of  those  who  live, 
Not  unexalted  by  religious  fkith, 
Kor  uninformed  by  books,  good  books,  though  few. 
In  Nature's  presence :  thence  may  I  select 
Sorrow,  that  is  not  sorrow,  but  delight ; 
And  miserable  love,  that  is  not  pain 
To  hear  ol^  for  the  glory  that  redounds 
Therefrom  to  human  kind,  and  what  we  are. 
Be  mine  to  follow  with  no  timid  step 
Wliere  knowledge  leads  me :  it  shall  be  my  pride 
That  I  have  dared  to  tread  this  holy  ground. 
Speaking  no  dream,  but  thin^i  oracular ; 
Matter  not  li|^y  to  be  heard  by  those 
Who  to  the  letter  of  the  outward  promise 
Do  reed  the  invisible  soul ;  by  men  adroit 
In  speech,  and  lor  communion  with  the  worid 
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Acnompl tilled ;  minde  nlioeeficultiesaTO  Ihen 
Moal  ictiVB  when  lliej  are  most  eloquent. 
And  elevated  moat  wbcu  moat  admirod. 
Men  may  be  found  of  other  mould  than  these, 
Who  are  their  own  uplioldaw,  to  thoniBBliea 
KncounigBment,  und  enerBy,  and  will, 
Eipresaiug  livclioBl  Ibougltta  in  licel;  -nordH 
A»  lULttTO  paa^ion  dictates.     Others,  too, 
There  are  among  the  mlka  of  homely  life 
Bull  higlicr,  mou  for  coatempiation  liamed, 
Shy,  and  unpractised  ia  the  atnfe  of  phrase; 
Ucok  men.  whose  very  bouIs  [lerhapa  wonld  aink 
Bancntb  them,  summoned  to  iuoh  intercourse  : 
Theira  is  Uie  languoge  of  the  hanvena,  the  power, 
Tho  thought,  the  imnge,  and  the  eilent  joy  : 
Worda  are  but  undcr-agenta  ia  their  EonU  ; 
'When  they  are   gnuping   nith    their   greatest 

Htcength, 
They  do  not  breathe  among  them  :  tlik  1  spook 
In  gratitude  to  Ood,  ^Vho  feeds  our  h«art« 
For  Kin  own  aervica ;  knoweth,  loroth  us, 
WJten  wo  are  unregarded  by  the  world. 

Also,  aboat  this  time  did  I  I'eeeivo 
ConviotioDs  still  more  atrong  than  heretofore, 
Not  only  that  the  inner  treiue  is  good. 
And  graciDitBly  composed,  butthkt,  mo  less. 
Nature  for  all  conditions  wants  not  power 

The  outside  of  lipr  eroaturpc,  and  to  breathe 

Grandeur  upon  tho  very  humbkst  face 

Of  human  life.    I  fett  that  the  array 

Of  act  and  drcumatactp,  aud  Tisihle  tono, 

Is  mainly  to  the  jileneui'e  of  the  mind 

What  passion  makes  tUem;  that  moanuLile  tho 

Of  Nature  have  a  passion  in  themsolves. 

That  inteimiuglcH  »ith  those  works  of  man 

To  which  she  summons  him  ;  although  the  worli!! 

Bo  moan,  have  uothiug  lofty  of  their  own ; 

And  that  tlio  Genius  of  tho  Poet  henco 

May  boldly  tals  his  way  among  mankind 

Wherever  Nature  leads  ;  that  he  bath  stood 

By  Nature's  aido  among  llio  men  of  old, 

And  ao  ahall  slanii  for  ever.     Dearest  Friend  I 

If  thou  partake  the  animating  faith 

That  Poets,  oven  as  Prophcta,  each  with  each 

Comieoted  in  a  mighty  scheme  of  truth, 

Have  each  his  own  peculiar  faculty, 

Heavea's  gift,  a  sense  that  fits  him  to  perceive 

Objects  unseen  before,  thou  wilt  not  blame 

The  humblest  of  this  hand  who  dares  to  hope 

That  unto  him  hnth  also  been  vouchsafed 

An  insight  that  in  somo  sort  he  possesses. 


A  privilege  whereby  a  work  othia. 
Proceeding  from  a  source  of  'jutsught  thingi. 
Creative  and  enduring,  may  become 
A  power  like  one  of  Natun's.    To  a  hope 
Not  less  ambitious  ODoe  among  the  wilda 
Of  Sarura'a  Plain,  my  youthful  spirit  w«  rundj 
There,  as  I  ranged  at  will  the  paatonl  dowiia 
Trackless  and  smooth,  or  paced  the  ban  irtiu 

Lengthening  in  soUtude  their  dnary  line, 
[Time  wjtlj  hi'  ^■^*'"""  if  jij^ft  fl^  S*   -  .^  — ji*. 
paekwards,  nor  checked  Lis  flight  until  1  mm 

paw  multitudes  of  men,  and,  here  and  thn^ 
[a  single  Briton  clothed  in  wolf-akiu  Teat, 
IWitL  shield  and  Btono-aie,  stride  across  tlievidd; 
iTbe  voice  of  apeara  waa  hoard,  the  nttling  ^nu 
Shaken  by  arms  of  mighty  bone,  in  atnsgtli. 
Long  mouldered,  of  barbaric  majesty. 
1  called  on  Darkneee — but  before  the  word 
Was  uttered,  midnight  dnrkuess  aeemed  to  tab 
All  objccta  from  my  sight ;  and  lo  t  sgaon 
Tho  Desert  visible  by  dinnal  fismec ; 
It  is  the  sacrifidal  altar,  fed 
With  living  men — how  deep  tfaegrouu!  tluniCB 
Of  thoae  (hat  crowd  the  giant  wicker  tluiUs 
The  monmnenlal  hi]lo<^  and  tho  pou|i  . 

Is  for  both  worlds,  the  living  and  the  dead. 
At  other  moments— iforthrougL  that  wi.ie"im  j 

Was  hgured  o'er  with  tardea,  lines,  or  miuaih 
I  That  yet  survive,  a  work,  as  £ame  divios. 
Shaped  by  the  Druids,  so  to  represent 
Their  knowledge  of  the  hraions,  and  isugt  foli 
The  conatflllations— gently  vni*  I  chsimed 
Into  a  waking  dreoD],  a  reverie 
That,  with  believing  ejea,  where'er  I  Inmed. 
Beheld  long-bearded  toachera,  with  while  n>^ 
Uplifted,  pointing  to  the  starry  sky. 
Alternately,  and  plain  below,  wlule  hrcslli 
Of  muaic  swayed  their  motions,  and  Iht  in« 
Rejoiced  with  them  andmeia  those  sweet  «■* 

This  for  the  past,  and  things  that  msybeii'** 
Or  fancied  in  the  obscurity  of  yean 
From  moDumentol  hints  i  and  thou,  0  FiW 
Pleased  with  somo  unpremeditated  ttnint 
That  Bcrved  those  wanderings  to  beguile,  baMBi" 
That  then  and  there  my  mind  had  Mticissd 
Upon  tho  Tulgnr  forms  of  pr<eent  thiogi. 
The  actual  world  of  our  familiar  days. 
Yet  higher  power )  had  canghtfrou  themil^ 
An  image,  and  a  character,  by  books 
Not  hitherto  refiected.    Call  we  this 
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idgment — and  yet  why  ?  for  then 
strangers ;  and  I  may  not  speak 
▼fully  of  verse,  however  rude, 
rhy  young  imagination,  trained 
t  City,  broke  like  light  from  four. 
3ach  man's  Mind  is  to  herself 
d  judge ;  and  I  remember  well 
i's  every-day  appearances 
bout  this  time  to  gain  clear  sight 


Of  a  new  world— a  world,  too,  that  was  fit 
To  be  transmitted,  and  to  other  eyes 
Made  visible ;  as  ruled  by  those  fixed  lavs 
Whence  spiritual  dignity  originates. 
Which  do  both  give  it  being  and  maintain 
A  balance,  an  ennobling  interchange 
Of  action  from  without  and  from  within ; 
The  excellence,  pure  function,  and  best  power 
Both  of  the  object  seen,  and  eye  that 
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hose  excursions  (may  they  ne'er 

remembrance  !)  through  the  Northern 

ts 

i  ranging  with  a  youthful  friend, 

gelert's  huts  at  couching-time, 

rard  took  my  vray,  to  see  the  sun 

the  top  of  Snowdon.     To  the  door 

Mttage  at  the  moimtain's  base 

\ad  roused  the  shepherd  who  attends 

turous  stranger's  steps,  a  trusty  guide ; 

red  by  short  refreshment,  sallied  forth. 

close,  warm,  breezeless  summer  night, 
and  glaring,  with  a  dripping  fog 
and  thick  that  covered  all  the  sky ; 
couraged,  we  began  to  climb 
tain-side.    The  mist  soon  girt  us  round, 
ordinary  travellers'  talk 
jonductor,  pensively  we  sank 
commerce  with  his  private  thoughts: 
ve  breast  the  ascent,  and  by  myself 
Dg  either  seen  or  heard  that  checked 
dngs  or  diverted,  save  that  once 
erd's  lurcher,  who,  among  the  crags, 
joy  imearthed  a  hedgehog,  teased 
up  prey  with  barkings  turbulent, 
adventure,  for  even  such  it  seemed 
Id  place  and  at  the  dead  of  night, 
'  and  forgotten,  on  we  wound 
ais  before.    With  forehead  bent 
,  as  if  in  opposition  set 
1  enemy,  I  panted  up 
r  pace,  and  no  less  eager  thoughts. 
it  we  wear  a  midnight  hour  away. 


Ascending  at  loose  distance  each  from  each. 
And  I,  as  chanced,  the  foremost  of  the  band ; 
When  at  my  feet  the  ground  appeared  to  brighten^ 
And  with  a  step  or  two  seemed  brighter  still ; 
Nor  was  time  given  to  ask  or  learn  the  causey 
I  For  instantly  a  light  upon  the  turf 
Fell  like  a  flash,  and  lo  !  as  I  looked  up. 
The  Moon  hung  naked  in  a  firmament 
Of  azure  without  doud,  and  at  my  feet   ^    .. 
Rested  a  silent  sea  of  hoary  mist  _i*^^ 

A  hundred  hills  their  dusky  backs  upheaved 
All  over  this  still  ocean ;  and  beyond. 
Far,  far  beyond,  the  solid  vapours  stretched. 
In  headlands,  tongues,  and  promontory  shapes^ 
Into  the  main  Atlantic,  that  appeared 
To  dwindle,  and  give  up  his  majesty. 
Usurped  upon  far  as  the  sight  could  reach. 
Not  so  the  ethereal  vault ;  encroachment  none 
Was  there,  nor  loss ;  only  the  inferior  stars 
Had  disappeared,  or  shed  a  £unter  light 
In  the  clear  presence  of  the  full-orbed  Moon, 
Who,  from  her  sovereign  elevation,  gaied 
Upon  the  billowy  ocean,  as  it  lay 
All  meek  and  silent,  save  that  through  a  rift- 
Not  distant  from  the  shore  whereon  we  stood, 
A  fixed,  abysmal,  gloomy,  breathing-place— 
Mounted  the  roar  of  waters,  torrents,  streams 
Innumerable,  roaring  with  one  voice  1 
Heard  over  earth  and  sea,  and,  in  that  hour. 
For  so  it  seemed,  felt  by  the  starry  heavens. 

When  into  air  had  partially  dissolved 
That  vision,  given  to  spirits  of  the  night 
And  three  chance  human  wanderers^  in  calm 

thought 
Reflected,  it  i^peared  to  me  the  type 
I  Of  a  majestic  intellect^  its  acta 
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And  iu  [MMwrniatu,  wLnt  it  liu  anil  cnvea, 
Whit  la  iUelf  It  it.  uid  irnutd  becmDB. 
Tti*i«  I  belield  the  emblem  of  a  mind 
That  feed*  upon  infinilf ,  that  Lnwdi 
Over  tha  duk  abyia,  iiiteot  to  bnu 
lb  yo\ctm  UaiilDg  forth  to  lilcnt  light 
In  MM  Mntiauoua  itmuii ;  *  mind  aiutained 
Of  recDgnitiofti  of  tnuuooiuleDt  ptnrer, 

H  ootiductlDg  to  idaal  tana, 
la  sunl  of  mora  Ihaa  mnrlil  (jrlrlltge. 
Odo  fiinetioa,  tiioit  nil,  t<t  aucli  u  niiiid 
Had  Nttim  ibnduwci)  tiiere.  bj  pultiiy  ilMffc. 
Ilid  circuautanoei  tinfiU  and  ibBmB. 
Thtt  inutiu]  duiniMliia  which  eho  1oto« 

■Mt^nn  tlio  fieo  ofoutmrd  thisgil. 

nonlded,  joined,  abstncted,  so  endowed 
WItli  intorchuigeable  aapremacf , 
Tliat  nipn,  )«st  senutiTa,  see,  hear.  perceiTc. 

Ill  cauinot  chiMiM  but  fMl.  The  [lovrcr,  vLli'li  nil 
A  ukno  wlsdge  whcathusuioTeil.  which  Nnturs  thus 
To  bodilf  seat*  csbibitH.  U  the  oipna* 
I(«Hiubliuicc  of  that  gbrioiu  CwiUtjr 
That  higlier  minds  bour  with  tfarm  ub  tlieir  own. 

a  the  TBTj  Bplrit  in  whiuh  tliejr  doihl 
With  the  whole  compasa  of  the  imiTcive  : 
Tbcf  from  tlioir  miJvc  i<olves  oui  send  ftbi'ouil 
Kindred  tuutations;  for  thrumelvea  create 
A  like  eiiatcnce  ;  and,  nbeiic*rr  it  dawoa 
Created  for  Uiem,  catch  it,  or  iim  laught 
Bj  its  insritatile  Hunter^, 
Like  aDgels  stopped  upoo  tho  nio^  by  souud 
Of  hanQUnj  froci  Hiiivcu's  remotest  erberi-a. 

u  the  Buduiiue  and  the  traoBiBiit  both 

e  to  cult :  Ihcjr  build  up  grenleat  things 
From  least  BUggcatiuna ;  ever  on  the  nntch, 
Willing  to  work  nad  to  bo  wrought  upon, 
They  iiced  not  cilroordinary  calla 

lOlbom;  iu  a  world  of  life  thej  live. 
By  sensible  inipresi-ioaa  Dot  cntbroilletl, 

i   by  their    qiiickeniug   impulae   mule   move 
prompt 

To  hold  fit  i!onver?a  with  tho  spiL-itiial  worlil. 
And  with  the  gGTicmtiuna  of  mankind 
Spread  over  time,  pmt,  prBsent,  and  to  come. 
Ago  after  age,  till  Time  shall  ba  no  more. 
Such  minds  are  truly  from  the  Deity, 
For  they  are  Powen ;  and  hence  the  highcatblisa 
That  Oeth  can  know  i>  theirs — tho  conjsciousneaa 
'  Of  Wliom  they  are.  habttuslly  infiued 
Through  every  image  and  through  etory  thought, 
And  all  aCTectioua  by  communion  raised 
FVom  earth  to  beaven,  from  human  to  divine ; 
Hence  endlaaa  occupation  for  the  Sod, 
Whether  discursive  or  intuitive; 


Benoa  cbearf  ulnaas  fur  act*  of  daily  life, 
Emotions  whid  beat  foran^t  need  not  ft 
Moft  worthy  then  of  trust  when  mott  intt 
Hence,  amid  ilia  that  rex  and  wrongs  tW 
Our  Loarta — if  here  tho  wor\ia  of  ttaly  Wr 
May  with  St  revcrenca  be  n^i)dkd~-tlial  p 
Which  paasetb  undarabudnsg.  that  rtTpOft 
In  moral  J  udgment*  which  from  thii  pun) 
Must  coma,  o  will  by  mau  be  aou^Li  in  v; 

Oh  t  who  ia  he  that  hath  hii  whole  lif^ 
Praeerred,  enlarged,  this  freedom  in  hizni 
F.jr  thia  alone  la  genuine  liberty : 
Where  in  the  favoured  being  vho  hath  be 
That  ODui-ae  Dncheckcd.  unerring,  and  lu 
In  one  perpetuid  jirogrea  emcHlh  and  bci 
A  humbler  destiny  have  wo  retncad. 
And  tuld  of  lapae  and  hesitaUng  choio^ 
And  backnard  wanderings  along^hanij>l 
Yet — compaaeed  round  by  mountain  ta^ 
Within  whose  e6lcmn  temple  I  reoeivad  I 
My  earliest  visitaitiDDs,  careless  then  ' 
Of  vhat  waa  given  me  1  and  which  no*  I 
A  meditative,  oft  a  suBering  man — 
Do  I  declare — in  accenta  which,  from  M 
Deriving  cheerful  confidence,  ahall  blal 
Theu-  modulation  with  these  vocal  stn* 
That.  whatBoever  falls  my  better  min^  ' 
Kevolving  with  the  occideuta  of  life, 
Ua;  have  sustained,  tbst,  howsoe'er  n 
Nevtr  did  I,  in  qacat  nf  right  and  wni^ 

Nor  was  in  any  public  hope  the  dupe 
Of  aeliish  passiona  ;  nor  did  over  yield 
Wilfully  to  mean  cares  or  low  punuit^ 
But  sbruulc  with  apprshenaive  jcolou^ 
From  every  combination  which  might  ll 
The  tendency,  too  potint  in  itself. 
Of  use  and  cuatom  to  bow  dovni  the  sol 
Under  a  growing  weight  uf  rulgar  aenx 
And  substitute  a  universe  of  death 
Forthatwhich  moves  with  lighlondliflsl 
Actual,  divine,  and  true.  To  fear  end) 
To  love  OB  prime  and  chief,  for  then  1) 
Be  this  ascribed ;  to  early  intetooan^ 
In  preaence  of  sublime  or  beantithl  fta 
With  the  adverse  principles  of  pain  al 
Evil  OS  one  is  rashly  named  by  men 
^Vho  know  not  what  they  speak.  Byk 
Ail  lasting  grondeor,  by  pervadii 
TImt  gone,  we  are  aa  dnat.— Behold  IX 
In  balmy  spring-time  full  otriaine  flol 
And  joyous  creatures ;  see  that  pidr,  I 
And  the  lamb's  mother,  and  their  t< 
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h  thee  to  the  heart ;  thou  callest  this 

e, 

laptly  BO,  for  love  it  is, 

arries  thee.    In  some  green  bower 

be  not  alone,  but  have  thou  there 

vho  ia  thy  choice  of  all  the  world : 

;er,  liatening,  gazing,  with  delight 

ed,  but  delight  how  pitiable  ! 

B  love  by  a  Btill  higher  love 

ddf  love  that  breathes  not  without  awe ; 

adores,  but  on  the  knees  of  prayer, 

inspired ;  that  frees  from  chains  the  soul, 

union  with  the  purest,  beat, 

oni  paaaions,  on  the  wings  of  praise 

tribute  to  the  Almii^i^*  Throne, 


ritual  Love  acts  not  nor  can  exist 


!maginatipn|jwjiich|  ij^.  tfflth,     \ m ^x.  >tij)^  k In  life  or  natui-e  of  those  charms  minute 


>ther  name  for  absolute  power       -.,^ 
eatinsight,  amplitude  of  .mind,    ip^t 
on  in  her  most  exalted  m99d. 
ty  hath  been  the  feeding  soui'ce 
ig  labour :  we  have  traced  the  stream 
blind  cavern  whence  is  faintly  heard 
nurmur ;  followed  it  to  light 

day ;  accompanied  its  course 
e  ways  of  Nature,  for  a  time 
i  of  it  bewildered  and  engulphed ; 
tn  it  greeting  as  it  rose  once  more 
.b,  reflecting  from  its  placid  breast 
a  of  man  and  face  of  himian  life ; 
f,  from  its  progress  have  we  drawn 
ife  endless,  the  austaining  thought 

Being,  Eternity,  and  God. 

ition  having  been  our  theme, 
,th  that  intellectual  Love, 
are  each  in  each,  and  cannot  stand 
r, — Here  must  thou  bo,  0  Man  ! 
thyself;  no  Helper  hast  thou  here; 
>e8t  thou  in  singleness  thy  state ; 
can  divide  with  thee  this  work : 
lary  hand  can  intervene 
I  this  ability ;  'tis  thine, 
3  and  vital  principle  is  thine 
«88es  of  thy  nature,  far 

reach  of  outward  fellowship, 
t  thine  at  all.    But  joy  to  him, 
»  him  who  here  hath  sown,  hath  laid 
foundation  of  his  future  years  I 
%t  friendship,  all  that  love  can  do, 

darling  countenance  can  look 
oice  utter,  to  complete  the  man, 
m,  made  imperfect  in  himself, 


All  shall  be  his :  and  he  whose  soul  hath  risen 

Up  to  the  height  of  feeling  intellect 

Shall  want  no  humbler  tenderness ;  his  heart 

Be  tender  as  a  nursing  mother's  heart ; 

Of  female  softness  shall  his  life  be  full, 

Of  humble  cares  and  delicate  desires, 

Mild  interests  and  gentlest  sympathies. 

Child  of  my  parents  I  Sister  of  my  soul ! 
Thanks  in  sinccrest  verse  have  been  elsewhere 
Poured  out  for  all  the  early  tenderness 
Which  I  from  thee  imbibed :  and  'tis  most  true 
That  later  seasons  owed  to  thee  no  less ; 
For,  spite  of  thy  sweet  influence  and  the  touch 
Of  kindred  hands  that  opened  out  the  springs 

Of  all  that  unassisted  I  had  mai-ked 


That  win  their  way  into  the  heart  by  stealth 

(Still  to  the  very  going-out  of  youth) 

I  too  exclusively  esteemed  that  love. 

And  sought  that  beauty,  which,  as  Milton  sings. 

Hath  terror  in  it.    Thou  didst  soften  down 

This  over-sternness ;  but  for  thee,  dear  Friend  ! 

My  soul,  too  reckless  of  mild  grace,  had  stood 

In  her  original  self  too  confident. 

Retained  too  long  a  coimtenance  severe; 

A  rock  with  torrents  roaring,  with  the  clouds 

Familiar,  and  a  favourite  of  the  stars : 

But  thou  didst  plant  its  crevices  with  flowers. 

Hang  it  with  shrubs  that  twinkle  in  the  breeze. 

And  teach  the  little  birds  to  build  their  nests 

And  warble  in  its  chambers.    At  a  time 

When  Nature,  destined  to  remain  so  loDg 

Foremost  in  my  afiections,  had  fallen  back 

Into  a  second  place,  pleased  to  become 

A  handmaid  to  a  nobler  than  herself. 

When  every  day  brought  with  it  Bome  new  sense 

Of  exquisite  regard  for  common  things. 

And  all  the  earth  was  budding  with  these  gifts 

Of  more  refined  humanity,  thy  breath. 

Dear  Sister !  was  a  kind  of  gentler  spring 

That  went  before  my  steps.    Thereafter  came 

One  whom  with  thee  friendship  had  early  paired ; 

She  came,  no  more  a  phantom  to  adorn 

A  moment^  but  an  inmate  of  the  heart, 

And  yet  a  spirit,  there  for  me  enshrined 

To  penetrate  the  lofty  and  the  low ; 

Even  as  one  essence  of  pervading  light 

Shines,  in  the  brightest  of  ten  thousand  stars. 

And,  the  meek  worm  that  feeds  her  lonely  lamp 

Couched  in  the  dewy  grass. 

With  such  a  theme, 
Coleridge !  with  this  my  ai^goment,  of  thee 


iai  THE  ruELDDE. 

Bliall  1  be  fiilant )     0  mpncLQiia  Soul  I 
Plopcil  uu  tliU  cnrtli  to  ioru  aud  undantond, 
And  from  tlij  prcaanoe  shed  tlia  liglit  of  love, 
8h  Jl  I  bo  route,  ere  thoa  bo  Hjjokca  of  1 
Tliy  kiodrad  inflneiico  to  my  heart  of  henrta 
Bid  s!ho  Gnd  its  way.     Thus  fear  rclued 

■OTer-wBcninggraap;  thus  tbougbtH  and  things 
In  tbe  aelf-baunting  Bp'irit  lennieil  to  take 

re  rational  proportioaa  :  lojiiteiy, 

I  mcumbcnt  m^tery  of  eeoiiQ  and  eoul. 
Of  life  and  deatb,  time  uid  cteraitv, 
Admitud  mare  habitually  a  mild 
lulerpoiitioii — a  screae  delight 
la  doselicr  gatbonng  aum.  Biich  an  bcoome 
A.  human  creature,  bomoe'er  endowed, 
Poet,  or  destined  for  ■  Iiumbtar  osane  ; 
And  90  tito  deep  entlinsioatii^  joy, 
The  rapture  of  tlio  liollelttjali  sent 
Fram  oil  tbnt  breathes  and  is,  ma  cUaaleueJ, 

stem  mod 
Aoid  tulanccit  by  patliotic  tnitb,  by  trust 
la  bopnful  I'CBHOD,  loaning  on  the  sta; 
Of  Providence ;  and  in  reverence  fur  ilniy. 
Here,  if  need  be.stmggling  with  itorma,  and  there 
Strevtng  in  peace  life's  humblest  ground  nitb 

At  emy  ■eason  sreen,  aweel  Bt  all  boon. 

And  now,  O  Friend  !  tliia  history  U  brought 
To  ita  appointed  close  :  the  discipline 
And  coasummation  of  a  Poefs  mind, 
In  evorf  thing  that  stood  most  prominent, 
Have  faithfully  been  pictured  ;  no  have  reached 
Tbo  time  (our  guiding  object  fi'om  the  fint) 
When  n'e  may,  not  preuumptuouidy,  I  hope, 
Suppose  mj  powers  no  far  coufirmcd,  and  nuch 
Hy  knowledge,  as  to  make  me  capable 
Of  building  up  a  Work  that  shall  enduro. 
Yet  much  hath  been  omitted,  as  need  was  ; 
Of  bookB  how  much  !  and  even  of  t!io  other  wijallh 
That  ia  collcctci!  among  woods  and  Gelde, 
Far  moro :  for  Natui-o'B  aetondnry  graco 
Hath  hitherto  bacQ  barely  touched  upon, 
Tho  charm  mora  auperneiol  that  attcndd 
Her  «-orka,  as  they  present  to  Fancy's  choice 
Apt  illuHtrations  of  the  nioml  world, 
Caught  at  a  glance,  or  traced  nith  ourious  pains. 

Finally,  and  above  a]I,  0  Friend  I  (I  speak 
With  due  regret)  how  much  is  overlooked 
In  human  nature  and  her  subite  ways. 
As  sturlied  first  in  our  own  beorls,  oud  then 

ife  among  the  passions  of  mankind, 
Varying  their  compoailion  End  their  hue, 


Whsro'or  n-e  move,  under  the  divcne  th*pi 
That  indiviiliiaJ  ahorscter  presenld 
To  an  attentive  eye.     For  progrew  »«*, 
Along  thia  intricate  am]  diiBcult  path. 
Whate'er  van  wanting,  Eomething  had  I  siiool 
As  one  of  many  Bchoolfollowa  cunpelled. 
In  hardy  indepondenee,  to  etand  np 
Amid  conQJding  interests,  and  the  iliodt 
Of  various  tempera  ,■  to  endure  and  Dota 
What  was  not  understood,  though  kaom  to  ba; 
Among  the  mysteries  of  love  and  bate^ 
Honour  and  shame,  lookiug  to  ri^t  and  U&, 
Uochoolced  by  innocence  too  delicate. 
And  moral  notioos  too  intolerant. 
Sympathies  too  contracted.     Hence,  wbco  alSSei 
To  take  a  station  among  men,  the  step 
Was  eaaier,  the  transition  more  eeouj*, 
Moro  profitable  also;  far,  the  mind 
Learns  from  BUcb  timely  eierdao  to  keep 
In  wholesome  separation  the  two  natun% 
Tbo  one  that  faels,  tho  other  thatobsema 

Yet  ono  word  more  of  personal  eoncoB]— 
Since  I  withdrew  onwillingly  from  FniM4 
I  lod  an  undomcetic  wanderer's  life, 
In  London  chiefly  harboured,  wheDce  I  roiwl 
'nurying  at  will  in  mSD j  a  pleaont  ipot 
or  raisl  England's  cultivated  voles 
OrCamliriau  BolituJoa.     A  yoMtb-<hB  tiers 
The  name  of  Calvert— it  shall  live,  if  worii 
Of  mine  can  give  it  life,)  in  firm  U'lief 
Tbat  by  endowments  not  from  me  withkdd 
Oood  might  bo  furthered — in  his  Isst  decay 
By  a  bequest  sufficient  for  my  needs 
Enabled  me  to  panso  for  choice,  and  walk 
At  large  and  unrestrained,  nor  damped  too  wm 
By  mortal  cares.     Himself  no  Poet,  yet 
Far  leas  a  common  follower  of  the  world. 
He  deemed  tbat  my  purauila  and  laboura  Is; 
Apart  from  all  that  leads  to  wealth,  or  oven 
A  necessary  maintenance  insurcji. 
Without  some  hazard  to  the  finer  een&e  ; 
He  cleared  a  passage  for  me,  and  the  stream 
Flowfd  in  tho  bent  of  Nalure. 

Uaviog  DOW 
Told  what  heat  merits  mention,  further  [wm 
Our  present  purpose  seems  not  to  require 
And  I  have  other  tasks.    Recall  to  mind 
The  mood  in  which  this  labour  was  begun, 

0  Friend  1  The  termination  of  m;  coune 
Is  nearer  now,  much  nearer  j  yet  eien  then. 
In  that  distraction  and  inteuse  desire, 

1  said  unto  the  life  which  I  hod  lived. 
Whore  art  thou  !    Bear  1  not  a  voicu  from  Iba 
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1  'tis  reproach  to  hear  ?    Anon  I  rose 
>n  wings,  and  saw  beneath  me  stretched 
)rospect  of  the  world  which  I  had  been 
ras ;  and  hence  this  Song,  which  like  a  lark 
» protracted,  in  the  unwearied  heavens 
ig,  and  often  with  more  plaintive  voice 
rth  attempered  and  her  deep-drawn  sighs, 
mtring  all  in  love,  and  in  the  end 
■atulant,  if  rightly  understood. 

ether  to  me  shall  be  allotted  life, 
)nthlife,power  to  accomplish  aught  of  worth, 
will  be  deemed  no  insufficient  plea 
aving  given  the  story  of  myself, 
uncertain :  but,  beloved  Friend ! 
t,  looking  back,  thou  seest,  in  clearer  view 
any  liveliest  sight  of  yesterday, 
summer,  under  whose  indulgent  skies, 
smooth  Quantock's  auy  ridge  we  roved 
ecked,  or  loitered  *mid  her  sylvan  combs, 
in  bewitching  words,  with  happy  heart, 
chaunt  the  vision  of  that  Ancient  Man, 
»right-eyod  Mariner,  and  rueful  woes 
utter  of  the  Lady  Christabel ; 
f,  associate  with  such  labour,  steeped 
it  foi'getfulness  the  livelong  hours, 
Luriog  of  him  who,  joyous  hap,  was  found, 
the  perils  of  his  moonlight  ride, 
the  loud  waterfall  ,*  or  her  who  sate 
sery  near  the  miserable  Thorn ; 
I    thou    dost  to  that  summer  turn  thy 

thoughts, 
last  before  thee  all  which  then  we  were, 
ee,  in  memory  of  that  happiness, 
1  be  known,  by  thee  at  least,  my  Friend  ! 
that  the  history  of  a  Poet's  mind 
our  not  unworthy  of  regard  : 
ce  the  work  shall  justify  itself. 

)  last  and  later  portions  of  this  gift 


Have  been  prepared,  not  with  the  buoyant  spirits 

That  were  our  daily  portion  when  we  first 

Together  wantoned  in  wild  Poesy, 

But,  under  pressure  of  a  private  grief. 

Keen  and  enduring,  which  the  mind  and  heart, 

That  in  this  meditative  history 

Have  been  laid  open,  needs  must  make  me  feel 

More  deeply,  yet  enable  me  to  bear 

More  firmly ;  and  a  comfort  now  hath  risen 

From  hope  that  thou  art  near,  and  wilt  be  sooti 

Restored  to  us  in  renovated  health ; 

When,  after  the  first  mingling  of  our  tears, 

'Mong  other  consolations,  we  may  draw 

Some  pleasure  from  this  ofiering  of  my  love. 

Oh !  yet  a  few  short  years  of  useful  life. 
And  all  will  be  complete,  thy  race  be  run. 
Thy  monument  of  glory  will  be  raised ; 
Then, though  (too  weak  to  tread  the  ways  of  truth) 
This  age  fall  back  to  old  idolatry, 
Though  men  return  to  servitude  as  fast 
As  the  tide  ebbs,  to  ignominy  and  shame 
By  nations  sink  together,  we  shall  still 
Find  solace — knowing  what  we  have  learnt  to  know. 
Rich  in  true  happiness  if  allowed  to  bo 
Faithful  alike  in  forwarding  a  day 
Of  firmer  trust,  joint  laboui'crs  in  the  work 
(Should  Providence  such  gi'ace  to  us  vouchsafe) 
Of  their  deliverance,  surely  yet  to  come. 
Prophets  of  Nature,  we  to  them  will  speak 
A  lasting  inspiration,  sanctified 
By  reason,  blest  by  faith  :  what  we  have  loved. 
Others  will  love,  and  we  will  teach  them  how ; 
Instruct  them  how  the  mind  of  man  becomes 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful  than  the  earth 
On  which  he  dwells,  above  this  frame  of  things 
(Which,  'mid  all  revolution  in  the  hopes 
And  fears  of  men,  doth  still  remain  unchanged) 
In  beauty  exalted,  as  it  is  itself 
Of  quality  and  fabric  more  divine. 
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In  TnHlh  1  munril,  na  jr^albtal  pl«>ur» ' 
ADilniwtd  IB  ivctf]>  Mil  w  qliui  Untt. 
D«ldl  ■•Ifl-lbiwliic  Lnwlhir^  ctirrmt  dp 


at  hinb  mp«ct  BDil  gntiludcilBaa 
CJaJOr  voBla  I  lun  oUud  itU  my 
mdFMchsdludcae;  but Liftlil 
And  H<^a  full  oft  blUcinu  u  a  dl 


Tlif  Inmar :  inuHng  Ibal  Ihnn  vID 

Tlia  offering.  thoii|:b  FrapeitKt,  |« 

WILLI  *M  W08 


PREFACE  TO  THE   EDITION  OF   1814. 


Tns  Titlispnse  imnonncM  that  ttiU  ia  only  it 
portioD  of  ft  poem  ;  and  tlio  ReiLder  mwit  he  licre 
kpprisc-1  diotitbclnn^to  Ihccccond  piirt  of  n  long 
«nd  liborions  Work,  which  a  lo  consist  of  thrso 
[mU.— The  Anthor  vill  randid)y>ckuowledgc  that, 
if  the  fitnt  of  thiwt  h&d  been  com|i1eted,  vid  in  sueh 
K  DiMuier  u  to  satisfy  his  own  mind,  he  should 
hart  preferred  tlie  nntanil  order  of  publieatioo, 
knd  have  given  that  to  the  world  first ;  but,  aa  tho 
MvoDd  division  of  the  Work  was  drained  to  rcfor 
TDore  to  piwoDg  events,  and  to  on  existing  stale  of 
tliinpi,  ttian  tlio  others  wore  meant  to  do,  more 
eobtinUQDa  eiiertioD  was  natarajly  bcstOA^ed  upon 
il,  and  greater  progress  nude  here  tliun  in  the  rest 
of  the  poem ;  and  aa  thia  put  does  not  depend  upon 
tlio  preceding,  to  ■  degree  which  will  milerinlly 
injure  its  own  peculiar  iaterest,  tlic  Author, 
pomplyins  with  the  earnest  entreaties  of  some 
TKlued  Frienils,  preemls  the  following  i«gea  to 
tlio  I>ul)llc. 

It  may  be  pmper  to  state  whence  llie  poem,  of 
which  The  Excursion  is  a  port,  derives  iln  Title  of 
Tns    RscLUbE. — Several  ymra   ngo,   when   the 


r  retired  to  his  n: 
if  bcuig  enabled  to 


that  might  li' 

should  take  n  review  of  hia  oi 

how  far  Nature  and  EJucatioD  l| 

for   such  employmenL     As   i 

prepnralioD,  he  undertook  tt 

origin  and  prngrew  of  liis  own  p( 

was  aeijiiainted  with  them. 

to  a  dejir  Frieud,  most  distingnid 

ledge   and   genius,   »nd   to   v 

Intellect  is  deeply  indcbuJ,  hg 

and  the  rcsnlt  of  the  iarestigi 

to  itwasadctenninntiontocra 

poem,  containing  vicwsof  Man,  Kl 

and  to  be  aniitle'l,  the  Roclnse} 

principal  Eubjcc 

poet  living  in 

is  bioj^phical,  and  condueti  ( 

Author's  mind  to  tlie  poin 

to  hope  that  bis  foeultics 

for  entering  upon  the  orduousU 

proposed  to  himself;  imd  the  tl 
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kind  of  relation  to  each  other,  if  he  may  so 
as  himself,  as  the  ante-chapel  has  to  the  body 
;othic  church.  Continuing  tliis  allusion,  he 
>e  permitted  to  add,  that  his  minor  Pieces, 
I  have  been  long  before  the  Public,  when  they 
be  properly  arranged,  will  be  found  by  tlie 
ive  Reader  to  have  such  connection  with  the 
Work  as  may  give  them  claim  to  be  Ukened 
little  cells,  oratories,  and  sepulchral  recesses, 
irily  included  in  those  edifices. 
i  Autlior  would  not  have  deemed  himself 
ed  in  saying,  upon  this  occasion,  so  much  of 
Toances  either  unfinished,  or  unpublished,  if 
d  not  thought  that  the  labour  bestowed  by  him 
what  ho  has  heretofore  and  now  laid  before 
^ublic,  entitled  him  to  candid  attention  for 
i  statement  as  be  thinks  necessary  to  tlirow 
ipon  his  endeavours  to  please  and,  he  would 
to  benefit  his  countrymen. — Nothing  further 
ye  added,  tlum  that  the  first  and  third  parts 
e  Recluse  will  consist  diiefly  of  meditations 
Author's  own  person ;  and  that  in  the  inter- 
te  part  (The  Excursion)  the  intervention  of 
;ters  speaking  is  employed,  and  something  of 
uatic  form  adopted. 

is  not  the  Author*s  intention  formally  to 
nee  a  system :  it  was  more  animating  to  him 
weed  in  a  different  course ;  and  if  he  shall 
id  in  conveying  to  tlio  mind  clear  thoughts, 
images,  and  strong  feelings,  the  Reader  will 
lo  difiBculty  in  extracting  the  system  for  him- 
And  in  the  mean  time  tlio  following  passage, 
from  the  conclusion  of  the  first  book  of  The 
5c,may  be  acceptable  as  a  kind  of  Prospectus 
design  and  scope  of  the  whole  Poem. 

Ibn,  on  Nature,  and  on  ITuman  Life, 

:  in  •nlitudc,  I  oft  percciTo 

kins  of  imagery  before  me  riac, 

panied  bj  feeliogrs  of  delight 

•r  with  no  nnpleasing  sadness  mixed ; 

im  conacious  of  affecting  thongbta 

ar  remembranoes,  whose  presence  soothes 

atca  the  Mind,  intent  to  weigh 

>d  and  eril  of  our  mortal  state^ 

lese  emotions,  whenocsoe'er  they  come, 

er  from  breath  of  oatward  circumstance, 

1  the  Soul— an  impulse  to  herself— 

t  give  utterance  in  numerous  verse. 

h,  of  Grandeur,  Beauty,  Love,  and  Hope, 

ihmeholy  Fear  subdued  by  Faith ; 

led  consolations  in  distress ; 

il  strength,  and  intellectual  Power ; 

n  widest  commonalty  spread ; 

Ddividoal  Mind  that  keeps  her  own 

Us  retirement,  subject  there 

Kience  onJy.  and  the  law  supreme 

Intelligence  which  gorems  all — 

^  fit  audienoe  let  me  find  though  few  I' 


So  prayed,  more  gaining  than  he  asked,  the  Baid— 
In  holiest  mood.    Urania,  I  shall  need 
Thy  guidance,  or  a  greater  Muse,  if  such 
Descend  to  earth  or  dwell  in  highest  heaven  t 
For  I  must  tread  on  shadowy  ground,  must  sink 
Deep— and,  aloft  ascending,  breathe  in  worlds 
To  which  the  heaven  of  heavens  is  but  a  relL 
All  strength— all  terror,  single  or  in  bands* 
That  ever  was  put  forth  in  personal  form— 
Jehovah— with  his  thunder,  and  the  choir 
Of  shouting  Angels,  and  the  empyreal  thronca— 
I  pass  them  unalarmed.    Not  Chaos,  not 
The  darkest  pit  of  lowest  Erebus, 
Nor  aught  of  blinder  vacancy,  soooped  oat 
By  help  of  dreams— can  breed  such  fear  and  awe 
As  fall  upon  us  often  when  we  look 
Into  our  Minds,  into  the  Mind  of  Man— 
My  haunt,  and  the  main  region  of  my  soiig. 
—Beauty— a  living  Presence  of  the  earth. 
Surpassing  the  most  fsir  ideal  Forms 
Which  craft  of  delicate  Sidrits  hath  composed 
From  earth's  materials— waits  upon  my  steps ; 
Pitches  her  tents  before  me  aa  I  move. 
An  hourly  neighbour.    Paradise,  and  groves 
Eiysion,  Fortunate  Fields— like  those  of  old 
Sought  in  the  Atlantic  Main— why  should  they  be 
A  history  only  of  departed  things. 
Or  a  mere  fiction  of  what  never  was? 
For  the  discerning  intellect  of  Man, 
When  wedded  to  this  goodly  universe 
In  love  and  holy  passion,  shall  find  these 
A  simple  produce  of  the  common  day. 
—I,  long  before  the  blissful  hour  arrives. 
Would  chant,  in  lonely  peace,  the  spousal  vorse 
Of  this  great  consummation  :— and,  by  worda 
Which  speak  of  nothing  more  than  what  we  aro. 
Would  I  arouse  the  sensual  from  their  sleep 
Of  Death,  and  win  the  vacant  and  the  vain 
To  noble  raptures ;  while  my  voice  prodaima 
How  exquisitely  the  individual  Mind 
(And  the  progressive  powers  perhaps  no  leas 
Of  the  whole  species)  to  the  external  World 
Is  fitted :— and  how  exquisitely,  too— 
Theme  this  but  little  heard  of  among  men — 
The  external  World  is  fitted  to  the  Mind; 
And  the  creation  (by  no  lower  name 
Can  it  be  called)  which  they  with  blended  might 
Accomplish :— this  is  our  high  argument. 
—Such  grateful  haunts  foregoing,  if  I  oft 
3IuBt  turn  elsewhere— to  travel  near  the  tribes 
And  fellowships  of  men,  and  see  ill  sighta 
Of  madding  passions  mutually  infiamed ; 
Must  hear  Humanity  in  fields  and  grovoa 
Pipe  solitary  anguish ;  or  must  hang 
Brooding  above  the  fierce  confederate  storm 
Of  sorrow,  barricadoed  evermore 
Within  the  walls  of  cities— may  these  rnnmdn 
Havo  their  authentic  comment ;  that  even  tlieae 
Hearing,  I  be  not  downcast  or  forlorn  ! — 
Descend,  prophetic  Spirit !  that  inspir'st 
The  human  Soul  of  universal  earth. 
Dreaming  on  things  to  come :  and  dost  possew 
A  metropolitan  temple  In  tho  hearts 
Of  mighty  Poets :  upon  mo  bestow 
A  gift  of  genuine  insight ;  that  my  Song 
With  star-like  virtue  in  its  place  may  shine. 
Shedding  benignant  infiuence,  and  secure. 
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t^iiitfinpUteili  dcACTlbo  Ibd  hflD< 
CbnbcmpLilliig^  And  vbo,  aad  * 
~      tj  ^dloij  DsiDg  thai  iKslidi 


rt  irllh  highnt  utOcd^ 
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Twia  BDininer,  niid  the  sun  liail  maunled  high : 
Sonthwiird  llie  landsciipa  uidiHlinelly  gLirvd 
Through  n  pale  sUani ;  but  all  the  northpni  doivna, 
In  cloarcHt  air  nsreuding,  aboned  far  ofT 
A  nubra  dappled  o'er  with  shadaws  flung 
IVom  brooding  climda ;  ahadowB  th&t  la;  in  ■[>ota 
Dclpmiiupd  and  unmoved,  with  fitpady  beams 
Of  brlglr 


To  hin 


<tpl«i 


sohcf 


»  ItmbB  along  the  frout 
Of  Home  huge  cuve,  whose  rorty  ccUiuf;  rasis 
A  twilight  of  its  own,  an  amplo  ahadc, 
Wlicre  the  wtpd  warbles,  wMId  tho  dreaming  m:in, 
Half  noiiBciouB  of  tho  southing  melody. 
With  i^de-loiig  eye  looks  out  upon  tlio  scenr, 
By  power  of  that  impending  covert,  tliron-u, 
Tu  filler  distauee.     Kline  wiu  at  that  hour 
Far  other  lot,  yet  with  good  hope  thai  soon 
Under  a  shnde  as  grateful  I  aliDuld  lind 
Rest,  and  be  neleoraed  tliere  to  livelier  joy. 
Across  a  bare  wide  Common  I  was  toiling 
With  languid  stcpa  that  by  the  ahppvry  (urf 
Were  baffled  ;  nor  eould  my  weak  arm  dlspi^rsc 
The  host  of  insects  gathering  round  my  fate, 
And  ever  villi  me  as  I  paced  along. 

Upon  that  open  moorland  Blood  a  grove, 
Tho  wiahnl-for  port  to  which  my  couree  una  bound. 
Thither  I  came,  and  ilierc,  amid  the  gloom 
Sprcail  by  a  hrollicrhood  of  lofty  chus, 
Appeared  a  rooHtss  Hul;  four  naked  walla 
That  slartd  npon  each  other !— I  looted  round. 


And  Id  my  wish  and  to  my  hope  eejued 
The  Friend  1  sought ;  s  Man  of  revennd  ip, 
But  alDut  and  luile,  for  trarel  unimpaind. 
There  was  be  seen  upon  the  cottage-bcndi, 
Rectuubent  in  the  Bhadc,  as  if  asleep ; 
An  iron-puinted  staff  lay  at  his  sida. 


Ilim  bad  I  marked  the  day  tu 
And  elationed  in  the  public  way,  willi  bca         i 
Tamed  toward  the  sou  dien  sotting,  nUlo  lbl<*' 
Afforded,  to  the  figure  of  the  nan 
Detained  for  contemplatton  or  rcpilHe,  i 

Graceful  support ;  his  countcluuiM  u  hr  tui    \ 
Was  bidden  from  my  Tieir,  and  he  tmaM      | 
Unreeogniiwd  ;  but,  atrioken  by  lh«  i^         | 
With  slnekcued  foolatcpa  I  ad  tone  J,  an  J  nm 
A  glad  eoiigraiulation  wc  excbungcd 
At  Buch  uulhought-of  meeting,— For  die  ti^ 
We  parted,  nothing  willingly ;  and  now 
tie  by  appointment  wdled  for  me  hctt. 
Under  tlie  covert  of  lliese  clustering  dm 

We  were  tried  Friends :  amid  a  pkasnt  nl4 
In  the  antique  rmrket-Tillage  where  ■mJi*'     | 
My  school'time,  an  apartment  he  had  owmJ. 
To  nbich  at  intervals  the  Wanderer  dre«, 
And  found  a  kind  of  home  or  harbour  thst 
He  loved  me  ;  from  a.  swarm  of  rosy  bori 
Singled  oot  me,  as  ho  in  sport  would  !*J, 
For  my  grave  looks  too  Ibonghtful  tor  ojJ'«* 
As  I  grew  up,  it  was  my  best  delight 
To  be  his  chosen  comrade.    Many  a  tinw. 
On  hotidaj-s,  we  rambled  through  ibc  wmA : 
Wo  ante — we  n  alked  ;  ho  pleased  me  wili  r'P"' 
or  things  which  he  liad  seea ;  and  often  Uti'^ 
Ahstnisest  matter,  reasonings  of  the  mind 
Turned  inward ;  or  at  my  request  weoM  sag 
Old  snugs,  liic  product  of  his  native  hiUa  : 
A  skilfnl  dialribulion  of  swi-cl  wrand*. 
Feeding  the  soul,  and  ongerly  imLilie'i 
Aa  cool  rtfrtshiug  water,  h_v  tlic  care 
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dnstrious  husbandman,  diffused 
a  parched  meadow-ground,  in  time  of 

ought 

•er  welcome  found  his  pure  discourse : 

cious  when  in  riper  days  I  learned 
with  care  his  words,  and  to  rejoice 

lin  presence  of  his  dignity ! 

lany  are  the  Poets  that  are  sown 
re ;  men  endowed  with  highest  gifts, 
n  and  the  faculty  divine  ; 
ing  the  accomplishment  of  verse, 
Ln  the  docile  season  of  their  youth, 
nied  them  to  acquire,  through  lack 
e  and  the  inspiring  aid  of  books, 
by  a  temper  too  severe, 
backwardness  afraid  of  shame) 
Qg  e*er,  as  life  advanced,  been  led 
aistance  to  take  unto  the  height 
sure  of  themselves,  these  favoured  Beings, 
scattered  few,  live  out  their  time, 
ing  that  which  they  possess  within, 
}  the  grave,  unthought  of.  Strongestminds 
I  those  of  whom  the  noisy  world 
ist ;  else  surely  this  Man  had  not  left 
is  unrevealed  and  unproclaimed. 
le  mind  was  filled  with  inward  light, 
thout  distinction  had  he  lived, 
md  honoured — far  as  he  was  known. 
e  smaU  portion  of  his  eloquent  speech, 
ething  that  may  serve  to  set  in  view 
ig  pleasures  of  his  loneKness, 
nations,  and  the  thoughts  his  mind 
t  with — I  will  here  record  in  verse  ; 
'  with  truth  it  correspond,  and  sink 
I  venerable  Nature  leads, 
and  tender  Muses  shall  accept 
dous  smile,  deliberately  pleased, 
oing  Time  reward  with  sacred  praise. 

;  the  hills  of  Athol  he  was  bom ; 

n  a  small  hereditary  farm, 

»ductive  slip  of  rugged  ground, 

QtB,with  their  numerous  offspring,  dwelt ; 

IS  household,  though  exceeding  poor ! 

rs  were  they  all,  austere  and  grave, 

ng  God  ;  the  very  children  taught 

-respect,  a  reverence  for  God's  word, 

abitual  piety,  maintained 

ctness  scarcely  knonn  on  English  ground. 

lis  sixth  year,  the  Boy  of  whom  I  speak, 

?r,  tended  cattle  on  the  hills  ; 

ugh  the  inclement  and  tlie  perilous  days 


Of  long-continuing  winter,  he  repaired. 

Equipped  with  satchel,  to  a  school,  that  stood 

Sole  building  on  a  mountiun's  dreary  edge. 

Remote  from  view  of  city  spire,  or  sound 

Of  minster  dock !    From  that  bleak  tenement 

He,  many  an  evening,  to  his  distant  home 

In  soHtude  returning,  saw  the  hills 

Grow  larger  in  the  darkness ;  all  alone 

Beheld  the  stars  come  out  above  his  head, 

And  travelled  through  the  wood,  with  no  one  near 

To  whom  he  might  confess  the  things  he  saw. 

So  the  foundations  of  his  nund  were  laid. 
In  such  communion,  not  from  teiror  free. 
While  yet  a  child,  and  long  before  his  time. 
Had  he  perceived  the  presence  and  the  power 
Of  greatness ;  and  deep  feelings  had  impressed 
So  vividly  great  objects  that  they  lay 
Upon  his  mind  hke  substances,  whose  presence 
Perplexed  the  bodily  sense.    He  had  received 
A  precious  gift ;  for,  as  he  gi'ew  in  years, 
With  these  impresaons  would  he  still  compare 
Allhis  remembrances,  thoughts, shapes,  and  forms ; 
And,  being  still  unsatisfied  with  aught 
Of  dunmer  character,  he  thence  attained 
An  active  power  to  fasten  images 
Upon  his  brain ;  and  on  their  pictured  lines 
Intensely  brooded,  even  till  they  acquired 
The  liveliness  of  dreama     Nor  did  he  fail. 
While  yet  a  child,  with  a  child's  eagerness 
Incessantiy  to  turn  his  ear  and  eye 
On  all  things  which  the  moving  seasons  brought 
To  feed  such  appetite — ^nor  this  alone 
Appeased  his  yearning : — ^in  the  after-day 
Of  boyhood,  many  an  hour  in  caves  forlorn, 
And  'mid  the  hollow  depths  of  naked  crags 
He  sate,  and  even  in  their  fixed  lineaments. 
Or  from  the  power  of  a  peculiar  eye. 
Or  by  creative  feeling  overborne. 
Or  by  predominance  of  thought  oppressed. 
Even  in  their  fixed  and  steady  lineaments 
He  traced  an  ebbing  and  a  flowing  mind. 
Expression  ever  varying  I 

Thus  informed. 
He  had  small  need  of  books ;  for  many  a  tale 
Traditionary,  round  the  mountains  hung. 
And  many  a  legend,  peopling  the  dark  woods, 
Nourished  Imagination  in  her  growth. 
And  gave  the  Mind  that  apprehensive  power 
By  which  she  is  made  quick  to  recognise 
The  moral  properties  and  scope  of  things. 
But  eagerly  he  read,  and  read  again. 
Whatever  the  minister's  old  shelf  sitpplicd  ; 
The  life  and  deaUi  of  martyrs,  who  sustained, 

M  M 
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Willi  win  nrffenble,  Hhk  torfal  [•■(■ 


WboM  Bcfao  ring!  dnn^  SeodMl  la  doB  bant 
AaJ  *»»,  hj  toeky  fcf,  hai  bttm  frtmmi 


3talk(ll>If-t<idth*|a 


ThfimtlHipramiKr    Sai 
Tt  toeivitce  Ih*  Tofamie  ll 
The  DTHeiy,  dn  Sf«  mUcIi  a 
Bat  m  dw  mnmtww  £d  ba^ 
All  IIdd^  napMHiTa  U 


Ofaulfaaoddij.    But  ha  had  (elt  the  power 
(If  NMdk^  wd  «lrc*djr  «m  [UTpared, 
B]rhiiBiMda*eODMptiai»,lo  mnre 
DMf^y  iha  iMMtt  deep  of  lomnhicb  lie, 
WboB  HaMK^  bgr  whaMnr  nouu,  hu  taught 
To  fed  btEoadjr,  cmuM  but  twein. 

Sndi  TM  the  Day— bot  tit  the  gmwing  Tonlh 
Wbat  •ool  wM  hii,  when,  from  the  naked  top 
"  ome  baM  bradUod,  be  bdield  the  son 
RIm  np,  and  bathe  Ibe  worid  in  light !  He  looked— 
OecMi  and  earth,  the  nlid  tame  of  earth 

I  onan'i  liquid  mai^  in  gladnen  lajt 

<adi  faim: — Far  and  wide  tho  deads  iren 
•ouchpd, 

And  is  thior  lilcst  Ufs  could  be  nad 
Dontterable  love.  Sound  nwded  Done, 
N(«  tmj  nriee  of  joy ;  hie  spirit  drank 

■ptctacle :  eenation,  soul,  and  farm. 
All  mdwd  inlo  him ;  they  iwalloved  up 

aninnl  bong;  in  them  did  be  live. 
And  by  them  did  he  live  ;  they  were  Us  life. 

ich  aceeea  of  nuad,  in  such  high  honr 
Of  visitatioa  from  the  Uving  God, 
Thoogfat  vaa  not ;  in  enjoyment  it  expired. 
No  thanjcs  he  breathed,  he  proSend  no  reqoeat ; 

t  into  Btdl  eonuuonion  that  tnniceiub 
The  imperfect  offices  of  piayer  and  praiae, 
His  nund  wu  a  tfaankfigiviDg  to  the  power 
^Hiat  made  him ;  ll  was  blessednea  and  tore ! 


A  Herdanan  oa  the  lonely  mountain  tops, 
Soeh  intemonna  was  his,  and  in  this  sort 
'   Wa«tuBe:uslenceoftenUnie«}w>K*>nf. 


still  iVToIviog;  ' 
TlicrB  litllena*  was  not ;  the  le 
Swaied  mflnile  ;  and  (here  hi 
didbeh 
niial  wonder  if  biab 
Sublime  and  compteb 
Low  thoD^t*  bad  ban  ■ 

howt 
Lowly;  for  bawaa 
Oft  aa  be  called  tho 
Aod  wfaaneo  they 

Kquired 
n~udom,  which  worka  thn/  p 

In  en-recnrring  boon  of  sober 
To  knk  on  Nature  with  a 
Sdr-qoeetioiied  when  it  dH  not 
And  wilb  a  ■uperstilious  eye  of] 

So  paased  ihe  time ;  yet  to  tb« 
He  duly  went  with  what  noall  a 
His  eaminge  might  supply,  and  1 
The  book  that  most  had  tamptoa 
niiihtattbeMaUbeMad. 
Ue  gmied  npon  that  vu^ty  ocb  < 
The  diriue  Uilum.  Itan  of  di 
The  annnal  aivingi  of  a  toilsamo 
1  lis  School-muter  nqiplied ; 
The  purer  elements  of  Cmtfa  inT< 
Id  lines  and  numbers,  and,  by  d 
(EqwdaQy  percdred  wbere  ni 
And  feeling  is  suppressed)  p 
Uosy  in  solitude  and  porerty. 
These  oecapaUooa  ofteDtlmn  d< 
The  listless  boim,  while  in  the  h 
Hollow  and  green,  he  Uy  on  the 
In  pensive  idleness.  What  cc 
Thus  diuly  thirsting,  in  Uiat  lona 
With  blind  endeavonra  I  Ye^a 
Nature  wu  at  bis  heart  aa  if  b* : 
Though  jel  ho  knew  not  how 
In  all  things  that  from  her  si 
Might  tend  to  wean  him.  ThercA 
Her  forms,  and  with  the  spirit  of 
lie  clothed  Ihe  nakedness  of  av 
While  yet  he  lingered  in  the  rt 
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Hk  triuig^es — ihej  were  the  stars  of  heayen, 
Tbs  aknt  stersi  Oft  did  he  take  deUght 
To  niMM HHi  the  altitade  of  some  tall  crag 
Thai  Is  the  esg^'s  birth-pUce,  or  some  peak 
FiniQiar  with  forgotten  years,  that  shows 
Inseribed  upon  its  Tinonaiy  ades^ 
The  history  of  many  »  winter  storm. 
Or  obseore  records  of  the  path  of  fire. 

And  thns  before  his  eighteenth  year  was  told, 
Aeemmdaled  feelings  pressed  his  heart 
With  still  increasing  weight ;  he  was  o'erpowered 
Bjjr  Natars ;  by  the  torbnlence  subdued 
Of  Us  own  nund ;  by  mystery  and  hope, 
Aad  ihb  first  Tiigin  paamon  of  »  soul 
CoiBiiiuni^g  with  the  gl<nious  universe* 
Ml  often  wished  he  that  the  winds  might  rage 
When  ttey  were  nlent :  far  more  fondly  now 
Han  in  Us  eazUer  season  did  he  love 
TmpestaoDS  nights— the  conflict  and  the  sounds 
That  lifa  in  darimess.    From  his  intellect 
Aad  finm  tfis  stillness  of  abstracted  thought 
Us  askod  repose ;  and^  fiuling  oft  to  win 
The  peftoe  required,  he  scanned  the  laws  of  lig^t 
kaSd  tfis  roar  of  torrentBi,  where  they  send 
flrom  holloiw  clefts  np  to  the  clearer  air 
A  dood  of  inJs^  that  smitten  by  the  sun 
Taiiaf  its  rainbow  hues.    But  vainly  thus, 
Aadvafa^y  tiy  all  other  mean%  he  strove 
To  imtigale  tiie  fever  of  his  heart 


In  drwiinsj  in  study,  and  in  ardent  thought, 
Tkm  WM  be  reared ;  much  wanting  to  assist 
lbs  ^rowtfi  of  inteOeet,  yet  gaining  more, 
And  oveiy  monl  feding  of  his  soul 
StomgOiWied  and  braced,  by  breathing  in  content 
The  keeo,  flie  wholesome,  air  of  poverty, 
Aad  drinking  from  the  well  of  homely  Ufe. 
^Baiy  from  past  liberty,  and  tried  restraints. 
He  now  was  summoned  to  select  the  course 
Of  bamble  indnstzy  that  promised  best 
To  yield  Um  no  unworthy  maintenance. 
Uijged  liy  his  Mother,  he  essayed  to  teach 
A  viDage-sdiOQl — but  wandering  thoughts  were  then 
A  mieeiy  to  him ;  and  the  Youth  reagned 
A  task  he  was  unable  to  perform. 

That  stem  yet  kindly  Spirit,  who  constrains 
The  Savqjrard  to  quit  his  naked  rocks, 
the  frae-bom  Swies  to  leave  his  narrow  vales, 
^Spirit  attached  to  regions  mountainous 
tike  tiieir  own  stedfSut  clouds)  did  now  impel 
llis  resHeae  mind  to  look  abroad  with  hope. 
— An  irksome  drudgery  seems  it  to  plod  on. 


Through  hot  and  dusty  ways,  or  pelting  storm, 

A  vagrant  Merchant  under  a  heavy  load 

Bent  as  he  moves,  and  needing  frequent  rest ; 

Yet  do  such  travellers  find  their  own  delight ; 

And  their  hard  service,  deemed  debaang  now. 

Gained  merited  respect,  in  simpler  times ; 

When  squire,  and  priest,  and  they  who  round  them 

dwelt 

In  rustic  sequestration — all  dependent 

Upon  the  Pedlar's  toil — supplied  their  wanta^ 

Or  pleased  their  fancies,  with  the  wares  he  brought. 

Not  ignorant  was  the  Youth  that  still  no  few 

Of  his  adventurous  countrymen  were  led 

By  perseverance  in  this  track  of  life 

To  competence  and  ease : — ^to  him  it  offered 

Attractions  manifold ; — and  this  he  chose. 

— His  Parents  on  the  enterprise  bestowed 

Their  farewell  benediction,  but  with  hearts 

Foreboding  eviL    From  his  native  hills 

He  wandered  Cur ;  much  did  he  see  of  men. 

Their  manners,  their  enjoyments,  and  pursuits, 

Their  passions  and  their  feelings ;  chiefly  those 

Essential  and  eternal  in  the  heart, 

That,  'mid  the  mmpler  forms  of  rural  life. 

Exist  more  simple  in  their  elements. 

And  speak  a  plainer  language.    In  the  woods, 

A  lone  Enthusiast,  and  among  the  fields, 

Itinerant  in  this  labour,  he  had  passed 

The  better  portion  of  his  time ;  and  there 

Spontaneously  had  his  affections  thriven 

Amid  the  bounties  of  the  year,  the  peace 

And  liberty  of  nature ;  there  he  kept 

In  solitude  and  solitary  thought 

His  mind  in  a  just  equipoise  of  love. 

Serene  it  was,  unclouded  by  the  cares 

Of  ordinary  life ;  nnvexed,  unwarped 

By  partial  bondage.    In  his  steady  course. 

No  piteous  revolutions  had  he  felt, 

No  wild  varieties  of  joy  and  grief. 

Unoccupied  by  sorrow  of  its  own. 

His  heart  lay  open ;  and,  by  nature  tuned 

And  constant  disposition  of  his  thoughts 

To  sympathy  with  man,  he  was  alive 

To  all  that  was  enjoyed  where'er  he  went, 

And  all  that  was  endured ;  for,  in  himself 

Happy,  and  quiet  in  his  cheerfulness. 

He  had  no  painful  pressure  from  without 

That  made  him  turn  aride  from  wretchedness 

With  coward  fears.    He  could  tffbrd  to  sattee 

With  those  whom  he  saw  suffer.    Hence  it  came 

That  in  our  best  experience  he  was  rich, 

And  in  the  wisdom  of  our  daily  life. 

For  hence,  minutely,  in  his  various  rounds, 

lie  had  observed  the  progress  and  decay 
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Of  numy  mtiula,  of  Duude  and  bodw*  loo : 
Tbe  hiatoiy  o[  nmjr  liMtufin ; 

B/  pMdwi  OF  mladwno*,  or  neh  nkrale 

maJui  Ibeaatioai  groan. 

Thu  aclir*  coune 

folkiirad  im  proTision  far  hii  niils 
Had  baca  obUined;— the  Wuiderpr  thcii  rcnlTcd 

pUB  Ibt  ranoant  of  his  dayi,  uutuknl 
Willi  III! illaiM  nrricfs,  from  hardatup  free. 
Ilia  otOtng  hid  Madc^  b«  tirvd  M  caaa : 
Elul  atUl  ha  loTed  hi  paer  tba  public  nads 

d  the  aild  pallM ;  aadibjr  the  aunnner'a  •ranntli 
loTiUd,  eftaa  woidd  be  lak*«  hia  home 


,  aa  fnea  dinaa  iBafiiitd, 
■  diwatad  widi  an. 

Btiaaith 
Tba  nogkipwla 

IT  M*  ha  la  Ifca  koKBa 

or  KarrdiMa  ^*  I  aac  «4  Hw  «lrk  nu'a  lalp, 
ToUafrMi 


aa)4<ath  *brttM ;  }^  )i*  •<*  a  v*M 

wr,  -n  ,w  twv;  )><\-..  rv>->-'  •'.Vnkl  ra 


[olo  a  nBTTower  cirde  of  deq 
But  had  not  lamed  Us  eje ;  i 
Shaggy  and  fftf,  bad  maa^ 
From  yean  at  TODdi;  whicl^ 
Of  many  Bmnga,  be  bad  woa 
To  blend  with  knowladga  of  t 
Unman,  or  aocb  aa  lie  bayan^ 

So  ma  He  Eramed ;  and  •)__ 
Who  now,  with  no  appeodag* 
The  prized  memorial  of  rclin^ 
Upon  that  cottage-brach  rope 
Screened  from  the  ran.  Sapl 
Hit  eyes  aa  it  in  drominaB  1 
The  BhadoKS  of  the  breriy  -1. 
Dappling  lua  bee.  He  had  a 
Of  my  approaching  atepa,  and 
Unnoticed  did  1  stand  aa 

At  length  I  luuleil  1uni,»i ^ 

Waa  mmat  with  wutrr-dropa,  i 
Had  new))'  scooped  a  running 
And  ere  oxkr  lirely  greeting  ia 
Had  aettled, "  Tts"  aaid  I, ' 
Uy  lipa  are  parched  with  'hi. 
Have  Bomeabere  found  reheCi' 
Punting  toirarda  a  awe^briH 
the  laiee  where  that  aBiMtnng 
Upeo  the  pnbbc  way.  It  wai 
Ot  garden  grooad  run  wild,  ill 
Matted  with  the  steps  of  th<ae,l 
The  pwaeberry  trees  lliBl  ah(  ' 
Or  CBRaDts,  hanging  bum  tb 
1b  aaa^r  airings,  had  tmqita 
1Wh«kea»aU.  IlodlMdft^ 
WbM«  two  tall  bedgt^rows  ofi 
^  in  a  cold  damp  nooii,  m 
,  ^MadeiJ  viih  willow-flowen  i 
HjlteM  I  slaked,  and,  &om  1 
Wlih^  ain^,  stnughtwiy  ta 
mm  »*•  Ifco  eU  Uan  en  t 
AH  «UK  b^dft  hhn,  nitt 
I  ;<l  ^M  Madlng,  frec^  to 
Amitatimftattfllmiatbai 
TbM«db»ipak.  -laeei 
Thingt  wUdtyou  taniHrtaea 
Nor  m  tlout,  bol  thai  wUdi  ■ 
And  priaed  in  his  peonliar  m 
Dice  with  Mm,  or  is  changed ; . 
Kren  of  the  good  ia  no  mi 
— TIic  Pocu,  in  llioir  elegies  al 
L.-imrnlm;  the  departed,  eitll  tt 
Tticy  on  upon  Ihe  liilla  ai 
And  aensdcia  rocks ;  nor  idlf ) 
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ir  invocations,  witli  a  voice 

the  strong  creative  power 

ission.     Sympathies  there  are 

lil,  yet  perhaps  of  kindred  birth^ 

pon  the  meditative  mind, 

th  thought.   Beside  yon  spring  I  Btoody 

I  waters  till  we  seemed  to  feel 

,  they  and  L    For  them  a  bond 

K)d  is  broken :  time  has  been 

r  day,  the  touch  of  human  hand 

e  natural  sleep  that  binds  them  up 

Uness ;  and  they  ministered 

>mfort    Stooping  down  to  drink, 

my  foot-stone  I  espied 

Tagment  of  a  wooden  bowl, 

lie  moss  of  years,  and  subject  only 

landling  of  the  elements : 

lie — ^how  foolish  are  such  thoughts ! 

a. ; — ^never— never  did  my  steps 

is  door  but  she  who  dwelt  within 

I  welcome  gave  me,  and  I  loved  her 

:hi]d.    Oh,  Sir  1  the  good  die  first, 

lose  hearts  are  dry  as  smnmer  dust 

socket.    Many  a  passenger 

.  poor  Margaret  for  her  gentle  looks, 

}held  the  cool  refreshment  drawn 

•rsaken  spring ;  and  no  one  came 

relcome ;  no  one  went  away 

^med  she  loved  him.    She  is  dead, 

inguished  of  her  lonely  hut, 

f  abandoned  to  decay, 

otten  in  the  quiet  grave. 

:ontinued  he,  **  of  One  whose  stock 
)omed  beneath  this  lowly  roof, 
oman  of  a  steady  mind, 
leep  in  her  excess  of  love ; 
much,  pleased  rather  witli  the  joy 
houghts :  by  some  especial  care 
lad  been  framed,  as  if  to  make 
}  by  adding  love  to  peace 
I  earth  a  life  of  happiness. 
Partner  lacked  not  on  his  side 
iivorth  that  satisfied  her  heart : 
ionate,  sober,  and  withal 
trious.     She  with  pride  would  tell 
often  seated  at  his  loom, 
!re  the  mower  was  abroad 
ewy  grass^ — in  early  spring, 
»tar  had  vanished. — Tltey  who  passed 
rom  behuid  the  garden  fence 
is  busy  spade,  which  he  would  ply, 
ly  work,  until  the  light 
nd  every  leaf  and  flower  were  lost 


In  the  dark  hedges.    So  their  days  were  spent 

In  peace  and  comfort ;  and  a  pretty  boy 

Was  their  best  hope,  next  to  the  God  in  heaven. 

Not  twenty  years  ago,  but  }ou  I  think 
Can  scarcely  bear  it  now  in  mind,  there  came 
Two  blighting  seasons,  when  the  fields  were  left 
With  half  a  harvest    It  pleased  Heaven  to  add 
A  worse  affliction  in  the  plague  of  war : 
This  happy  Land  was  stricken  to  the  heart ! 
A  Wanderer  then  among  the  cottages, 
I,  with  my  freight  of  winter  raiment,  saw 
The  hardships  of  that  season :  many  rich 
Sank  down,  as  in  a  dream,  among  the  poor ; 
And  of  the  poor  did  many  cease  to  be. 
And  theur  place  knew  them  not      Meanwhile, 

abridged 
Of  daily  contorts,  gladly  reconciled 
To  numerous  self-denials,  Margaret 
Went  struggling  on  through  those  calamitous  years 
With  cheerful  hope,  imtil  the  second  autunm, 
When  her  life's  Helpmate  on  a  sick-bed  lay. 
Smitten  with  perilous  fever.    In  disease 
He  lingered  long ;  and,  when  his  strength  returned. 
He  found  the  little  he  had  stored,  to  meet 
The  hour  of  accident  or  crippling  age. 
Was  all  consumed.    A  second  infant  now 
Was  added  to  the  troubles  of  a  time 
Laden,  for  them  and  all  of  their  degree. 
With  care  and  sorrow :  shoals  of  artisans 
From  ill-requited  labour  turned  adrift 
Sought  daily  bread  from  public  charity. 
They,  and  their  wives  and  children — ^happier  far 
Could  they  have  lived  as  do  the  little  birds 
That  peck  along  the  hedge-rows,  or  the  kite 
That  makes  her  dwelling  on  the  mountain  rocks  I 

A  sad  reverse  it  was  for  him  who  long 
Had  filled  with  plenty,  and  possessed  in  peace, 
This  lonely  Cottage.    At  the  door  he  stood, 
And  whistled  many  a  snatch  of  merry  tunes 
That  had  no  mirth  in  them ;  or  with  his  knife 
Carved  uncouth  figures  on  the  heads  of  sticks— 
Then,  not  less  idly,  sought,  through  every  nook 
In  house  or  garden,  any  casual  work 
Of  use  or  ornament;  and  with  a  strange, 
Amusing,  yet  imeasy,  novelty. 
He  mingled,  where  he  might,  the  various  tasks 
Of  summer,  autumn,  winter,  and  of  spring. 
But  this  endured  not ;  his  good  humour  soon 
Became  a  wdgfat  in  which  no  pleasure  was : 
And  poverty  brought  on  a  petted  mood 
And  a  sore  temper:  day  by  day  he  drooped, 
And  he  would  leaTS  his  work — and  to  the  town 
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WaQld  tun  wilhoul  *a  enrnud  his  slack  Upps; 
Or  vtaieT  bere  wad  there  unong  the  bids. 
Oho  chile  he  would  •peak  lit^tly  of  hix  bkbes. 
And  wilh  ■  cruel  tougno :  ftl  other  times 
toaaed  tfaran  with  >  fmlw  luuulural  jojr : 
I  'twu  >  TQerul  thing  to  sec  the  looks 
Of  the  poor  innoomt  cliiliireii.    '  Etut;  mule,' 
Swd  Msrguvt  to  me,  hero  beae*lh  (he«e  trees, 
'  Hado  tuy  heart  bloed.' " 

At  this  the  Wsoderer  paused ; 
And,  looking  tip  to  tbow  Boannoaa  dms, 
Ba  wd, "  TSa  now  the  hoar  of  dafpeat  nooo. 

lUi  MiU  MMOon  of  rcpoae  and  pewx, 
m*  hoot  when  all  thing*  which  an  iiM*t  nsl 
Are  dieafal ;  wbQe  thii  mollitade  of  flies 
WUh  tuDeM  hum  is  fUliog  an  the  sir  I 
Why  slioald  a  tear  be  on  sn  old  Uau'a  dwek! 
Why  ihould  we  thus,  with  an  untoward  mind. 
And  in  the  weaknesa  of  hnnunity, 
Vnm  nalmal  wisdom  turn  our  hearts  away; 
To  naUral  oomfart  shut  our  eyre  and  eaw ; 
And,  feeding  oo  disquiet,  thwi  disturb 
ne  caha  of  natnn  Willi  onr  realleas  thoughts  I " 


Hk  spake  with  Knnewbat  of  a  solemn  tone : 
But,  when  he  ended,  there  was  in  his  faae 
Such  easy  dioor(ulne«,  a  loot  so  mild. 
That  tor  a  little  time  it  stole  away 
All  recollection ;  and  that  simple  lale 
Piaaad  fMu  my  nund  hke  a  forgotten  sotmd. 
A  iriilla  on  triTial  tlungs  we  b?ld  discourse, 
To  me  soon  taMoless.    Id  my  own  despite, 
I  thought  of  that  poor  Woman  as  of  one 
Whom  I  had  known  and  loved.    He  bad  reheaned 
Her  homely  tale  with  such  bmiliar  power, 
With  such  an  active  countenance,  on  eye 
So  busy,  that  die  things  of  which  he  spake 
Seemed  present ;  and,  attenlion  now  relaxed, 
A  heart-felt  chillnesa  crept  along  my  veins. 
I  rose ;  and,  having  left  Uie  breezy  shado. 
Stood  drinking  comfort  &Dm  ihe  warmer  sun, 
That  bad  not  cheered  ma  long — ere,  looking  round 
Upon  that  tranquil  Ruin,  I  returned. 
And  begged  of  the  old  Man  that,  fur  my  sake, 
He  vould  resume  his  story. 

He  replied, 
"  It  were  a  wantonness,  and  would  demand 
Severe  reproof,  if  we  were  men  whose  hearts 
Could  hold  vain  dalliance  with  the  misery 
Even  of  the  dead  ;  oontented  thence  to  draw 
A  momentary  pleasure,  never  marked 
By  reason,  barren  of  all  fntnrs  good. 


But  wc  have  known  that  there  is  tl 
In  maumTul  thoughts,  and  alwaya  d 
A  power  to  Tirtno  friendly;  wertd^ 
I  Bjn  a  dreamer  among  men,  indeed 
An  idle  dreamer  I    Tix  a  common  tale. 
An  ordinary  Bormw  of  man's  We, 
A  tale  of  uleat  snOeruig,  hardly  dotbed 
In  bodily  fonn.— But  without  fdrthcE  Uddio 
I  will  proceed. 

While  thus  it  bred  with 
To  whom  tliis  cotlagc,  till  those  b^ksa  yMl 
Had  been  a  blewed  home,  it  was  my  donei 
To  travel  in  a  country  &ir  remote ; 
And  when  these  lofty  elms  once  more  appo 
What  pleasant  expectations  lured  me  on 
Vitc  the  flat  Cnmmon  1— With  ipiick  step  Ii 
The  thfCUhuliV  lifted  with  light  hand  the  ht 
But,  whoi  I  entem^  Jlargaret  koked  at  n 
A  little  while ;  then  tmeS  im  Jiead  any 
Speechless,— and,  utting  down  upon  «  ^ti 
Wept  bitterly.    I  wist  not  what  to  do, 
Nor  bow  to  spe&k  to  her.     Poor  Wretch  I 
She  rose  from  off  her  seat,  and  IheOf — 0  S 
I  cannot  ttU  how  she  pronounoMl  my  nsn 
With  fervent  love,  and  with  a  Iboe  of  grid 
Contterably  belplem,  and  a  look 
That  aeemed  to  cling  cpon  me,  she  enqmr 
If  I  had  aeon  her  husband.     As  she  tpitt 
A  strange  surprise  and  fear  came  to  toy  li 
Nor  bad  I  power  to  answer  ere  she  told 
That  he  had  disappeared — not  two  month 
He  left  his  boose:  two  wretched  daj^  iai 
And  on  the  third,  as  wistfully  she  rsiaed 
Her  head  from  off  her  piilow,  to  look  fort 
Like  one  in  trouble,  for  retnming  bgfal. 
Within  her  chamberH^Sfiement  she  esjued 
A  folded  paper,  lying  as  if  placed 
To  meet  her  waking  eyes-     This  tnmblii 
She  opened — found  no  writing,  but  bebel 
Pieces  of  money  carefully  endosed. 
Silver  uti  gold.    ■  I  shnddered  at  the  Bf 
Said  Margaret,  *  for  I  ksewit  wMsbishs 
Tliat  must  have  placed  it  there  ;  and  en 
Was  ended,  tliat  long  anxioua  day,  I  leu 
From  one  who  by  my  husband  had  beeo 
With  the  sad  news,  that  he  had  joined  a 
Of  soldiera,  giung  Ut  a  distant  land. 
— Ho  left  mo  tlius — bo  could  not  gather 
To  take  a  farewell  of  ne ;  for  he  hand 
That  I  should  follow  with  my  baU^aod 
Beneath  the  miseiy  of  that  wandetjng  li 

Thiii  (ale  did  Margaret  tell  with  nun) 
And,  wfairD  she  ended,  I  lud  litlla  power 
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ber  eooifiBrt,  and  was  gbd  to  take 

rds  of  hope  from  her  o  vn  moatfa  as  aerred 

ashodL    But  long  ««  had  not  talked 
mnh  up  a  pile  of  better  thou^its, 
1  a  bri^iter  eje  she  looked  aroond 

had  been  ■>»^M'"g  tears  of  joy. 
■d. — Tvaa  the  time  of  early  qning ; 
'  busy  witfi  her  garden  toob; 

remember,  o*er  tiiat  fence  she  looked. 
He  I  paeed  along  the  foot-way  path, 
it,  and  aent  a  Ueasing  after  me, 
der  eheerfblnesB,  and  with  a  Toice 
ned  the  raj  soond  of  happy  thoughts. 

1  o'er  many  a  hill  and  many  a  dale, 
accustomed  load ;  in  heat  and  cold, 
many  a  wood  and  many  an  open  groond, 
Ine  and  in  shade,  in  wet  and  fiur, 
;  or  bhdie  of  heart,  as  might  befal ; 
companions  now  the  driving  winds, 
r  the  *  trotting  brooks'  and  whispering 


the  mnsic  of  my  own  sad  steps, 
any  a    short-lived  thought  that  passed 
!tween, 
ppeared. 

I  journeyed  back  tiiis  way, 

the  warmth  of  midsummer,  the  wheat 
3W ;  and  the  soft  and  bladed  grass, 
;  afinesh,  had  o*er  the  hay-field  spread 
r  verdure.    At  the  door  arrived, 
lat  she  was  absent    In  the  shade, 
>w  we  sit,  I  waited  her  return, 
ge,  then  a  cheerful  object,  wore 
nary  look,— only,  it  seemed, 
ysuckle,  crowding  round  the  porch, 
im  in  heavier  tufts ;  and  that  bright  weed, 
w  stone-crop,  suffered  to  take  root 
J  window's  edge,  profusely  grew 
the  lower  panes.    I  turned  aside, 
led  into  her  garden.    It  appeared 
hind  the  season,  and  had  lost 
of  neatness.     Daisy-flowers  and  thrift 
:en  their  trim  border-lines,  and  straggled 
s  they  used  to  deck :  carnations,  once 
r  siu*pas6ing  beauty,  and  no  less 
leculiar  pains  they  had  required, 
their  languid  heads,  wanting  support, 
trous  bind- weed,  with  its  wreaths  and  bells, 
cd  about  her  two  small  rows  of  peas, 
ged  them  to  the  earth. 

Ere  this  an  hour 
:ed. — Dock  I  turned  my  restless  steps ; 
;r  passed ;  and,  guessing  whom  I  sought. 


He  said  diaft  she  was  used  to  lamble  &r.— . 
Hie  SOB  was  amkingni  fewest;  umimcm 
I  sate  widi  sad  in^atieBce    Trmn  iriilsB 
Her  solitary  infimt  cried  ahMsd ; 
Then,  like  a  hbat  diaft  fies  away  seli^stiled. 
Hie  voiee  was  silent.    From  &e  benA  I  rose  ; 
But  neither  eoold  dBvert  nor  soothe  my  thm^H. 
The  spot,  thoqgh  fiur,  was  vciy  desolate — 
The  longer  I  remained,  more  desolate: 
And,  looking  roond  me^  now  I  first  ofaserred 
The  comer  stones,  on  ehher  side  die  pordi. 
With  dull  red  stains  discoloured,  and  stack  oVr 
WiUi  tnfts  and  habs  of  wool,  as  if  die  dieep^ 
That  fed  upoa  the  Common,  thither  came 
Familiariy,  and  found  a  oonching-^place 
Even  at  her  threshold.    Deep«  shadows  feU 
From  these  tall  dms;  the  eottage-dock  atni^ 

eight;— 
I  tamed,  and  saw  her  distant  a  iew  steps. 
Her  fiice  was  pale  and  thin — her  figure,  too, 
Was  changed.    As  she  unlocked  the  door,  she  sidd, 
*  It  grieves  me  yon  have  waited  here  so  long. 
But,  in  good  truth,  I  've  wandered  much  of  late ; 
And,  sometimes — to  my  shame  I  speak — liave  need 
Of  my  best  prayers  to  bring  me  back  again.' 
WhUe  on  the  board  she  spread  our  evening  meal^ 
She  told  me — interrupting  not  the  work 
Which  gave  employment  to  her  listless  handa— 
That  she  had  parted  with  her  elder  child ; 
To  a  kind  master  on  a  distant  farm 
Now  happily  apprenticed. — *  I  perceive 
You  look  at  me,  and  you  have  cause  ;  to-day 
I  have  been  travelling  far ;  and  many  days 
About  the  fields  I  wander,  knowing  this 
Only,  that  what  I  seek  I  cannot  find ; 
And  so  I  waste  my  time :  for  I  am  changed ; 
And  to  myself,'  said  she,  *  have  done  much  wrong 
And  to  this  helpless  infant.    I  have  slept 
Weeping,  and  weeping  have  I  waked ;  my  tears 
Have  flowed  as  if  my  body  were  not  such 
As  others  are ;  and  I  could  never  die. 
But  I  am  now  in  mind  and  in  my  heart 
More  easy ;  and  I  hope,'  said  she,  *  that  God 
Will  give  me  patience  to  endure  the  things 
Which  I  behold  at  home.' 

It  would  have  grieved 
Your  very  soul  to  see  her.    Sir,  I  feel 
The  story  linger  in  my  heart ;  I  fear 
'Tis  long  and  tedious ;  but  my  spirit  clings 
To  that  poor  Woman : — so  familiarly 
Do  I  perceive  her  manner,  and  her  look, 
And  presence ;  and  so  deeply  do  I  feel 
Her  goodness,  that,  not  seldom,  hi  my  walks 
A  momentary  trance  comes  over  me ; 
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mi-vlf  I  Bxin  to  mnw  on  One 
row  laiiJ  ludorp  ;  or  boruc  a**J, 


To  liunuui  life,  or  .wtnpthing  very  umr 

Tn  hanun  lirp,  trhea  he  ahull  oomo  if^in 

For  wbom  iliu  gufTcrod.    Ym,  it  wmiM  haie  ^ered 

Vour  vurj  bouI  to  »ee  ber :  erennore 

llercjeliik  drooped,  licrryesdomiinird  were  out; 

Aud,  what  the  at  her  tabic  garc  me  Toad, 


>tU»kBt 


llerr> 


lalo* 


Her  body  na  wbdnr^     In  every  act, 
I'Miaining  to  her  houw-afiUn,  appeared 
Tlis  oarpJcae  MiUuena  of  a  ihinking  mind 
.Srl^ocr-apied ;  la  whiub  all  ontward  thing! 
Am  like  no  idle  matter.    Still  she  lighed. 
But  ytt  no  motion  of  the  brrait  «u  cecn, 
No  beaviug  of  tbn  hevt.    While  hy  the  firo 
Wo  Mte  together,  aighs  came  on  my  ear, 
I  kaow  not  how,  and  liardly  whMico  they  enme. 

Ere  my  departnrr,  to  her  rare  I  gare. 
For  her  eon's  use,  some  toktrn*  of  n^rd, 
Wliioh  with  a  look  of  welcome  she  recnved  ; 
And  1  sxliorted  her  to  place  lier  trust 
In  God's  good  loie,  and  ecek  hia  help  by  pmyer. 
I  took  luy  stna",  and,  when  I  kissed  her  bohe, 
The  tears  stood  in  bcr  eyes.     I  left  her  then 
With  the  best  hope  uid  comfort  I  could  give : 
Slio  thanked  me  for  my  wisli  ;^-bat  for  my  hope 
It  seomed  ahe  did  not  Ibank  me. 

I  retmncd, 
And  look  my  rounds  niong  this  rood  again 
Wheu  on  ila  sunny  blink  tlie  primriBo  flower 
pMpcd  forth,  to  give  an  earnest  of  the  Spring. 
I  found  her  sad  and  drooping;  she  hod  learntd 
No  tidings  of  her  husband  ;  if  he  lived. 
She  knew  not  (hat  he  lived ;  if  be  ivere  dead. 
She  knew  not  he  was  dead.     She  seemed  tlie  snmQ 
In  ponuiQ  and  appearance ;  bat  her  house 
ik-apoka  a  Bleepy  hand  of  negligence ; 
The  floor  was  neillier  dry  nor  neat,  tlia  hearth 
Was  comfortJLiv,  cmd  her  small  lot  of  books, 
Which,  in  tlie  coltage-windnw,  heretofore 
Had  been  piled  up  against  the  comer  panes 
In  feemly  order,  now,  with  straggling  leavta 
Lay  scattered  hero  and  there,  open  or  shut. 
As  they  hail  cluuiced  to  fall.    Her  infant  Babe 
Had  from  its  Mother  caoght  tlio  tricL  of  grief, 
And  sighed  among  its  playthings.    I  withdrew. 
And  once  again  entering  the  garden  saw, 
More  plainly  still,  that  poverty  and  grief 
Were  now  come  nearer  to  lier:  weed*  lefaeed 
The  liaidBned  soil,  and  knota  of  withered  grasB : 
Mo  ridges  tliere  appeared  of  clear  bhkck  mold. 


No  winter  {^nentiesa;  of  her  herbs  and  Sowi 
It  seemed  the  better  put  were  gnawed  n-nj 
Or  tmmpled  into  nrth  ;  a  diun  of  stnw, 
Which  had  been  twined  about  the  slender  st 
Of  a  young  apple-tree,  lay  at  its  rwt ; 
Tlie  hark  was  nibbled  round  by  tmaal  sheep 
— Margaret  stood  near,  her  infant  in  her  sr 
And,  noting  that  mj  eye  %ts  on  the  irw, 
$aie  said, '  1  fear  it  will  be  dead  and  gone 
Etc  Robert  come  sgwn.'    When  lo  the  Ho 
Wc  had  relumed  together,  she  enqoiied 
If  I  had  any  hope :— but  for  her  babe 
And  for  her  little  orphan  boy,  tJie  aud. 
She  hod  no  wish  to  live,  that  she  must  die 
or  sorrow.     Yet  I  saw  the  idle  loom 
Still  in  ils  fUix ;  bis  Sunday  garments  hiaij 
Ujion  the  aelf-Mune  nail ;  his  very  staff 
Stood  tutdistorbcd  bcliind  the  door. 

And 
III  blcnk  December,  I  retraced  tliis  way. 
She  told  roe  that  her  lilllo  babe  was  dead. 
And  ahe  waa  left  alone.     She  now,  retcaiad 
From  her  maternal  cans,  bad  taken  np 
Tbe  employment  common  through  Ilicu  vi 

By  spinning  hemp,  a  pittance  for  bervlf ; 
And  for  this  end  had  hired  a  neighbonr's  I 
To  give  her  needful  help.  That  very  timt 
Most  willingly  she  put  ber  work  ande, 
And  walked  with  me  along  Ihe  Bdry  road. 
Heedless  how  fiu' ;  and,  in  such  pileooi  M 
Timt  any  heart  hod  ached  to  hear  her,  bq 
Tliat,  wl'ieresoe'er  I  went,  I  still  huuIiI  mI 
For  liim  whom  she  Inid  lost.  We  parted 
Out  final  portiog ;  f(ir  from  tliat  time  foril 
Did  mony  seasons  posa  ere  I  returned 
Into  tliis  tract  aguin. 

Nina  tedious  yean 
From  their  first  reparation,  nine  long  yai 
She  lingered  in  unquiet  widowhood  ; 
A  Wife  and  Widow.  Needs  must  it  han 
A  sore  heart- was  ting  I  I  have  beard,  mj 
That  in  yon  arbour  oflenUmea  die  sale 
Alone,  ihrongh  half  the  vacant  sabbath  it 
And,  if  a  dog  passed  by,  slie  still  would  qi 
The  elmde,  and  look  abroad.  On  tliis  old 
For  hours  she  sate ;  and  OTennore  her  ey 
Was  busy  in  the  disUuice,  diaplng  llilo^ 
That  made  her  heart  beat  quick.  You  fiCC  t 
Now  faintg^tbe  grass  liae  crept  o'er  its  gi 
There,  to  and  feo,  ahe  paced  throixgli  moq 
Of  tlie  warm  summer,  from  a  bell  of  liem 
TlislgirtherwoisI.Eiiiuningtlic  long-draw 
With  backward  stepa.     Yet  ever  as  there 
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hose  gaimeuH  dboved 

cliild  vfao  mte  to 
om  his  task;  ands 
nv  a  f<and  qmuiij  ; 
resenoe  ^ff^fc  oo 
twa: 


the  Bol£er's  rod^ 


^» 


fcy. 


Aadlrr 


ft,  and  in  fail  fiwe  look 
pTy  iiy  from  au^ii 


Andalent 

TWoldllaa, 

•^  ilj  Fxiend ! 

ThepnpoKsof 

NcrmoRvoa&d 

Wboyiali 


tins,  x^sanod,  and  said, 
to  sacTonr  j«n  kavie  ^^'VMS 


Ib^v  craved  as  doe  to  One 

dis&casi,  had  frftoiiMs  fete 

ofpniTer;  and  )«aniMl,W]di 


Hm 

kcaj;  liar  be  vas  gone,  vboae  haad, 
■St  nqipiiig  of  October  &oity 
)  each  cfainky  and  with  frvdi  bands  of  strav 
ddiegreen-gniwiilbatcfa.  Andaosbefirod 
tiie  long  winter,  reddesi  aiad  alone; 
■  house  by  frost,  and  Ibav,  and  lain, 
»ed ;  and  while  she  slept,  the  mg^  J  dan^ 
her  breast;  and  in  tfaestomij  daj 
red  dothes  were  mlBed  by  the  wind, 
he  side  of  her  own  fire.    Yet  sdll 
I  this  wretched  ^M)t,  nor  woold  for  worids 
led  hence;  and  still  that  length  of  road, 
rade  bendi,  one  torturing  hope  endeared, 
ed  at  her  heart :  and  here,  my  Friend, — 
58  she  remained ;  and  here  she  died  ; 
lan  tenant  of  these  rained  walls  !** 

i  Man  ceased :  he  saw  that  I  was  mored ; 

.t  low  bench,  rising  instinctiTdy 

aside  in  weakness,  nor  had  power 

him  for  the  tale  which  he  had  told. 

nd  leaning  o'er  the  garden  wall 

[  that  Woman's  sufferings ;  and  it  seemed 

rt  me  while  with  a  brother's  loTe 

her  in  the  impotence  of  grief. 

ards  the  cottage  I  returned ;  and  traced 

[longh  with  an  interest  more  mOd, 

at  spirit  of  bmnanity 

nid  the  calm  oblivions  tendencies 

,  'mid  her  Dlants,and  weeds,  and  flowers, 


Fixed  on  die 

FVom  aonroes  deeper  £kr  dan  decfMSt  paia, 
Fortbemed^SafieKr.    ^liy  then  ^Kinld 
of  tbii^  with  aa  iinmy«^i|y  e««  ! 
in  die  eafan  earth,  asd  peace  isboMk 
I  w«B  venenber  that  Ibose  T«^  plnaes 
Thoae  weeds,and  tbe  b^  s^war^liwas  on  ibat  wd 
By  miatand  aiknt  iwn.drop8  aih«rod  oW, 
j  As  once  I  passed,  into  ay  heart  eonvered 
So  atin  an  imi^  of  tran^faiQi^, 
So  cahi  and  atai,  and  looked  so  beantJM 
Amid  the  imeasy  thoughts  wbicb  fiBed  n^  vnad, 
That  what  w«  fed  of  sonnow  and  de^nir 
From  min  and  from  diange,  and  afi  die  grief 
That  passing  diow«  of  Beu«  knT«  behind. 
Appeared  an  idle  dream,  tiiat  eoold  "*^^^ir, 
Nowbere,  dominion  o'er  the  enlightened  ipirit 
Whose  meditaliTe  smmathies  repose 


Upon  the  breast  of  Faidi.    I  tamed  awi^. 
And  walked  along  my  road  in  happiness*^ 

He  ceased.    Ere  long  the  son  dediniog  shot 
A  slant  and  mdlow  radiance,  which  began 
To  &11  upon  ns,  while,  beneath  the  trees, 
We  sate  on  that  low  bendi :  and  now  we  felt. 
Admonished  thus,  the  sweet  boor  coming  on. 
A  linnet  waibled  from  those  lofty  ehns, 
A  thmsh  sang  loud,  and  other  mdodies. 
At  distance  heard,  peojded  the  milder  air. 
The  old  Man  rose,  and,  with  a  sprightly  mien 
Of  hopelnl  preparation,  graqped  his  staff; 
Together  casting  then  a  farewell  look 
Upon  those  silent  walls,  we  left  the  shade ; 
And,  ere  the  stars  were  visible,  had  reached 
A  village-inn,— oar  evening  resting-place. 
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ABQUMENT. 


Md  Tlaw  of  s  ViUtf  Wiks-Wao^ 

araai,  of  lbs  \iliej  wblcta  Ii[>  Frimd  hid  Dbown  for 
bU  ntreat — Bound  of  tinflDg  ftom  IicIda— a  funentl 
procraion— Ducent    Into    tbe    Valloy— OUerTilloLi 

■II7  diKonred  [a  m  men  in  Ibe  ViiUe^— Meeling  wllb 
the  WindBTat'i  friend.  Iho  Sol  Itnr^— WandcTei'i  dacrip- 
Uon  of  thB  modD  of  bariol  In  tbi«  moimtolnoQi  dtaWot 
— 8olitai7  ooDlniaU  wiili  (hlt,Uist  of  tkt  iadliidiml 
curried  ■  few  mlaiiln  bcfoiB  fiom  the  cattige— The 
GotlJiie  entered — Dc«CTli>tloa  of  the  SolltHry's  KpBftraoil 

UiDfUDiinits!  BndUieeoUC4r]''9deurlptlunof  IfaacQin- 
panionafaLp  thajaffLird  bUD-^Accoont  of  the  dtjiarted 
]nmat«af  thoa]ltfli[«^I>«crlpU[inaf  a  grand lyartme 
oponlhl  mooDtubis.  with  lt>  effect  iwaa  flic  SoUtnrj'i 
mind — Lore  tb«  home. 

btiaga^yon'hov  rortunately  tated 

The  Hinitrel  I  mndering  on  from  hall  to  iaS, 

BATonial  court  of  loyal ;  cheered  with  gifts 

Miiiiitii:eQt,  aaH  love,  nni  Iftdies'  praise  ; 

V  mcpting  on  his  road  aa  amitd  kniglit, 

V  resting  with  a  pilgrim  by  Iho  aio 

Of  Ik  dear  brook  ; — Iwncath  ui  abbey's  roof 
I  evening  sninptuously  lodged ;  the  ncul, 

Humbly  in  a  religious  hospital ; 

Or  with  Eonie  rapiry  ouIIbwb  of  the  wood ; 

Or  huply  shrouded  in  a  Iiermit's  cell. 

Him,  sleeping  or  awake,  the  robber  Bpiircd ; 

He  walked — protected  from  the  sword  of  war 

By  virtue  of  that  sacred  instrument 

Ilia  biirp,  suspended  at  the  tmvellcr's  side  ; 

His  dear  companion  wlicresac'cr  bo  went 

Opening  from  land  to  land  an  easy  way 

By  melody,  and  by  (lie  elinrm  of  verse, 
not  the  noblest  of  tJiat  honoured  I!^ce 
w  hnppior,  loftier,  more  empnsaloned,  tboujhls 
m  bis  long  joumcyings  and  eventful  life, 

Than  Ibis  obscure  Itinerant  had  skill 

To  gather,  raufting  through  the  tamer  ground 

Of  tlicae  our  uiiimaginatlvo  days ; 

Both  vrhile  be  (rod  the  earth  in  humlilcst  guise 

AecQutred  with  Ills  burtlicnand  hia  staif ; 

And  now,  »hen  free  to  move  with  lighter  pace. 

What  wonder,  llicn,  if  I,  whose  favourite  scbool 
Hath  been  the  fields,  the  roads,  and  rotul  hmes. 


Looked  on  this  guide  irith  rerercDtial  hn' 
Eadi  witlt  the  other  pimsed,  ve  cow  pum 
Our  journey,  under  ^vouisbte  skies. 
Turn  whereaoe'er  we  would,  he  wis  a  lijhl 
UnfaiUng :  not  a  hamlet  could  we  pas\ 
Rarely  a  house,  that  did  not  yield  to  him 
Remeuibranees  ;  or  from  hia  tongoe  ckU  la 
Some  way-beguiling  tale;    Nor  las  n^ii 
Aeeompuiied  those  straina  of  apt  disnianB 
Which  natum's  vanutu  Dbjeets  might  in^ 
And  in  the  ulence  of  his  face  1  read 
His  overflowing  spirit.    Birds  and  bans 

And  (ho  mulolis]!  1I111I  Jiiwirn  mi  tl rri  111 

And  luumleas  repl&  colling  in  the  nm, 
And  goi^esot  insect  boveiing  in  the  air, 
Ths  fewl  domestic,  and  the  boniehalJ  ia^ 
1  a  bis  mpacious  mind,  be  loved  then  «I1 : 
Tliclr  rights  acknowled^g  he  fell  for  lH 
Oft  was  occasion  given  me  to  peroeire 
How  the  cnlm  pleasures  of  the  psMiicinj  tifl 
To  happy  coutemplatiaD  soothed  bis  stli ; 
How  the  poor  bmte's  conditicai,  forced  tan 
Ita  eotme  of  soffering  in  the  publte  rad. 
Sad  contrast  t  all  too  ofti'n  smolc  liif  heul 
With  unavuling  pity.     Rich  in  loio 
And  sweet  humanity,  he  wns,  itimHlf, 
To  the  degree  tliat  he  desired,  bcloTnL 
Smiles  of  good- will  finra  faces  tliat  he  kiifW 
Greeted  us  all  day  long  ;  we  took  our  isn 
By  many  a  cottigc-henrth,  where  he  reedTi 
The  welcome  of  an  Inmate  from  afar, 
And  I  at  once  forgot,  I  was  a  Strango". 
— Nor  BBS  he  loth  to  enter  nigged  huts. 
Huts  where  bis  charity  waa  blest ;  hit  Ton 
Heard  as  tlie  voice  of  an  expcnenad  trmi 


And,  Bomi 
With  hia 


ind,  unable  to  subdue 
Impalicuco  tlirough  inaplncsa  toperctirt 
General  distress  in  his  partjcular  lot ; 
Or  cherishing  resentment,  or  in  vain 
Struggling  against  it ;  with  a  sonl  papkiid 
And  finding  in  herself  no  Btcady  paws' 
To  draw  the  line  of  comfort  thai  divide* 
Calamity,  the  chaatisement  of  Ueaien, 
From  the  injustice  of  our  brother  men — 
To  him  appeal  wns  made  as  to  a  judge ; 
Who,  with  an  understanding  hetut,  aUa}^ 
Tlie  perturbation ;  hstcnod  to  the  plea ; 
Resolved  the  dubious  poiut ;  and  lenteDa  1 
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ided,  80  applied,  that  it  was  heard 
tened  ^rit|  even  when  it  condeiniied. 

Qteroooxse  I  witnessed,  while  we  roved, 

lis  choioe  directed,  now  as  mine ; 

with  eqnal  readiness  of  will, 

se  sabmitting  to  the  changefol  breeze 

cnt.    But  when  the  rising  son 

le  times  called  ns  to  renew  oar  walk, 

iw-traveller,  with  earnest  voice, 

thought  were  but  a  moment  old, 

(tbeolute  dominion  for  the  day. 

ed — and  he  led  me  toward  the  hills, 

gh  an  ample  vale,  with  higher  lulls 

I,  mountains  stem  and  desolate ; 

le  majesty  of  distance,  now 

od  to  our  ken  appearing  fair 

^  with  a£rial  softness  dad, 

itified  with  morning's  purple  beams. 

salthy,  the  luxurious,  by  the  stress 
!S8  roused,  or  pleasure,  ere  their  time, 
in  chariots,  or  provoke  the  hoofs 
itWMazs  they  bestride,  to  raise 
rth  the  dust  ofiiionii^^4ilB«riojcise; 
'f  if  blest  with  health  and  hearts  at  ease, 
c  not  their  enjoyment : — ^bnt  how  fiunt 
i  with  ours  I  who,  padng  side  by  side, 
ith  an  eye  of  leisure^  look  on  all 
beheld ;  and  lend  the  listening  sense 
grateful  sound  of  earth  and  air ; 
it  will — our  spirits  braced,  our  thoughts 
as  roses  in  the  thickets  blown, 
i  as  dew  bathing  their  crimson  leaves* 

slowly,  sun  I  that  we  may  journey  long, 
lark  hiU  protected  from  thy  beams  t 
be  summer  pilgrim's  frequent  wish ; 
dy  from  among  our  morning  tlioughts 
ased  away :  for,  toward  the  western  side 
"oad  vale,  casting  a  casual  glance, 
%  throng  of  people ; — ^wherefore  mett 
ites  of  mumc,  suddenly  let  loose 
irilled  ear,  and  flags  uprising,  yield 
inswer ;  they  proclaim  the  annual  Wake, 
le  bright  season  favours. — Tabor  and  pipe 
se  join  to  hasten  or  reprove 
urd  Rustic ;  and  repay  with  boons 
nent  a  party-coloured  knot, 
Tormed  upon  the  village-green. 
1  the  limits  of  the  shadow  cast 
road  hilly  glistened  upon  our  sight 
assemblage.    Round  them  and  abova^ 
rith  dark  recesses  interposed. 


Casement,  and  cottage-roof,  and  stems  of  trees 
Half-veiled  in  vapoury  doud,  the  aiver  steam 
Of  dews  fast  melting  on  thdr  leafy  boughs 
By  the  strong  sunbeams  smitten.    Like  a  mast 
Of  gold,  the  Maypole  shines ;  as  if  the  rays 
Of  morning,  aided  by  exhaling  dew. 
With  gladsome  influence  could  re-animate 
The  fikled  garlands  dangling  from  its  sides. 

Said  I,  ^  The  music  and  the  sprightly  scene 
Invite  us ;  shall  we  qmt  our  road,  and  join 
These  festive  matins !  "—He  replied,  ^  Not  loth 
To  linger  I  would  here  with  you  partake, 
Not  one  hour  merdy,  but  till  evening's  close, 
The  simple  pastimes  of  the  day  and  place. 
By  the  fleet  Bacers,  ere  the  sun  be  set, 
The  turf  of  yon  laige  pasture  will  be  skimmed ; 
There,  too,  the  lusty  Wrestlers  shall  contend : 
But  know  we  not  that  he,  who  intermits 
The  appointed  task  and  duties  of  the  day. 
Untunes  full  oft  the  pleasures  of  the  day ; 
Checking  the  finer  spirits  that  refuse 
To  flow,  when  purposes  are  lightly  changed  I 
A  length  of  journey  yet  remains  untraced : 
Let  us  proceed.'*    Then,  pointing  with  his  staff 


He  thus  imparted : — 

'^  In  a  ^ot  that  lies 
Among  yon  mountain  fastnesses  concealed. 
You  will  recdve,  before  the  hour  of  noon, 
Good  recompense,  I  hope,  for  this  day's  toil. 
From  light  of  One  who  lives  secluded  there^ 
Lonesome  and  lost :  of  whom,  and  whose  pSst  life, 
(Not  to  forestall  sudi  knowledge  as  may  be 
More  fiuthfully  collected  from  himself) 
This  brief  communication  shall  suffice. 

Though  now  sojourning  there,  he,  like  myself. 
Sprang  from  a  stock  of  lowly  parentage 
Among  the  wilds  of  Scotland,  in  a  tract 
Where  many  a  sheltered  and  well-tended  plant, 
Bears,  on  the  humblest  ground  of  social  life, 
Blossoms  of  piety  and  innocence. 
Such  grateful  promises  his  youth  displayed : 
And,  having  shown  in  study  forward  zeal. 
He  to  the  Ministry  was  duly  called ; 
And  straight,  indted  by  a  curious  mind 
Filled  with  vague  hopes,  he  undertook  the  chaxge 
Of  Chaplain  to  a  military  troop 
Cheered  by  the  Highland  bagpipe,  as  they  marched 
In  plaided  vest, — ^his  fellow-countrymen* 
This  office  filling,  yet  by  native  power 
And  force  of  native  inclination  made 
An  inteUectual  ruler  in  the  haunts 
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Or»>diil  vanity,  lie  n'alkod  tlio  worU, 
Gfty,  and  afibclins  gmceful  galaty ; 
Lax,  buojriuit — less  ■  pMlor  witli  his  floct 
'Diim  a  Boldier  among  eoldicra — lived  and  roomed 
Whero  Fortune  led  ; — and  Fortune,  who  oft  proTM 
Tlio  carelesa  waiiderer'B  friend,  to  liim  nude  linown 
A  hlooming  Lsdy — a  eonspicooufl  flower. 
Admired  far  Iwinity,  for  her  sweetness  praised ; 
Whom  he  had  sensibility  to  Id<^ 
AmIiitiOD  to  attempt,  and  skill  to  win. 

For  tbia  Ikir  Bride,  most  rich  in  gifts  of  mind. 
Nor  spBTingly  endoivod  willi  n-orldly  wealth. 
His  office  he  rplinquiahed ;  and  retired 
l''rom  the  world's  notice  to  a  rural  home. 
Youth's  season  j'et  with  hioi  was  scarcely  past. 
And  she  was  ia  youtli'e  prime.  How  free  Iheir  love, 
How  full  tfaeir  joy  !  'Till,  pitiable  doom  [ 
la  the  short  conrao  of  one  undreaded  year. 
Death  blasted  alL    Death  suddenly  o'erthrew 
Two  loTely  Children— all  that  they  possessed  I 
The  Mother  followed  : — miserably  bore 
The  one  Survivor  stood  ;  he  wept,  he  prayed 
For  hia  dismissal,  day  and  night,  eompcUed 
To  hold  comninaion  »ith  tlie  grave,  and  face 
With  paia  the  regions  of  eternity. 
An  nncomplwniag  iqiathy  displaced 
This  anguish  ;  and,  indifferent  to  delight, 

aim  and  purpose,  lie  cowsnmcJ  Ijis  days, 
I    To  private  interest  dead,  and  public  care. 
So  lived  he  ;  BO  he  might  have  died. 

But  now. 

To  the  wide  world's  aaloiiiahment,  appeiired 
A  glorious  opening,  tlie  unlooked-for  danti. 
That  promised  everlasting  joy  lo  France ! 
Her  voice  of  social  transport  reached  oven  him  ! 
Ha  broke  from  his  contracted  bounds,  repaired 
To  the  great  City,  an  emporium  then 
Of  golden  expectations,  and  receiving 
Freighla  every  day  from  a  new  world  of  hope. 
Thither  his  popular  talents  he  ti'ansferred ; 

1,  from  the  pulpit,  zealously  maintained 
The  cauBo  of  Christ  and  civil  liberty, 

one,  and  moving  to  one  glorious  end. 
Intoxicating  service !  I  might  say 
A  happy  service ;  for  he  was  sincere 
As  vanity  and  foudness  for  applause. 
And  new  and  shapeless  wishes,  would  allow. 

That  righteous  cause  (such  power  bath  freedom) 
bound, 
For  one  hostihly,  in  friendly  tcsgne, 
I    Elh^rcal  natures  and  the  worst  of  slaves ; 
'   Was  served  by  rival  advocates  that  came 


From  regions  oppoale  as  heaven  and  hell. 
One  Goura;^  seemed  to  animate  tliem  all : 
And,  from  the  dazzling  conquests  daily  gaitu^ 
By  thrar  aniled  efforts,  there  aroie 
A  proud  and  most  prcsuinpbioDS  eonfiddics 
Id  the  transcendent  wisdom  of  the  age. 
And  ber  discenuncnt ;  not  alone  in  rights, 
And  in  Ifao  origin  and  bounds  of  power 
Social  and  temporal ;  bat  in  laws  divine, 
Deduced  by  reason,  or  to  faith  revealed. 
An  overweening  tmst  was  ntiaed  ;  and  fear 
Cast  oat,  ahko  of  penon  and  of  thing. 
ringDD  fivm  this  umon  spread,  wbcee  sobUll 
The  strongest  did  not  easljr  escape ; 
And  He,  what  wonder '.  took  a  mortal  tunt. 
How  shall  t  trace  the  change,  how  bear  to  ti 
That  he  broke  laith  with  them  whom  be  had  1 
In  eanli's  dark  chambers,  with  a  Christiia'sl 
An  iniidcl  contempt  of  holy  writ 
Stole  by  degrees  apon  his  mind ;  and  beott 
Life,  like  that  Roman  Janus,  douUe-^Md; 
Vilest  hypocrisy— tlie  langhtng,  gay 
Hypocrisy,  not  leagued  with  fear,  but  priic 
Smooth  words  be  bad  to  wheedle  nmpb  nnlll 
But,  for  disciples  of  the  inner  sdiool, 
Old  freedom  was  old  servitude,  and  Ibey 
The  (risen  whose  opiniaiis  stooped  Ae  kiM 
To  known  restrunls ;  and  who  most  bddl;  IM 
Hopeful  prognostication 5  from  a  creod, 
Tluil,  m  the  ligUt  of  false  pliilmopliy, 
^>Jlread  like  a  hain  round  a  misty  mwo, 
Widening  its  circle  as  the  storms  idvance. 

Ilia  sacred  functiDn  was  at  Ituglli  rennisad: 
j\nd  every  day  and  every  plara  cnjojfrd 
Tlio  mialioctlcd  layraon'a  natural  liberty ; 
.'Speech,  manners,  morals,  all  without  diigme- 
I  do  not  wish  lo  wrong  him  ;  thoogh  Ihe  nnfl 
Of  private  life  licentiously  displayed 
Vnludlowed  actions — planted  like  a  cross 
insolent  aspiring  brow 


i  open  »gni 
(If  prejudice  subdued — sliD  he  relaiaed, 
'.Mid  much  abascraeQI,  what  lie  liad  r«ri"d 

Wherefore,  when  huinblffd  liberty  grew  wak, 
.ind  mortal  sickness  on  her  face  appeared, 
He  coloured  objects  to  his  own  dean 

t  with  a  lover's  pamiou.     Vet  his  moodi 
llf  pain  were  keen  as  those  of  better  mra, 
Nay  keener,  as  his  fortitude  was  less ; 
And  ho  cootinued,  when  worse  days  were  Mtt 
To  deal  about  his  pparkling  eloquence. 
Straggling  against  the  strange  reTerte  witti  H 


THE  SOLITARY. 


541 


hewed  Eke  happiness.    Bat,  in  despite 
this  outside  brftvery,  within, 
ither  felt  encouragement  nor  hope : 
oral  dignity,  and  strength  of  mind, 
wanting ;  and  simplicity  of  life ; 
sverence  for  himself;  and,  last  and  best, 
ing  thoughts,  through  love  and  fear  of  Him 
whose  sight  the  troubles  of  this  worid 
lin,  as  billows  in  a  tossing  sea. 

g^oiy  of  the  times  fading  away-^ 
lendor,  which  had  given  a  festal  air 
-importance,  hallowed  it,  and  veiled 
his  own  mght — this  gone,  he  forfeited 
•  in  human  nature ;  was  consumed, 
sxed,  and  chafed,  by  levity  and  scorn, 
uitlesB  indignation ;  galled  by  pride ; 
lesperate  by  contempt  of  men  who  throve 
his  sight  in  poVer  or  fame,  and  won, 
it  desert,  what  he  desired ;  weak  men, 
iak  eren  for  his  envy  or  his  hate ! 
Dted  thusy  after  a  wandering  course 
ontent,  and  inwardly  opprest 
nalady — in  part,  I  fear,  provoked 
kriness  of  life — he  fixed  his  home, 
her  say,  sate  down  by  very  chance, 
;  these  rugged  hills ;  where  now  he  dwells, 
istes  the  sad  remainder  of  his  hours, 
1  in  a  self-indulging  spleen,  that  wants  not 
1  voluptuousness ; — on  this  resolved, 
his  content,  that  he  will  live  and  die 
ten, — at  safe  distance  from  'a  world 
>ving  to  his  mind.' " 

These  serious  words 
the  preparatory  notices 
•rved  my  Fellow-traveller  to  beguile 
^y,  while  we  advanced  up  that  wide  vale, 
mg  now  (as  if  his  quest  had  been 
ecret  of  the  mountains,  cavern,  fall 
ir,  or  some  lofty  eminence, 
aed  for  splendid  prospect  far  and  wide) 
Jed,  without  a  track  to  ease  our  steps, 
>  ascent ;  and  reached  a  dreary  plain, 
tumultuous  waste  of  huge  hill  tops 
us ;  savage  region !  which  I  paced 
ted :  when,  all  at  once,  behold ! 
h  our  feet,  a  little  lowly  vale, 
r  vale,  and  yet  uplifted  high 
the  mountiuns ;  even  as  tf  the  spot 
en  from  eldest  time  by  wish  of  theirs 
ed,  to  be  shut  out  from  all  the  world  ! 
s  it  was  in  shape,  deep  as  an  urn ; 
ocks  encompassed,  save  that  to  the  south 
te  small  openingj  where  a  heath-clad  ridge 


Supplied  a  boundary  less  abrupt  and  close ; 
A  quiet  treeless  nook,  with  two  green  fields, 
A  liquid  pool  that  glittered  in  the  sun. 
And  one  bare  dwelling ;  one  abode,  no  more  I 
It  seemed  the  home  of  poverty  and  toil. 
Though  not  of  want :  the  little  fields,  made  green 
By  husbandry  of  many  thrifty  years. 
Paid  cheerful  tribute  to  the  moorland  house. 
— There  crows  the  cock,  single  in  his  domain : 
The  small  birds  find  in  spring  no  thicket  there 
To  shroud  them;  only  from  the  neighbouring  vales 
The  cuckoo,  stragglmg  up  to  the  hill  tops, 
Shouteth  fiftint  tidings  of  some  gladder  place. 

Ah !  what  a  sweet  Recess,  thought  I,  is  here ! 
Instantly  throwing  down  my  limbs  at  ease 
Upon  a  bed  of  heaUi ; — full  many  a  spot 
Of  hidden  beauty  have  I  chanced  to  espy 
Among  the  mountains ;  never  one  like  this ; 
So  lonesome,  and  so  perfectly  secui*e ; 
Not  melancholy — no,  for  it  is  green, 
And  bright,  and  fertile,  furnished  iu  itself 
With  the  few  needful  tilings  that  life  requires. 
— In  rugged  arms  how  softly  does  it  lie. 
How  tenderly  protected !    Far  and  near 
We  have  an  image  of  the  pristine  earthy 
The  planet  in  its  nakedness :  were  this 
Man's  only  dwelling,  sole  appointed  seat. 
First,  last,  and  an^  in  the  breathing  world. 
It  could  not  be  more  quiet :  peace  is  here 
Or  nowhere ;  days  unruffled  by  the  gide 
Of  public  news  or  private ;  years  that  pass 
Forgetfully ;  uncalled  upon  to  pay 
The  common  penalties  of  mortal  life. 
Sickness^  or  accident,  or  grief,  or  pain. 

On  these  and  kindred  thoughts  intent  I  lay 
In  silence  musing  by  my  Comrade's  side. 
He  also  alent ;  when  from  out  the  heart 
Of  that  profound  abyss  a  solemn  voice, 
Or  several  voices  in  one  solemn  sound. 
Was  heard  ascending ;  mournful,  deep,  and  slow 
The  cadence,  as  of  psalms— a  funeral  dirge ! 
We  listened,  looking  down  upon  the  hut. 
But  seeing  no  one  :  meanwliilc  from  below 
The  strain  continued,  spiritual  as  before ; 
And  now  distinctly  could  I  recognise 
These  words : — *  Shctll  in  Ou  grave  thy  love  he  hnown^ 
In  death  thy  faithfulness  f '— «  God  rest  his  soul  1" 
Said  the  old  man,  abruptly  breakmg  silence^ — 
<<  He  is  departed,  and  finds  peace  at  last  1 " 

This  scarcely  spoken,  and  those  holy  strains 
Not  ceasing,  forth  appeared  in  idew  a  band 
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Of  rurfic  pcrsoDB,  fi-om  bfliiiiil  the  hut 

Bearing  a.  coffin  in  the  roidst,  vrilh  which 

Tlief  shaped  their  course  Blong  the  doping  ude 

Of  Ihat  amall  valley,  singing  m  tlipy  moved ; 

A  Boher  coEDpany  and  few,  the  men 

DBre-beaded,  and  aU  Jecently  attired ! 

Some  siepH  whca  they  bad  thiu  advanced,  the 

Ended ;  and,  from  the  Btillneaa  that  ensued 
RecoveriDg,  to  my  Friend  1  aaid,  "  Yoil  spake, 
MeUionglit,  with  apprehension  that  llieso  rites 
Are  pojd  to  Ilini  upon  wliose  shy  retreat 
This  day  we  pmpoaed  to  intrude." — "  I  did  bo. 
Bat  let  us  hence,  that  we  may  team  the  truth : 
Perhaps  it  is  not  he  liut  soma  one  else 
For  whom  this  pions  service  is  jiorfonned ; 
Some  otlicr  tenant  of  the  solitude" 

k),  to  a  steep  and  difficult  descent 
Tmsting  ourselves,  we  vound  from  crag  to  crag, 
Where  pacHigo  could  be  won  ;  and,  as  the  last 
Of  the  mate  train,  behind  tho  hcalhy  top 
Of  that  olF-slaping  outlet,  disappeared, 
1,  more  impatient  in  my  downward  course, 
llad  landed  upou  easy  gromid  ;  and  there 
Stood  waiting  formy  Comrade.    When  behold 
An  ot^eut  that  enticed  my  steps  aside  I 
.\  narrow,  windiuR,  entry  opened  (put 

I'.nclosed  between  an  upright  mass  of  rock 
And  one  old  moss-grown  wall ; — a  cool  recess, 
And  fanciful  I  For  whore  the  rock  and  wall 
Mel  in  an  angle,  bang  a  penthouse,  framed 
By  thmslinc  two  rude  staves  into  the  wall 

:     And  Dverhii-ing  tlicm  nitli  mountain  sods ; 

j    To  weather-fend  a  litUe  turf.buiJt  seat 

I    Whereon  ■  full-grown  man  might  rest,  nor  dread 
The  burning  sunsliine,  or  a  transient  shower ; 

,    Hut  the  nholc  pUinly  wroit^htby  childi'su'slinnds! 

I    Whose  skill  had  Ilironged  (lie  floor  with  a  proud 

J    Of  baby-bouses,  curiously  arranged ; 

!     Nor  wanting  omamcDt  of  walks  between. 
With  mhnic  trees  inserted  in  tho  turf, 
And  gardens  interposed.    Pleased  with  the  sight, 
1  could  not  choose  but  beckon  to  my  Guide, 
Who,  entering,  round  him  tlirev  a  careless  glance, 

'    Impatient  to  pass  on,  when  1  exclaimed, 

I    "Lot  what  is  berel"  and,  stooping  down,  drew 

!  forth 

A  book,  that,  in  the  midst  of  stones  and  moss 
And  wreck  of  party-coloured  eartben-ware, 
Aptly  disposed,  had  lent  its  help  to  raise 
One  of  Ihoae  petty  Etnicturea.  "  His  it  must  be !" 
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Eichimed  tho  Wanderer,  ■■  raimot  bot  be  hit. 
And  he  is  gone  1 "    The  book,  wfaicb  in  my  bat 
Hod  opened  of  itself  [for  it  was  svoln 
With  searching  damp,  and  seemingly  had  lain 
To  the  injuriooB  elemenla  citposed 
From  week  to  week,)  I  foimd  In  be  a  work 
In  the  French  tongne,  a  Novel  of  Voltaiiv, 
His  famoos  Optimist     "  Unhappy  Man! " 
Exclaimed  my  Friend;  "here  then  has  bc«n  to  1 
Retreat  within  retreat,  a  sheltering-i*aoB 
Within  how  deep  a  shelter  1  He  had  fits, 
Even  to  the  last,  of  genuine  Imdemeia, 
And  loved  the  bumts  of  cbildrem:  here,  no  da 
Pleasing  and  pleased,  be  shared  their  nmplespt 
Or  Bate  rompamonless  ;  and  here  the  book. 
Left  and  forgotten  in  Us  careless  way. 
Must  by  the  cotlage-cbildrtn  have  been  foBDi: 
Heaven  bless  them,  and  their  inconiidetMe  «■ 
To  wfaat  odd  purpose  have  the  dai^ngs  toned 
This  sad  memorial  of  th^  haplete  (Hend ! " 

"Me,"  said  I,  "most  doth  it  surpriie, to fiij 
Such  book  in  such  a  phice  1 " — "  A  book  it  ii,* 
He  answered, "  to  the  Person  aniled  wdl, 
Tliougfa  little  Baited  to  Enrroimding  thingt : 
'Tis  strange,  I  gi>nt ;  and  strangar  (im  had  kfl 
To  see  the  Man  who  owned  it,  dwdSng  here, 
Wiih  one  poor  shepherd,  far  from  all  Uw^ur'.J'- 
I  Now,  if  our  errand  hath  l>ecn  thrown  awaif, 
I  As  from  these  intimations  I  forebode, 
Grieved  shall  I  be — less  for  my  sake  Ihaa  jnH, 
And  least  of  all  for  him  who  is  no  more." 

By  tliis,  the  book  n-as  in  the  old  Maa'i  baad; 

An  eye  of  seom :— "  The  lover,"  said  be, "  iw"" 
To  love  when  hope   hatli   failed  him — whoB  • 

depth 
Of  privacy  is  deep  enough  to  hide. 
Hath  yet  his  bracelet  or  his  lock  of  hair, 
And  that  is  joy  to  him.     When  chaitge  rf  timi 
Hath  summoned  kings  to  scaSuM*,  do  bet  gin 
The  faithful  servant,  who  must  hide  hi*  bead 
Henceforth  in  whatsoever  nook  be  may 
A  kerchief  sprinkled  with  his  master's  blmd, 
And  ho  loo  hath  his  comforter.     How  poor, 
Beyond  all  poverty  how  destitute. 
Must  that  Man  have  been  left,  who,  hither  dn*> 
Flying  or  Eoeking,  could  yet  bring  with  him 
No  dearer  relique,  and  no  better  stay, 
Tlian  this  dull  product  of  a  scoffer's  pen. 
Impure  conccdts  discharging  from  a  beiM 
Hardened  bj  impious  pride! — 1  tlid  not  far 
To  tax  yon  with  this  journey ; " — mildly  SiM 
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menble  Friend^  aa  forth  we  8tq>ped 
be  presence  of  the  cheerful  light — 
I  haye  knowledge  that  you  do  not  shrink 
moving  spectacles ;— bat  let  us  on." 

ipeaking,  on  he  went,  and  at  the  word 

wed,  till  he  made  a  sadden  stand : 

ill  in  view,  approaching  through  a  gate 

ipened  from  the  endosore  of  green  fields 

le  rough  uncultivated  ground, 

1  the  Man  whom  he  had  fancied  dead  I 

r  firom  his  deportment,  mien,  and  dress, 

t  coold  be  no  other;  a  pale  face, 

gre  person,  tall,  and  in  a  garb 

istio—dnll  and  fiEtded  like  himself! 

r  us  not,  though  distant  but  few  steps  ; 

>  WIS  busy,  dealing,  from  a  store 

»  broad  leaf  carried,  choicest  strings 

ripe  cmrants ;  gift  by  which  he  strove, 

ntennixtare  of  endearing  words, 

the  a  Child,  who  walked  beside  him,  weeping 

isconsolate. — ^They  to  the  grave 

aring  him,  my  Little-one,"  he  said, 

e  dark  pit ;  but  he  will  feel  no  pain; 

ly  is  at  rest,  his  soul  in  heaven." 

9  mig^t  have  followed — but  my  honoured 

Friend 

in  upon  the  Speaker  with  a  frank 

fdial  greeting. — Vivid  was  the  light 

idled  and  sparkled  frcm  the  other's  eyes ; 

I  all  fire :  no  shadow  on  his  brow 

led,  nor  sign  of  sickness  on  his  face. 

joined  he  with  his  Visitant, — a  grasp, 

er  grasp ;  and  many  moments'  space — 

the  first  ^ow  of  pleasure  was  no  more, 

f  the  sad  appearance  which  at  once 

nisfaed,  nmch  was  come  and  coming  back — 

cable  smile  retained  the  life 

it  had  nnexpectedly  received, 

is  hoDow  dieek.    ^  How  kind,"  he  said, 

oold  your  coming  have  been  better  timed; 

B,  yoa  see,  is  in  our  narrow  world 

it  sorrow.    I  have  here  a  charge" — 

leaking  thus,  he  patted  tenderiy 

i4Niznt  forehead  of  the  weeping  child — 

e  mourner,  whom  it  is  my  task 

fort ; — but  how  came  ye  t — ^if  yon  track 

.  doth  at  once  befriend  us  and  betray) 

ted  hither  your  most  welcome  feet, 

d  not  miss  the  fimeral  train — they  yet 

learoely  disappeared."     <<Thi8   blooming 

aiiki,* 

I  old  llaii|  *is  of  an  age  to  weep 


At  any  grave  or  solenm  spectacle, 

Inly  distressed  or  overpowered  with  awe^ 

He  knows  not  wherefore ;— but  the  boy  to-day. 

Perhaps  is  shedding  orphan's  tears ;  you  also 

Must  have  sustained  a  loss." — ^  The  hand  of  Death," 

He  answered,  ''has  been  here ;  but  could  not  well 

Have  fallen  more  lightly,  if  it  had  not  fallen 

Upon  myself." — The  oUier  left  these  words 

Unnoticed,  thus  continuing. — 

^From  yon  crag, 
Down  whose  steep  sides  we  dropped  into  the  vale, 
We  heard  the  hynm  they  sang— a  solemn  sound 
Heard  any  where ;  but  in  a  pUoe  like  this 
'Tis  more  than  human  I    Many  precious  rites 
And  customs  of  our  rural  ancestry 
Are  gone,  or  stealing  from  us ;  this,  I  hope, 
Will  hat  for  ever.    Oft  on  my  way  have  I 
Stood  still,  though  but  a  casual  passenger. 
So  much  I  felt  the  awfulness  of  life. 
In  that  one  moment  when  the  corse  is  lifted 
In  silence,  with  a  hush  of  decency; 
Then  from  the  threshold  moves  with  song  of  peace. 
And  confidential  yearnings,  tow'rds  its  home. 
Its  final  home  on  earth.    What  traveller — ^who — 
(How  far  soe'er  a  stranger)  does  not  own 
The  bond  of  brotherhood,  when  he  sees  them  go, 
A  mute  procession  on  the  houseless  road ; 
Or  passing  by  some  single  tenement 
Or  clustered  dwellings,  where  again  they  nuse 
The  monitory  voice  I    But  most  of  all 
It  touches,  it  confirms,  and  elevates, 
Then,  when  the  body,  soon  to  be  consigned 
Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  bequeathed  to  dust, 
Is  raised  from  the  church-aisle,  and  forward  borne 
Upon  the  shoulders  of  the  next  in  love. 
The  nearest  in  afibetion  or  in  blood ; 
Yea,  by  the  very  mourners  who  had  knelt 
Beside  the  co£Bn,  resting  on  its  lid 
In  silent  grief  their  unuplifted  heads. 
And  heard  meanwhile  the  Psalmist's  mournful 

plaint, 
And  that  most  awful  scripture  which  declares 
We  sliall  not  sleep,  but  we  shall  all  be  changed  t 
— Have  I  not  seen — ^ye  likewise  may  have  seen— 
Son,  husband,  brothers— brothers  side  by  side, 
And  son  and  father  also  side  by  side. 
Rise  from  that  posture : — and  in  concert  move, 
On  the  green  turf  following  the  vested  Priest^ 
Four  dear  supporters  of  one  lenseleas  weight. 
From  which  they  do  not  shrink,  and  under  which 
They  faint  not,  but  advance  towards  the  open  grave 
Step  after  step— together,  with  their  firm 
Unhidden  fifu;es:  he  that  suffers  most. 
He  outwardly,  and  inwardly  periiaps, 


■ 

^^^ 

»M                                                           THE  EXCOBSION. 

Bad  mbnoM  a  foHiiddhig  naki 

Oht  blot  mttwjvhoUvewid  die  liUtlicK, 

Leas  air,  1  gnmt,  even  paiaP 

Land  *ith  »uch  lovF,  ud  «ilh   nch   aornm 

Than  it  appared  when  b«n 

„>™««1!" 

We  had  boked  dm-n  upon  it 
Ab  left  by  the  deported  comp 

"Tluil  poor  Mu  Wen  he«e  to-hj,"  replied 

Was  ulenl ;  nve  the  »litary 

The  SdlUry,  *vlli  >  funt  BUOTttie  Mmla* 

That  on  mine  ar  ticked  with 

Which  did  not  pl«K  mc,  "moat  l«  deemed,  I  fou-, 

Following  our  Guide,  we  don 

Of  ihc  unUat ;  f<jr  ho  will  »ure!y  unt 

Into  hi*  molber  MKh  without  owh  pcnap 

Whidi  wwino  aooner  eolered 

or  eri«r,  daput  trlthaU  owuiiin  gtviai 

Saidgaay.-TbUiamydom. 

D/  him  for  nicb  tmj  of  fortitiiilo. 

PuU  mnmly  viiitcn  halh  he  lit ed,  ud  mark  t 

I  lore  it  beUcr  than  a  mail  h 

ThU  i>unpl«  Child  <)U  moum  liin  axe  kbort  hour, 

But  now  ye  shall  be  feasted  w 

And  1  >Ji>ll  roia  Urn  ;  wwitf  IrilaU !  jrt. 

Thin  mniing,  ha  would  Ickio  the  sight  uf  men, 

So,  Willi  more  anJonr  than 

If  hvt  wirv  hiB  mil  claim  upon  their  a.n. 

Left  one  dav  imstre»  of  her  i 

Liko  a  rip.,  d.10  whid.  In  tlie  dc«n  f.lb 

He  went  about  his  hospitable 

WiihMii  «  hud  W  pMlicr  it" 

My  eyes  were  busy,  and  my  t 

At  IliU 

And  pleawd  I  looked  upon  m] 

Aa  if  to  thank  him  J  he  retim 

"  Cwi  it  be  th.»  ■n.oi.g  »  small  a  bnnd 

Cheered,  pliunly,  and  yet  aeiil 

A*  yt  miut  ti<!«l>  Iw  hero  r  ia  Rich  ■  place 

HadweaboGtusiacattered, 

And.  in  like  sort,  chair,  windt 

()f  B  departing  cloud."—"  'Tww  not  for  love  " 

With  books,  maps,  fcndls,  ^ 

Aiuircrcd  tlio  acU  Mm  with  t.  c»reles»  r(u«— 

flowers, 

"  Th«t  1  raune  hilher ;  neilhar  h»vc  I  toiind 

And  tnfls  of  mountain  moo. 

Among  aModfttm  who  h«vB  power  otipeeth, 

Lay  intermixed  with  sci^ia  fli 

Sor  in  sncli  other  converw  u  a  Iiero, 

Scribbled  with  vctae:  a  hsakt 

And  shattered  tdoeope,  togf) 

By  eobwehs,  stood  within  a  d| 

Tlieo,  upCBking  b  like  carelcES  sort,  lie  said 

And  im>mimtiiC9  of  mmio,  ata 

To  my  benign  Companion^-"  Pity  '!» 

Some  m  disgrace,  hung  dao^ 

Thit  fortune  did  not  gtiide  you  t»  this  bouM 

But  speedily  the  promise  waa; 

A  few  d»jB  earlier ;  then  wDuld  you  have  seen 

A  feast  before  us,  and  a  coni^ 

Inviting  us  in  glee  to  sit  and  i 

Tliat  Bcero*  by  Nature  hollowed  out  lo  be 

A  napkin,  while  as  foam  of  til 

By  which  it  had  been  blc^l 

board; 

And  was  itself  hiOf-eorcrcl  • 

And  idvocflle  of  bumble  Ufc,  I  now 

And  cakes  of  butirr  mrioush 

WiU  force  upon  his  notice ;  nndclcrrrd 

Butter  that  hod  imbibed  fra 

D;  the  eumple  of  hi*  own  pure  eou™-, 

A  golden  hue,  delicate  as  tha 

And  tlint  respect  *nd  defcrcECH  wluch  a  Mul 

Faintly  refiected  in  a  Imgoii 

May  fnivly  etolm,  by  niggard  age  enricbcd 

Nor  lacked,  for  niot«  delight 

In  wbftt  6ho  moit  doth  i-alue,  love  of  God 

Our  table,  smsU  parade  of  p 

And  lii«  frail  creataro  Man  ;-bul  je  shaU  hear. 

And  wbortle-betTicB  from  th 

I  talk-and  jo  are  standing  in  the  sun 

The  Oiild,  who  long  ere  this 

Was  now  a  help  to  his  late  e 

Quickly  had  he  isp->:.,-ii, 

And  moved,  a  willing  Page, 

And,  with  light  rteps  .till  quicker  tU«.  his  wo,.!., 

Ministcting  to  our  need. 

Led  toward  tlte  Cottage.    Homely  was  the  epol ; 
And,  to  my  feeling,  e.'o  we  n«d.ed  the  door. 

WIiHc  at  our  pastoral  baoqv 

M 

.^^^^f     '^  ^^ 
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I  the  window  of  that  little  cell^ 
aot^  ever  and  anon^  forbear 
;e  an  upward  look  on  two  Iiuge  Peaks, 
•m  some  other  vale  peered  into  this, 
lusty  twins,"  exclaimed  our  host,  <' if  here 
your  lot  to  dwell,  would  soon  become 
izcd  companions. — Many  are  the  notes 
in  his  tuneful  course,  the  wind  draws  fortli 
)ck8,  woods,  caveiTis,  heaths,  and  dasliing 
liorcs; 

1  those  lofty  brethren  bear  their  part 
ild  concert — chiefly  when  the  storm 
^h  ;  then  all  the  upper  air  they  fill 
uing  sound,  tliat  ceases  not  to  flow, 
3kc,  along  the  level  of  the  blast, 
y  current ;  theirs,  too,  is  the  song 
n  and  headlong  flood  that  seldom  fails ; 
the  grim  and  breathless  hour  of  noon, 
3  that  I  have  heard  them  echo  back 
ider's  greeting.     Nor  have  nature's  laws 
n  ungifted  with  a  power  to  yield 
'  finer  tone ;  a  harmony, 
»11  it,  though  it  be  the  hand 
e,  though  there  be  no  voice  ; — the  douds, 
;,  the  shadows,  light  of  golden  suns, 
of  moonlight,  all  come  thither — touch, 
e  an  answer — thither  come,  and  shape 
kge  not  unwelcome  to  sick  hearts 
spirits : — there  the  sun  himself, 
ilm  close  of  summer's  longest  day, 
{  substantial  orb ; — between  those  heights 
he  top  of  either  pinnacle, 
;nly  than  elsewhere  in  night's  blue  vault, 
Jie  stars,  as  of  their  station  proud. 
{  are  not  busier  in  the  mind  of  man 
mute  agents  stirring  there : — alone 
I  sit  and  watch. — " 

A  fall  of  voice, 
d  like  the  nightingale's  last  note, 
rccly  closed  this  high-wrought  strain  of 
Lpture 

inviting  smile  the  Wanderer  said : 
r  the  tale  with  which  you  threatened  ns ! " 
h  the  threat  escaped  me  unawares : 
le  tale  tire  you,  let  this  chaDenge  stand 
excuse.    Dissevered  from  mankind, 
lur  eyes  and  thoughts  we  must  have  seemed 
i  looked  down  upon  us  from  the  crag, 
(  mid  a  stormy  mountain  sea, 
lot  so  ;-  -perpetually  we  touch 
)  vulgar  ordinances  of  the  world  ; 
whom  this  our  cottage  hath  to-day 
shed,  Uvcd  dependent  for  his  bread 
i  laws  of  public  charity. 


The  Housewife,  tempted  by  such  slender  gains 

As  might  from  that  occasion  bo  distilled, 

Opened,  as  she  before  had  done  for  me, 

Her  doors  to  admit  this  homeless  Pensioner; 

The  portion  gave  of  coarse  but  wholesome  fare 

Which  appetite  required — a  blind  dull  nook. 

Such  as  she  Iiad,  tlie  hennd  of  liis  i*est  I 

This,  in  itself  not  ill,  would  yet  have  been 

111  borne  in  earlier  life ;  but  his  was  now 

The  still  contentedness  of  seventy  years. 

Calm  did  he  sit  under  the  wide-spread  tree 

Of  his  old  age ;  and  yet  less  cahn  and  meek, 

Winningly  meek  or  venerably  calm. 

Than  slow  and  torpid ;  paying  in  this  wise 

A  penalty,  if  penalty  it  were. 

For  spendthrift  feats,  excesses  of  his  prime. 

I  loved  the  old  Man,  for  I  pitied  him ! 

A  task  it  was,  I  own,  to  hold  discourse 

With  one  so  slow  in  gathering  np  his  thoughts. 

But  he  was  a  cheap  pleasure  to  my  eyes ; 

Mild,  inoffensive,  ready  in  hit  way. 

And  helpful  to  his  utmost  power :  and  there 

Our  housewife  knew  full  well  what  she  possessed ! 

He  was  her  vassal  of  all  labour,  tilled 

Her  garden,  from  the  pasture  fetched  her  kine ; 

And,  one  among  the  orderly  array 

Of  hay-makers,  beneath  the  burning  sun 

Maintained  his  place ;  or  heedfully  pursued 

His  course,  on  eiranda  bound,  to  other  vales. 

Leading  sometimes  an  inexperienced  child 

Too  young  for  any  profitable  task. 

So  moved  he  like  a  shadow  that  performed 

Substantial  service.    Mark  me  now,  and  learn 

For  what  reward ! — The  moon  her  monthly  round 

Hath  not  completed  since  our  dame,  the  queen 

Of  this  one  cottage  and  this  lonely  dale. 

Into  my  little  sanctuary  rushed — 

Voice  to  a  rueful  treble  humanized. 

And  features  in  deplorable  dismay. 

I  treat  the  matter  lightly,  but,  alas  I 

It  is  most  serious :  persevering  rain 

Had  fallen  in  torrents;  all  the  mountain  tope 

Were  hidden, and  black  vapours  coursed  their  sides; 

This  had  I  seen,  and  saw ;  but,  till  she  spake, 

Was  whoUy  ignorant  that  my  ancient  Friend — 

Who  at  her  bidding,  early  and  alone. 

Had  clomb  aloft  to  delve  the  moorland  torf 

For  winter  fuel — to  his  noontide  meal 

Returned  not,  and  now,  haply,  on  the  heights 

Lay  at  the  mercy  of  this  raging  storm. 

<  Tnhnmim  1* — said  I,  *  was  an  old  Man's  life 

Not  worth  the  trouble  of  a  thought! — alas ! 

This  notice  comes  too  late.'    With  joy  I  saw 

Her  husband  enter — from  a  distant  vale. 
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V«HDMlMliKig*tIi*r;  faand  the  UoIb 
~  d  velcnD  liftd  dnppcd, 

t  looLed  for  him  in  Taio. 

A  ol  llic  Uasl  or  Ebnwrr, 
t  OWD  t»Stty  drore  lu  bo  mo. 

I,  abo  «cep  finlc,  ^d,  I  «iU  cantoa, 
rtiE  muraml  I  ww  seated  bcM  alone, 
Uanour  mj  Main  ««11  villi  aume  few  nm-s 
n'hkh  u^T  sod  nacntniMit  ooold  not  drjr. 
U  eigbt  (ha  Man  codurcd ;  nad.  mkid  a*  bclp 
a!  been  ouUeeted  from  tho  ne^bbourins  nir, 
Wiih  Btoniiig  ira  rtarwed  our  qocat:  tliewiwl 

ibe  nin  abBiad,  bat  the  hilla 
lAy  atmodcd  ia  bapeaetn^le  mist ; 
Aad  kng  and  bopdcnly  nc  mnglit  io  run  ^ 
TID;  cfanaing  on  Ibat  loRf  riJgv  to  para 
A  bMp  «(  niio— «lmoit  witbout  walls 
AmA  whU^  witlwot  Tool  (tfao  blcMb^  retituiu 
Of  B  aaKll  <lw|>*li  wbvn,  in  •odisit  time, 
•>  londy  t»Ub)-»  nscd 
IV  nmrt  for  wonliip  on  that  centKl  beigbt}— 
Wf  Ibcre  npml  lira  ulijecl  of  onr  ae«reh. 
Lying  Ml  (brv«  put*  buried  tmoag  tufu 
(K  heuk-plul,  UDdor  and  above  hitn  tfUavn, 
To  balQe,  ■•  b«  n^t,  the  ^nxay  alonn : 
And  ttmv  we  fonnd  Inm  bivalbiDg  pno«*bly, 
Saag  as  a  duld  tbM  Iud«  iUcIf  In  Bport 
"mi  a  fCTt«n  hay-^ock  in  a  Brauy  field. 
We  »^B— be  made  replTi  bat  wantd  not  Btir 

;  Irse  fprini  wont  of  rower 
Than  appivhLnsioti  niid  bcnildtring  IhonghtB. 

So  ma  ho  lifRd  ^rentl;  from  the  groniid, 
Atid  irilh  ihi'ir  freight  homoward  thu  Bhei*erda 

TliiMugh  the  dull  miat,  I  foliowin^; — when  a  step, 
A  *inglc  step,  that  freed  me  from  the  flklrta 
Of  the  blind  Taponr,  opened  to  my  view 
Glory  licyond  all  glory  ercr  seen 
■  iy  waking  sriuc  or  by  the  dre«mins  «oul ! 
The  appcannee,  inBtaotnncously  discloaeJ, 
Was  of  a  mighty  dly — boldly  say 
A  wildettie»  ot  building,  rinking  fur 
And  «elf-»ilhdr»wu  into  a  bonndless  dcptji, 
Far  tinliii^  into  splendor — without  end  ! 
Pabric  it  seemed  of  diamond  and  of  gold, 
With  alabaster  domes,  and  alrer  spires, 
And  blatfag  terrace  upon  terrace,  high 
Uplifted ;  hem,  aereao  paTilions  bright. 
In  Bvenocs  di^ioaed  ;  there,  towers  begir  C 
With  LattlrDienls  tliat  on  tlieir  restless  froiiu 
Bore  stars — illumlnatiaa  of  all  gems  1 


By  earthly  ninuv  had  the  effect  been  wnmgb 
Upon  tbe  dark  niateri»U  of  the  storm 
PCowpadBcd;  OQ  [him,  andon  the  cijvei 
And  motmtiiiD'Steepa  and  snminiD,  Hiwretuiii 
The  vapcurs  had  receded,  talcing  there 
Their  alatioa  onder  a  cerelean  skr. 

an  nniinft^nsUe  agfat '. 
Clauds,  mists,  sUeams,  watery  roclis  and  cm 

Clauds  of  all  tincture,  rocks  and  sipphin-  ^k; 
ConfnsEd,  coiamingled,  mutually  inHatncd, 
U<dlen  together,  and  compc^ng  tlins. 
Each  Inst  In  each,  that  nurrclloua  arvt-j 
O!  temple,  paloer,  ciuuli^  and  huge 
Fantaiitic  pomp  of  etmct*iri>  without  niaac. 
In  fleecy  folds  volntninoo*,  cnwTnppei 
Right  in  the  midst,  whore  btrrspwe  appcw 
Of  open  court,  an  object  like  a  tlirone 
Under  a  diioing  canopy  of  state 
Stood  fixed ;  and  fined  rcsemblanees  wne  m 
To  implcroenla  of  ordinary  use, 

in  Bzs,  in  aubstnnce  glorified ; 
Such  as  by  Hebrew  Prophcta  wete  bdieU 
In  Timon — fiirms  uuccnlh  of  muaihlieat  pan 
Far  ailmiralion  and  mj-stcrious  awe. 
This  little  Vale,  a  dwelling-place  of  Uui, 
Lay  low  beneath  my  feet ;  'twas  Tisiblr — 
I  mv  not,  but  I  full  that  it  wns  thai. 
That  which  I  saif  was  the  revealed  abode 
Of  Spirits  in  beatitude ;  my  heart 
SwcQed  in  my  bretKt. — 'I  (utTO  been  i 

cried, 
'  And  now  I  liv.. !     Oil !  whcrcf.-rv  rio  I  Di 
And  with  that  ]iuQg  1  prayed  to  be  no  mai 
— But  1  forget  our  Cliarge,  aa  utterly 
I  then  forgot  him : — there  I  stood  and  gu 
Tlie  appaintiou  faded  not  away, 
And  I  descended, 

Baviug  readied  the  ho 
I  found  ila  rcscDcd  iumnte  safely  lodged. 
And  iu  serene  possession  of  himself, 
Bi^dc  a  fire  whose  genial  n-armlh  seemn 
By  a  faint  shining  from  the  heart,  a  glcal 
Of  comfort,  spread  over  his  pallid  fitce. 
Great  abow  of  joy  the  housewife  nude,  aa 
Was  glad  to  find  her  conscienee  set  at  eal 
And  not  less  |;tad,  for  sake  of  her  good  a 
Thnt  tlie  poor  Sufferer  had  escaped  with 
But,  tliough  he  seemed  at  first  to  hare  n 
No  harm,  and  uncomplaining  is  before 
Went  through  his  ujnal  tiiaka,  a  talent  eh 
Soon  showed  itselfr    he  lingered   thm 


eeks; 
And  from  the  cottage  haUi  b 
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ads  my  dolorous  tale,  and  glad  I  am 
b  ended.*'    At  these  words  he  turned — 
ith  blithe  air  of  open  fellowship^ 
it  from  thecopboard  wine  and  stouter  cheer, 
le  who  would  be  merry.    Seeing  this^ 


My  grey-haired  Friend  said  courteondy— <<  Nay, 

nay, 
You  have  regaled  us  as  a  henmt  ought ; 
Now  let  us  forth  into  the  sun !" — Our  Host 
Rose,  though  reluctantly,  and  forth  we  went. 


BOOK  THIRD. 


DESPONDENCY. 

ARGUMENT, 
in  flie  V'alley.— Another  Recew  In  it  entered  and 
I1>ed.— Wanderer's  eenaat!ana.-*BoUtaiy'8  excited 
e  same  otjecta.— Contrast  between  theee.— Deqxm- 
r  of  the  Solitary  gently  reprored.— Converaatlon 
iting  the  Solitaiy^  part  and  present  opinions 
eellDgB,  till  he  enters  upon  his  own  History  at 
t).— His  domestio  felicity— Afflictions.— DqJeoUon. 
ised  by  the  Fmoh  Revolution.— Disappointment 
lisgust.— Voyage  to  American-Disappointment 
lisBQSt  pursue  him.— His  return.— His  languor 
lepression  of  mind,  from  want  of  faith  in  the 
tnths  of  Religion,  and  wont  of  confidence  in  the 
)of  Mankind. 

ciNG  BEE — a  little  tinkling  riU — 
of  falcons  wheeling  on  the  wing, 
orous  agitation,  round  the  crest 
1  rocky  their  airy  citadel — 
1  and  all  of  these  the  pensive  ear 
eetedy  in  the  alence  that  ensued, 
hrough  the  cottage-threshold  we  had  passed, 
<ep  within  that  lonesome  valley,  stood 
ore  beneath  the  concave  of  a  blue 
rudless  sky. — Anon  exclaimed  our  Host, 
hantly  dispersing  with  the  taunt 
xlc  of  discontent  which  on  his  brow 
Lhered, — **  Ye  have  left  my  cell, — ^but  see 
iture  hems  you  in  ^-ith  friendly  arms ! 
her  help  ye  are  my  prisouera  still, 
ich  way  shall  I  lead  you  ? — how  contrive, 
80  parsimoniously  endowed, 
e  brief  hours,  which  yet  remain,  may  reap 
."compense  of  knowledge  or  delight ! " 
ig,  round  he  looked,  as  if  perplexed ; 
>  remove  those  doubts,  my  grey-haired 
rriend 

Shall  we  take  this  pathway  for  our  guide  I — 
it  winds,  as  if,  in  smnmer  heats, 
had  first  been  fashioned  by  tlie  flock 
a  place  of  refuge  at  the  root 
black  Yew-tree,  whoso  protruded  boughs 
the  silver  bosom  of  the  crag, 


From  which  she  draws  her  meagre  sostenaiioe. 
There  in  commodious  shelter  may  we  rest 
Or  let  ua  trace  this  streamlet  to  its  source; 
Feebly  it  tinkles  with  an  earthy  sound. 
And  a  few  steps  may  bring  us  to  the  spot  [herbs. 
Where,  haply,  crowned  with  flowerets  and  greeu 
The  mountain  infant  to  the  sun  comes  forth. 
Like  human  life  f^m  darkness."— A  quick  turn 
Through  a  strait  passage  of  encumbered  ground^ 
Proved  that  such  hope  was  vain : — ^for  now  we  stood 
Shut  out  from  prospect  of  the  open  vale^ 
And  saw  the  water,  that  composed  this  riU, 
Descending,  disembodied,  and  difihsed 
O'er  the  smooth  surface  of  an  ample  crag. 
Lofty,  and  steep,  and  naked  as  a  tower. 
All  further  progress  here  was  barred; — And  who, 
Thought  I,  if  master  of  a  vacant  hour. 
Here  would  not  linger,  willingly  detained  f 
Whether  to  such  wild  objects  he  were  led 
When  copious  rains  have  magnified  the  stream 
Into  a  loud  and  white-robed  waterfall. 
Or  introduced  at  this  more  quiet  time. 

Upon  a  semicirque  of  turf-clad  ground. 

The  hidden  nook  discovered  to  our  idew 

A  mass  of  rock,  resembling,  as  it  lay 

Right  at  the  foot  of  that  moist  predpice, 

A  stranded  ship,  with  keel  upturned,  that  rests 

Fearless  of  winds  and  waves.    Three  several  stones 

Stood  near,  of  smaller  size,  and  not  unlike 

To  monumental  pillars :  and,  from  these 

Some  little  space  disjoined,  a  pair  were  seen. 

That  with  united  shoulders  bore  aloft 

A  fragment,  like  an  altar,  flat  and  smooth : 

Barren  the  tablet,  yet  thereon  appeared 

A  tall  and  shining  holly,  that  had  found 

A  hospitable  chink,  and  stood  upright. 

As  if  inserted  by  some  human  hand 

In  mockery,  to  wither  in  the  sun. 

Or  lay  its  beauty  flat  before  a  breeze. 

The  first  that  entered.    13ut  no  breeze  did  now 

Find  entrance ; — ^high  or  low  ap|)oaix*d  no  trace 

N  ^  *i 
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Of  motion,  mvc  tbe  water  tt 
DiSuied  adown  Uiut  lisrrier  of  stoep  rock. 
And  softly  croep'mg,  like  a,  breath  o!  atr, 
Such  OS  19  soinetimcf  eeeii,  uii)  hard);  Boeii, 
To  brush  Ilic  Btill  breast  of  n  crjsla]  labo. 

«  Behold  K  c»lHnot  for  eogoa  built, 
Which  kinga  might  envy  1 "— Pnuse  to  this  effect 
Broke  from  tbo  happy  old  Man's  revarcnd  lip  ) 
Who  to  the  Solilorj'  tamed,  and  siud, 
"  Id  Booth,  with  love's  (UnilinT  privilege, 
I    Yon  liave  decried  the  wonJlh  which  is  jonr  own. 
Among  tlieee  rocki  and  stones,  mcthinks,  I  sec 
More  than  the  heedlem  impress  that  beloaga 
To  lonely  nature's  casual  work  :  they  bear 
A  semblaace  strange  oF  power  intelligent, 
Ami  of  design  not  nholl)'  worn  away. 
Boldest  of  pbiots  that  ever  faced  the  wind, 

IV  (n^cefully  that  slender  shrub  looks  forth 
From  its  funtaatic  birlh-plaee  I  And  I  own. 
Some  »hado«y  intiraalions  hauut  me  here, 
That  in  these  shows  a  chronicle  aorTiveo 
Of  purposes  akin  to  those  of  Man, 

it  wrooght  with  mightier  arm  than  now  prevails. 
— Voicelen  the  stream  descends  into  the  gulf 
With  timid  lapse  ; — and  lo  1  while  in  this  strait 
I  Btand — the  chasm  of  sky  above  my  head 
Is  heavenS  profoundest  axnre ;  no  dom^ 
For  fickle,  Bliort-livtil  (■Iniida  to  occupy. 
Or  to  poaa  thmiigh  ;  but  rather  so  nbysa 
In  which  the  everlasting  stars  abide ; 
And  w\iox  KiiH  glooiD,  and  houndlcas  depthj  might 

The  curious  eye  to  look  for  them  by  day, 
— Hail  Ciintomplation  1  frfTro  tite  stately  towers. 
Reared  by  the  Industrious  hand  of  human  art 
To  lift  thee  high  above  tlio  misty  wr 
And  turbulence  of  murmuring  cities  vast ; 
From  academic  groves,  that  have  for  tliee 
Been  planted,  hither  come  and  find  a  lodge 
To  which  thoQ  msyst  resort  for  holier  peace,— 
From  whoso  calm  centra  thou,  through  height  or 

Moyst  penetrate,  wherever  truth  shall  lead  ; 
Mea-'mring  through  all  degrees,  until  the  scale 

time  and  conscious  DBture  disappear, 
Lost  ID  unsearchablo  etomity  1 " 

A  pause  ensued ;  and  with  minuter  cu-e 
Wo  scanned  tlio  various  fratnrca  ••(  the  scene : 

1  soon  the  Tenant  of  that  lonely  valo 
With  courteous  voice  thus  spake — 

"  I  should  have  grieved 
Hereafter,  not  escaping  self-reproach. 


If  &om  my  poor  retirement  yt-  bad  gnu 
Leaving  this  nook  miviuted ;  Inil,  iu  "OMh, 
Your  unexpected  presonce  had  w  rouaid 
My  spirits,  that  they  were  bent  on  toterrrit 
And,  like  an  ardent  hunter,  I  forgot. 
Or,  aholl  I  tay  t — diflduoed,  the  game  tlol  1 
At  ray  own  door.     The  shapes  before  our  ej 
And  their  urrnn^ment,  donbtlaa  must  be  i 
The  sport  of  Nature,  aided  by  blind  Clmm 
Rudely  to  mock  the  works  of  lolling  Mas. 
And  hence,  this  upright  shaft  of  unhcvu  iln 
From  Fancy,  willing  to  set  off  her  turn* 
By  Boimding  litlc^  bath  acquired  Iba  ujw 
Of  Pompey's  pillar ;  that  I  gmvety  »tjlo 
ity  Thebau  obelisk ;  and,  thrre,  bdu>ld 
A  Dmid  cromlech ! — Ilius  I  enbriun 
The  antiqaanui  homour,  and  am  plomd 
Tu  akim  along  the  surdcts  of  iMn^ 
Beguiling  harmlessly  the  listloa  boon 
Bnt  if  the  spirit  be  oppnsaed  by  nam 
Of  instability,  revolt,  decay. 
And  change,  and  emptiness,  these  bob  rf  5 
And  her  blind  helper  Chaneo,  do  dm  salin 
To  quicken,  and  lo  aggrarate — lo  fr<?d 
Hty  and  scorn,  and  melaueboly  pride. 
Not  less  tlian  that  huge  Pile  (fran  hom  ilj 
Of  mortil  power  unqoeslionihly  iprmj) 
Whose  hoary  diadem  of  pendent  mto 
Confines   the  Blirill-voictd  whirlwraJ,  ronw 

Eddying  within  ila  vast  circumfeivncF, 
On  Sanun's  naked  plain^ — than  pyranuJ 
Of  Egypt,  unsidivi-i-led,  undissolved— 
Or  Syria's  marble  ruins  towering  high 
Above  the  mady  desert,  in  the  light 
Of  sun  or  moon.— Foi^ve  me,  if  1  ay 
That  an  appcamncc  wliieh  hath  niicd  ywr 
To  an  exalted  pitch  (the  self-nme  cause 
Different  effect  produL-ing)  is  for  me 
Fraught  rather  with  dcpreHion  than  dcbjbl 
Though  shame  it  were,  coold  I  not  loot:  im 
By  the  reflection  of  your  pleosore,  plawd. 
Yet  liappier  in  my  judgmeat,  even  than  yoa 
With  your  bright  transports  fairiy  mij  be  di 
The  wandering  Herbalist, — who,  dearsliki 
From  vain,  and,  that  worse  evil,  vexing  lh» 
Casta,  if  he  ever  chance  to  enter  here, 
Upon  these  uncouth  Forms  a  ali^t  ntjard 
Of  transitory  intcreal,  aad  peeps  muid 
For  same  rare  floweret  of  the  hilU,  or  |J»nl 
Of  craggy  fountain  ;  nlial  ho  faopn  for  *Jr 
Or  learns,  at  least,  tltat  'tis  not  to  he  won: 
Then,  keen  and  eager,  as  a  iine-noHd  honw 
By  soul-engrossing  instinct  driven  along 
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)d  or  open  field,  the  harmless  Man 

mt  upon  his  onward  quest ! — 

Tellow-wanderer,  so  deem  I, 

ivied,  (}'ou  may  trace  him  oft 

ich  his  activity  has  left 

roads  and  pathways,  though,  thank 

3n! 

look  reports  not  of  his  hand) 

1  pocket-hammer  smites  the  edge 

ock  or  prominent  stone,  disguised 

tains  or  crusted  o'er  by  Nature 

3t  growths,  detaching  by  the  stroke 

linter — to  resolve  his  doubts ; 

at  ready  answer  satisfied, 

;e  classes  by  some  barbarous  name, 

on ;  or  from  the  fragments  picks 

1,  if  but  haply  interveined 

ng  mineral,  or  should  crystal  cube 

ells — and  thinks  himself  enriched, 

nd  doubtless  wiser,  than  before  I 

ely  each  to  his  pursuit, 

3,  let  botli  from  hill  to  hill 

please  thcm,speed  from  dime  to  dime ; 

ull — and  free  from  pain  their  pastime.** 

aid  I,  interposing,  *^  One  is  near, 

but  possess  in  your  esteem 

er  still  of  envy.    May  I  name, 

nee,  that  fair-&oed  cottage-boy! 

c*s  pupil  of  the  lowest  form, 

prentice  in  the  school  of  art ! 

•ntercd  from  the  open  glen, 

ave  noticed,  busily  engaged, 

and  hands, — in  mending  the  defects 

ibric  of  a  leaky  dam 

oabling  this  penurious  stream 

'nder  mill  (that  new-made  plaything) 

;ht — the  happiest  he  of  all !" 

>iest,"  answered  the  desponding  Man, 

now  he  is,  he  might  remain ! 

rails  imagination  high 

lecp!  what  profits  all  that  earth, 

blue  vault,  is  suffered  to  put  forth 

r  allurement,  for  the  Soul 

)eaten  track  of  life,  and  soar 

nds  a  yidding  element 

ture ;  far  as  she  can  go 

e  or  space— if  neither  in  the  one, 

ther  region,  nor  in  aught 

dreaming  o'er  the  map  of  things, 

beyond  these  penetrable  bounds, 

«irance  can  be  heard ;  if  nowhere 

,  for  consmnmate  good, 


Or  for  progressive  virtue,  by  the  seardi 

Can  be  attained^ — a  better  sanctuary 

From  doubt  and  sorrow,  than  the  senseless  grave  !'* 

''  Is  this,"  the  grey-haired  Wanderer  mildly  rs!(^, 
**  The  voice,  which  we  so  lately  overheard. 
To  that  same  child,  addressing  tenderly 
The  consolations  of  a  hopeful  mind  I 
'  ffii  body  it  <U  rest,  his  80ul  in  heaven.^ 
These  were  your  words ;  and,  verily,  metliinks 
Wisdom  is  oft-times  nearer  when  we  stoop 
Than  when  we  soar." — 

The  Other,  not  displeased. 
Promptly  replied — ^  My  notion  is  the  same. 
And  I,  without  reluctance,  could  decline 
All  act  of  inquisition  whence  we  rise. 
And  what,  when  breath  hath  ceased,  we  may  be- 
come. 
Here  are  we,  in  a  bright  and  breathing  world. 
Our  origin,  what  matters  it  t    In  lack 
Of  worthier  explanation,  say  at  once 
With  the  American  (a  thought  which  salts 
The  place  where  now  we  stand)  that  certam  men 
Leapt  out  together  from  a  rocky  cave ; 
And  these  were  the  first  parents  of  mankind : 
Or,  if  a  different  image  be  recalled 
By  the  warm  sonshine,  and  the  jocund  voice 
Of  insects  diirping  out  their  careless  lives 
On  these  soft  beds  of  thyme-besprinkled  torf. 
Choose,  with  the  gay  Athenian,  a  conceit 
As  sound — ^blitiie  race!  whose  mantles  were  be- 
decked 
With  golden  grasshoppers,  in  rign  that  they 
Had  sprung,  hke  those  bright  creatores,  from  the 

soU 
Whereon  their  endless  generations  dwelt 
But  stop ! — these  theoretic  fandes  jar 
On  serious  minds :  then,  as  the  Hindoos  draw 
Their  holy  Ganges  from  a  sldey  fount. 
Even  so  deduce  the  stream  of  human  life 
From  seats  of  power  divine ;  and  hqi^o,  or  tmst. 
That  our  existence  winds  her  statdy  comse 
Beneath  the  sun,  like  Ganges,  to  make  part 
Of  a  living  ocean ;  or,  to  sink  engulfed, 
Like  Niger,  in  impenetrable  sands 
And  utter  darkness :  thought  which  may  be  fiieed. 
Though  comfortless ! —  ^ 

Not  of  myself  I  speak ; 
Such  acquiescence  neither  doth  imply, 
In  me,  a  meekly-bending  spirit  soothed 
By  natural  piety ;  nor  a  lofty  mind. 
By  philosophic  disdpline  prepared 
For  cafan  subjection  to  acknowledged  law ; 
Pleased  to  have  been,  contented  not  to  be. 
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h  paliQB  I  hotst  not ;— no !  to  me,  who  fintl, 
RcT^cwiii^  lay  \iaBt  ^'^yt  much  to  condemn) 
Ultle  to  pniisc,  and  notbing  to  wgret, 
(Savo  BOOTc  reroanbranpes  of  dT«un-Hfc«  jojs 
That  scarcely  swoi  to  haro  bolnngcd  to  me) 

must  take  mj-  choice  botwocn  (he  piur 
That  nik  aJtematdy  the  miaty  honre, 
Night  is  thsn  day  mOTC  i«ccp'»''lo  i  ^^? 

Ji,  in  my  oilimate  of  good,  appear 
A  heller  Blato  than  waking ;  death  than  sleep : 
Feelingly  sweet  is  stillnew  after  surm. 
Though  under  mvort  of  the  nomiy  gromid ! 

Yet  bo  it  Bail],  ia  jiuticc  to  myself. 
That  in  moro  genial  timeti,  when  1  was  froe 
To  explore  the  destiny  of  human  kind 
(Not  B«  an  iatcllectual  g^ame  punued 
With  Gurions  enlitilty,  Crom  wish  to  cheat 
Irksomo  sensations ;  hut  by  love  of  truth 
Cr^^  on,  or  haply  by  intense  delight 
In  feeding  Uioughl,  whcreror  thought  could  feed) 
1  did  not  rtmk  with  those  (too  dull  or  nice, 
Par  to  my  judgment  Euch  they  then  appcareil. 
Or  too  aspiring,  thnnkleis  at  the  best) 
Who,  in  this  tntai  of  Iraman  life,  perceive 
An  object  ivbcreunlo  Ihdr  booIg  ms  tied 
In  discontented  wedlock ;  nor  did  e'er, 
From  me,  tlioM  dark  impcrtions  abades,  that  hang 
Upon  tlio  region  whither  wa  ore  bound, 
Enclude  a  iTOWtr  to  enjoy  Uio  vllal  Iienins 
Of  present  sunahinp. — Ueitica  that  float 
On  win  js,  angelic  Spirits  1    I  eould  muse 
O'er  what  from  cldtat  time  we  have  been  toM 
Of  your  bright  fonna  and  gloiioua  ficullies, 
Aud  with  the  imagination  rest  content, 
Not  wishing  more  ;  repining  not  to  tread 
The  little  sinuoos  path  of  earthly  care. 
By  Hewers  embelliBlieLt,  and  by  springs  njfreahed. 
— 'Blow  winds  of  antumn  1— letyoiir  ebJUmg  broatb 
'  Take  the  live  herbage  from  tlie  mead,  and  strip 

•  The  shady  forest  of  its  green  attire, — 

'  And  let  the  burating  clouds  to  fury  rouse 
'  The  genilo  hroofcs ! — Your  desolating  sway, 
*Shed«/  I  exclaimed,  'no  sodncfs  upon  me, 
'And  no  disordur  in  your  rage  I  find. 
'  What  dignity,  what  beauty,  in  tliis  chanX'.' 
'  From  mild  to  angry,  and  from  Bad  to  gay, 
'  Alternate  and  revolving !    How  benign, 

*  How  rich  in  animation  and  delight, 
'How  bountiful  theBc  elements — compared 
'  With  augbt,  ae  mora  de^nkble  and  fur, 

'  Devised  by  faney  for  tho  golden  age ; 
'Or  the  pcTjietua]  warbling  that  prevails 
I  lu  ilrcady,  beneath  uuallcr.' J  »kles, 


'  Through  the  long  yes*  in  conslMit  quitt  boi 
'  Night  huahcJ  aa  night,  and  day  serene  u  li 
— But  why  this  teihous  record  1 — Age,  RS  b 
Is  garrulous ;  and  solitnda  is  apt 
To  antidpate  tho  privilego  of  Age. 
From  far  ye  come ;  and  anrcly  uiih  a  br^jio 
Of  better  euterlMumenl: — let  us  hcnct!" 

Loth  to  forsak*  llie  spot,  and  still  mate  in 
To  be  diverted  from  owr  pivsont  Ihrme, 
t  aiud,  "  My  thoughts,  agrean;.  Sir,  villi  j« 
Would  push  this  censure  brthcri— fat,  Va 
Of  Bcoroful  pity  be  the  just  rewani 
Of  Focsy  thai  eourtcuualy  eroploycJ 
In  framing  models  to  improve  the  schftna 
Of  Man's  exisleoce,  mod  recast  the  wcdd. 
Why  should  Dot  graTO  Philosophy  be  stitnil, 
Herself,  a  dteuner  of  a  kindred  stock, 
A  dreamer  yet  mere  spiriilen  and  dull  t 
Yes,  shall  the  fine  inuaojiities  the  bouls 
Eletablish  sounder  titles  of  esteem 
For  her,  who  (aD  too  timid  and  raervej 
For  onset,  for  reBistance  too  inert, 
Too  weak  for  suffering,  and  for  hope  too  cmi 
Placed,  among  flowery  gardcni  eotlaiiKd  m 
With  worid-eiclnding  grovet^  the  imtbabu 
Of  toft  Epicureani^  tao^t — if  tbey 
The  ends  of  being  would  secure,  and  <ia 
Tlie  crown  of  wisJora— to  j-idd  np  ttuir  wJ-' 

Tranquillity  to  all  ihuiga.      Or  ia  she," 
I  cried,  "  more  worthy  of  regard,  the  TiWir, 
Who,  fur  the  sake  of  Etemer  quiet,  cksai 
The  Stoic's  heart  against  the  vain  apprtticli 
Of  admiralion,  and  all  sense  of  jay !" 


HU 


Accorded  little  with  his  present  minii; 
I  coflaed,  and  he  tianroed. — "  Ah !  gentle  Sir 
Slight,  if  you  will,  tlic  vuaatj  bot  Fpare  »  ^ 
Tho  end  of  those,  who  did,  by  Byslitn,  nai, 
As  the  pritne  object  of  a  wise  man's  tint. 
Security  from  sliock  of  accident. 
Release  from  fear ;  and  cheriiht.-d  pc*cffnl  i 
For  their  own  sakt-s,  as  mortal  life'*  c'jief  g> 
And  only  rcasouaLlo  felicity. 
What  motive  di'ew,  what  impulse,  I  woold  ■ 
Through  a  long  eotinic  of  later  ngeg,  drove. 
The  berroil  to  his  cell  iu  forest  wide ; 
Or  what  detained  him,  till  his  cloan^  eyei 
Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  sun  and  son 
Fast  anchored  in  tho  desert  t^Not  a^Da 
Dread  of  the  persocuting  sword,  r^iorw. 
Wrongs  uuredrcsMd,  or  insults  luuvec^ed 
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engeable,  defeated  pride, 

f  subverted,  maddening  want, 

p  betrayed,  affection  anretunied, 

despair,  or  grief  in  agony ; — 
s  from  intolerable  pangs 
but,  compassed  round  by  pleasure,  sighed 
endent  happiness ;  craving  peace, 
al  feeling  of  all  happiness, 
■efuge  from  distress  or  pain, 
ng-time,  vacation,  or  a  truce, 
}  absolute  self;  a  life  of  peace, 
idthout  regret  or  fear ; 

been,  is,  and  shall  be  evermore  ! — 
reH'ard  he  sought ;  and  wore  out  life, 
ere  on  few  external  things  his  heart 
md  those  his  oxra ;  or,  if  not  his, 

imder  nature's  stedfiast  law. 


ther  yearning  was  the  master  tie 
nastic  brotherhood,  upon  rock 
in  green  secluded  vale, 
one,  collected  from  afar, 
olving  fcUo\i'8hip  I — What  but  this, 
rsal  instinct  of  repose, 
ig  for  confirmed  tranquillity, 
id  outward;  humble,  yet  sublime : 
here  hope  and  memory  are  as  one ; 
rth  is  quiet  and  her  face  unchanged 
iie  simplest  toil  of  hunum  hands 
s'  difference  ;  the  immortal  Soul 
;  in  self-rule ;  and  heaven  revealed 
vtion  in  that  quietness ! — 
iieir  scheme :  and  though  the  wished  for 
1 

ades  WBS  missed,  perhaps  attained 
tbcy  for  the  attempt,  and  pains  employed, 
present  censure,  stand  redeemed 
unqualified  disdain,  that  once 
vo  been  cast  upon  them  by  my  voice 
;  her  decisions  from  tlie  seat 
d  youth — that  scruples  not  to  solve 
ad  determine  questions,  by  the  rules 
rienced  judgment,  ever  prone 
»^ning  faith ;  and  is  inflamed, 
;e,  to  demand  from  real  life 
)f  act  and  suffering,  to  provoke 
-how  dreadful  when  it  comes, 
affliction  be  the  foe,  or  guilt ! 

of  earth,  I  rested,  in  that  stage 
3t  course  to  which  these  thoughts  advert, 
th*s  native  energies ;  forgetting 
5  was  a  condition  which  requured 


Nor  enex^,  nor  fortitade — a  calm 

Without  YicuBitade ;  which,  if  the  Uke 

Had  been  presented  to  my  view  elsewhere, 

I  might  have  eren  been  tempted  to  despise. 

But  no— for  the  serene  was  also  bright ; 

Enlivened  happiness  with  joy  o'erflowmg, 

With  joy,  and — oh  I  that  memory  should  sorvive 

To  speak  the  word — ^with  raptors !  Nature's  boon^ 

Life's  genuine  inspiration,  happiness 

Above  what  rules  can  teach,  or  fancy  feign; 

Abused,  as  all  possessions  are  abused 

That  are  not  prized  according  to  their  worth. 

And  yet,  what  worth !  what  good  is  given  to  men^ 

More  solid  than  the  gilded  donds  of  heaven  I 

What  joy  more  lasting  than  a  vernal  flower  I— 

None !  'tis  the  general  plaint  of  human  kind 

In  solitude :  and  mutually  addressed 

From  each  to  all,  for  wisdom's  sake : — ^This  truth 

The  priest  announces  from  his  holy  seat : 

And,  crowned  with  garlands  in  the  summer  grove^ 

The  poet  fits  it  to  his  pensive  lyre. 

Yet,  ere  that  final  resting-place  be  guned. 

Sharp  contradictions  may  arise,  by  doom 

Of  this  same  life,  compelling  us  to  grieve 

That  the  prosperities  of  love  and  joy 

Should  be  pennitted,  ofi-timesy  to  endure 

So  long,  and  be  at  once  cast  down  for  ever. 

Oh  I  tremble,  ye^  to  whom  hath  been  aamgned 

A  course  of  days  compoong  happy  months. 

And  they  as  bi4>py  years ;  the  present  still 

So  like  tiie  past,  and  both  so  finn  a  pledge 

Of  a  congenial  future,  that  the  wheels 

Of  pleaeore  move  without  the  aid  of  hope : 

For  Mutability  is  Nature's  bane ; 

And  Blighted  Hope  wiU  be  avenged ;  and,  when 

Ye  need  her  favours,  ye  shall  find  her  not; 

But  in  her  stead— fear-^oubt— and  agony !" 

This  was  the  bitter  language  of  the  heart : 
Buty  while  he  spake,  look,  gesture,  tone  of  voice. 
Though  discomposed  and  vehement,  were  such 
As  skill  and  graceful  nature  might  suggest 
To  a  proficient  of  the  tragic  scene 
Standing  before  the  multitude,  beset 
With  dark  events.    Deorous  to  divert 
Or  stem  the  current  of  the  speaker's  thoughts. 
We  signified  a  wish  to  leave  that  place 
Of  stillnesB  and  ciose  privacy,  a  nook 
That  seemed  for  self-examination  made ; 
Or,  for  confession,  in  the  sinner's  need. 
Hidden  from  all  men's  view.    To  our  attempt 
He  yielded  not;  but,  pointing  to  a  slopo 
Of  mossy  turf  defended  from  the  sun. 
And  on  that  couch  inviting  us  to  rest. 
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Full  OD  UiKt  tender-liciLrttJ  Mnn  he  tnmed 
A  •erions  oyt,  mid  bis  speach  tlius  rmewed. 

"  Vou  Dover  aa»,  yonr  ej'es  did  never  look 
On  the  bright  form  of  Her  whom  once  I  loved  ; — 
Her  lilrer  voice  was  heard  upon  the  tiorth, 
A  Bouiid  unknomi  to  you ;  elae,  lionoored  Fiicnd  '. 
Yonr  boBTt  hud  borue  a  pitiable  share 
Of  what  I  EnSered,  whm  I  nepl  that  liiaa, 
And  suffer  now,  uot  seMom,  Trom  the  thought 
That  I  romember,  and  can  weep  no  more. — 
Stripped  na  I  am  of  all  tlie  golden  &uit 
Of  sclf-cslDem  ;  and  b;  tho  catling  blasta 
Of  eclf-rcproHch  fiimiharly  BHsailnl ; 
Yet  would  I  not  be  of  EUch  wintry  bareness 
But  that  Bomo  leaf  of  your  regard  ehonld  hang 
Upon  my  naked  braupUoa ;— Uvoly  iliooghu 
Give  Innh,  full  otlcu,  to  imguarded  worda; 
1  grieve  thai,  in  your  prcaence,  from  my  Umgiia 
Too  much  of  frailly  hnlli  already  dropped  ; 
But  that  too  much  dcmunda  still  more. 

Von  know, 
Revered  Compatriot— and  lo  you,  kind  Sii-, 
(Not  to  be  deemed  a  stranger,  as  yon  eome 
Following  the  guidanee  of  these  welcome  feet 
To  our  secluded  vale)  it  may  be  tvitl — 
Hiat  my  demerile  did  not  sue  in  nun 
To  One  on  whose  mild  radiance  many  gaxed 
With   hope,  and   all    with    pleoaim.'.      ThLg   fair 

Bride— 
In  tho  devotediiiaa  of  youthful  love. 
Preferring  me  to  parents,  and  the  choir 
Of  gay  companionG,  la  the  natal  i-oof. 
And  all  known  places  uid  familiar  ughta 
(Resigned  with  sadness  gently  weighing  down 
Her  tremblmg  expeclalions,  but  no  more 
Than  did  to  her  due  honour,  and  to  me 
Yielded,  that  day,  a  eonlideiicc  enblimo 
In  what  I  had  to  (juild  upon) — this  Bride, 
Young,  modest,  meek,  and  beautiful,  I  led 
To  a  luw  cottage  in  a  sunny  bay, 
Where  the  EAlt  sea  iunoeuDusly  breab^ 
And  the  BCi  breeze  as  innocently  brealJies, 
Oti  Devon's  leafy  shores  ,■— a  sheltered  hold. 
In  a  soft  clime  encouraging  the  soil 
To  a  Inmriant  bouiity  ! — Aa  our  steps 
Approach  the  embowerud  abode — our  chosen  scat — 
Sec,  rooted  in  the  earth,  her  kindly  bed, 
Tho  nnendangered  myrtle,  decked  with  flowers, 
Bcfoni  the  threshold  stands  to  welcome  us ! 
While,  in  the  Howering  myrtle's  neighboui^iood. 
Not  overlooked  but  courting  no  regard. 
Those  native  pluils,  (he  holly  and  the  yew. 
Gave  modest  intiinatioo  to  the  mmd 


How  wiDingly  their  aid  tbey  would  unite 
With  the  green  myrtle,  to  endear  the  hoora 
Of  winter,  and  protect  that  pteasuit  plaee. 
—Wild  were  the  walks  upon  thoee  londy  Don 
Track  leading  Into  tnek  ;  how  marked,  how  t 
Into  bright  verdure,  between  fern  and  gone, 
Winding  away  its  never  ending  lino 
On  their  smooth  Eurbce,  evidence  inM  none! 
Bat,  there,  lay  open  to  onr  duly  bauni, 
A  range  of  onappropriated  earth. 
Where  3-outh'a  ambitions  feet  might  move  H  h 
Whence,  immolested  wanderers,  we  bdidd 
The  sliinrng  giver  of  the  day  AilSbse  ' 

His  briglitnces  o'er  a  trad  of  sea  and  land 
Gay  as  our  spirits,  free  as  our  dcrires ; 
As  our enjoymenls,  boundless. — FromUnHeb^ 
We  dropped,  at  pleasure,  into  syiran  oomhs ; 
Where  arbouTB  of  unpanetrabb^  f  hade. 
And  mofsy  scats,  detained  us  side  by  ud^ 
With  hearts  at  ease,  and  knowledge  in  dot  hat 
'  That  all  the  grove  and  all  tlie  day  ms  eon' 

O  happy  time !  still  h^iqer  was  at  hand ; 
For  Nature  caBed  my  Fanner  lo  rcs^ 
Her  share  in  the  pure  freedom  of  that  lifc. 
Enjoyed  by  us  in  oommon,— To  my  hope, 
To  my  heart's  utish,  my  tender  Mats  bewaa 
The  thankful  captive  oF  matfmal  bonds : 
And  those  wild  paths  were  Uh  to  me  ilonc. 
There  could  I  meditate  on  follies  past ; 
And,  like  a  weaiy  voyager  escaped 
From  risk  and  hardship,  inwardly  retrws 
A  course  of  vain  deUghts  and  thonghtlcs  ^ 
And  self-indulgence — withoat  shame  pBnoed. 
Tliere,  undisturbed,  could  think  of  and  covk!  diu 
Her  whose  Bubmissive  spirit  was  to  ma 
Rule  and  reHlraint — my  guardian— shall  1  «y 
That  earthly  Providence,  whose  guiding  laie 
Within  a  port  of  rest  b.id  lodged  me  ale ; 
Safe  from  temptation,  and  from  danger  ^t 
Strains  foUowcd  of  aekuowledgmeiit  addmrJ 
To  ao  Autliority  enthroned  above 
Tlie  reach  of  right ;  from  whom,  as  from  li" 

Proceed  all  visible  ministers  of  good 

That  vaik  the  earth— Father  of  heaven  ind  rvt 

Father,  and  kiag,  and  judge,  ailored  aad  fetni' 

These  acts  of  mind,  and  memory,  and  bewt, 

And  ipfril — interrupted  and  relieved 

By  obscrvationa  traurient  as  the  glanee 

Of  flying  sunbeams,  or  to  the  ontwaid  form 

Cleaving  with  pon-cr  inherent  and  intenSF, 

As  the  mnto  maect  iixed  upon  the  plant 

On  whose  soil  leaves  it  hango,  and  &vmi>luv> 
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s  nourishment  imperceptibly — 

cny  wanderings  ;  and  the  mother's  kisR 

/a  smile  awaited  my  return. 

cy  we  dwelt,  a  wedded  pair, 
IS  d^Iy,  often  all  day  long  ; 
[  by  fortune  within  easy  reach 
intercourse,  nor  wishing  aught 
e  allowance  of  our  own  iire-ndc, 
within  our  happy  cottage  bom, 
nd  heirs  of  our  united  love  ; 
itually  by  difference  of  sex, 
110  i^-idcr  interval  of  time 
leir  several  births  than  served  for  one 
h  something  of  a  lcader*s  sway  ; 
em  joined  by  sympathy  in  age  ; 
pleasure,  fellows  in  pursuit 
wo  pillars  rested  as  in  air 
Ic. 

It  soothes  me  to  perceive, 
tesy  withholds  not  from  my  words 
audience.     But,  oh  !  gentle  Friends, 
»f  quiet  and  unbroken  peace, 
)r  a  nation,  times  of  blessedness, 
faint  echoes  from  the  historian's  page ; 
imperfect  sounds  of  this  discourse, 
I  hear,  how  faithless  is  the  voice 
ISC  most  blissful  days  reverberate, 
rial  record  can,  or  need,  be  given 
nd  habits,  whereby  much  was  done, 
Jiin  the  sphere  of  little  things  ; 
,  though,  to  us,  important  cares, 
>us  intei-ests !     Smoothly  did  our  Hfe 
jwer\'ing  not  from  the  path  prescribed ; 
J,  her  diurnal,  round  alike 
i  ihith  faithful  care.    And  you  divine 
effects  that  our  condition  saw 
gine  changes  slowly  wrought, 
ir  progress  unperceivable  ; 
1  for ;  sometimes  noticed  with  a  sigh, 
of  good  or  lovely  they  might  bring) 
gret,  for  the  familiar  good 
ncss  endeared  which  they  removed. 

:^rs  of  occupation  undisturbed 

1  seemingly  a  right  to  hold 

iness ;  and  use  and  habit  gave 

1  alien  spirit  had  acquired 

oiol  sanctity.     And  thus, 

ghts  and  wishes  bounded  to  this  world, 

I  breathed  ;  most  grateful — if  to  enjoy 

;pining  or  desire  for  more, 

ait  lot,  or  change  to  higher  sphere, 

^t  some  impulses  of  pride 


With  no  determined  object,  though  upheld 

By  theories  with  suitable  support) — 

Most  grateful,  if  in  such  wise  to  enjoy 

Be  proof  of  gratitude  for  what  we  have  ; 

Else,  I  allow,  most  thankless. — But,  at  once. 

From  some  dark  seat  of  fatal  power  was  ui-ged 

A  claim  that  shattered  all. — Our  blooming  giri. 

Caught  in  the  gripe  of  death,  with  such  brief  time 

To  struggle  in  aa  scarcely  would  allow 

Her  cheek  to  change  its  colour,  was  conveyed 

From  us  to  inaccessible  worlds,  to  regions 

Where  height,  or  depth,  admits  not  the  appi'oach 

Of  living  man,  though  longing  to  pursue. 

— With  even  as  brief  a  warning — and  how  soon. 

With  what  short  interval  of  time  between, 

I  tremble  yet  to  think  of — our  last  prop. 

Our  happy  life's  only  remaining  stay — 

The  brother  followed ;  and  was  seen  no  more  ! 

Calm  as  a  frozen  lake  when  rutliless  winds 
Blow  fiercely,  agitating  earth  and  sky, 
The  Mother  now  remained ;  as  if  in  her. 
Who,  to  the  lowest  region  of  the  soul. 
Had  been  erewhilo  unsettled  and  disturbed. 
This  second  visitation  had  no  power 
To  shake ;  but  only  to  bind  up  and  seal ; 
And  to  establish  thankfulness  of  heart 
In  Heaven's  determinations,  ever  just. 
The  eminence  whereon  her  spirit  stood. 
Mine  was  unable  to  attain.    Immense 
The  space  that  severed  us !    But,  as  the  sight 
Conununicates  with  heaven's  ethereal  orbs 
Incalculably  distant ;  so,  I  felt 
That  consolation  may  descend  from  far 
(And  that  is  intercourse,  and  union,  too,) 
While,  overcome  with  speechless  gratitude. 
And,  with  a  hoher  love  inspired,  I  looked 
On  her — at  once  superior  to  my  woes 
And  partner  of  my  loss. — O  heavy  change ! 
Dimness  o'er  this  clear  luminary  crept 
Insensibly ; — ^the  immortal  and  divine 
Yielded  to  mortal  reflux ;  her  pure  glory. 
As  from  the  pinnacle  of  worldly  state 
Wretched  ambition  drops  astounded,  fdl 
Into  a  gulf  obscure  of  silent  grief. 
And  keen  heart-anguish — of  itself  ashamed. 
Yet  obstinately  cherishing  itself: 
And,  so  consumed,  she  melted  from  my  aims  ; 
And  left  me,  on  this  earth,  disconsolate! 

What  followed  cannot  be  reviewed  in  thought ; 
Much  less,  retraced  in  words.    If  she,  of  life 
Blameless,  so  intimate  with  love  and  joy 
And  an  the  tender  motions  of  the  soul. 
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HbiI  been  npphulDd,  vmti  I  bope  to  ttud — 
Iiil-nn,  ikpaulL-Dt,  uid  itoo  denittile  I 
I  ealted  ou  tltmina  uid  lisuDS,  to  £ai;kj« 
llM    •hlch    11    veiled   bum    waliing    thoo^t  [ 

oanjuml 
Rternlt;,  a*  nuai  MnstraUi  a  ghoM 
To  mppeer  ami  uitwir ;  to  ihu  gnvc  I  Bpak? 
liDploriuj^jr '.—looked  Dp,  and  ukiil  ili«  Ucitdib 
tr  An^Ii  tnkTprmnl  thtir  MTukan  Boom, 
If  fixed  or  nuidering  slar  ccnld  tidii'^  jieM 
Of  iho  departed  ipirit— what  >bodo 

Of  (ormur  lovua  uul  iutensta.    Tlicn  lay  Bind 
Tamed  iDwud, — to  exanunQ  of  what  atuff 
Time's  felten  are  cumpeood ;  and  lite  iraa  put 
To  iDquLution,  tong  tad  pmfillea ! 
Bj  pain  of  botrl^DOw  ilreckod— Md  tww  impt^ 

k.d— 
The  intidicctual  poirar,  through  wonts  and  IliIogEs 
Wual  louudiDg  on,  a  dim  and  polilous  nf ! 
And  fruci  Ihoso  tmupoTU,  atulUieselailaalElru'ie, 
Sumii  tracw  am  I  cnablcil  ta  niun 
Of  liinr,  pine  l<wt  t— ciis^iog  onto  me 
Oa]j  by  rKvrJi  ill  nijWf  uot  fimad. 

rroM  thai  al)«ir««ion  1  was  rou-ed, — and  bi™  1 
En>u  a*  B  tboughtfiil  ihephnd  by  a  flad 
or  lighOiins  tuvtlcd  in  a  gUMm;  ran 
Of  dicw  irild  bdla.    For,  lu '.  the  droad  Sut>, 
Wlibill  thvrbambm  in  it*  faomd  Uvcn, 
Pdl  to  the  giDaitd:— br  fiolauc  onathrows 
Of  indiiuation  ;  and  wilh  ahoul*  lliat  dromed 
Tho  erash  it  inii.i«  in  falliiii; !     From  the  «iwk 
A  BoWen  palace  rose,  or  aceiacA  In  ri*. 
The  appointed  »o»l  of  cquiaWe  !a« 
And  mild  patcnial  smy.    Tho  poi™t  siodi 
t  Ml :  tho  tiaraformMion  I  porerived, 
Atman-elkHud;  leiied  »a  ia  thai  rocaafffll 
WTk*.  tnta  Ae  blind  mirt  issuing,  I  Uidd 
(;V>I}-— Imynnd  all  gloH'  o'™'  »"^ 
rvvtaion  infinite  of  heaven  and  earth, 
|>inUnR  the  •"ul.     MomK^hile,  prophetic  barrF 
ta  •wrj  RTOv*  wro  ringing, '  War  ahaU  ««ee : 
'  Wd  ;■*  n«  Iwar  iliat  conqoH*  ia  abjured ! 
*Wi  (MtMidm  Wns  Torth  choiciM  Ao«en,b> 


^  IK  nM  «ll }«  italloiM  1  111  all  lui'lK. 
^\%  ^«l«  «<w1m>  <4  tv  U>  ||I*.l  I 

•kMfV*  M  «<u>IUt|]  to  fuuraolns 

MI|«>MHt4l}  Andt-MiJ  ullj 

^^Mh  *•*  W*rt  Www  *i«ir  tsaiininu  tind.' 


ThoB  Ku  t  reeobvcned  to  the  mrld ; 
Society  became  mj  ^ttenag  bride, 
And  airy  hopea  mj  duldnii. — From  the  it 
Of  natural  paauon,  socsuD^j  eaapei, 
ilj  Huul  diffused  herself  in  vide  embrace 
or  iuBlitaliona,  and  [he  forma  of  things ; 
Am  thej  exist,  in  mutable  alray. 
Upon  life's  surface.     What,  thoogh  in  ay ' 
There  i1o*«l  no  Gallie  blood,  nor  had  I  Im 
The  air  of  Fruiee,  not  less  than  GaQii:  ual 
Kindled  and  burnt  among  the  sapless  [irip 
Of  mj  exbausteJ  heart.     If  bnsy  men 
Id  sober  condaTe  met,  to  weave  a  iFeb 
Of  amity,  whose  living  threada  shcnUd  strel 
Dejond  tho  seas,  and  to  tho  fartbest  pule. 
There  did  1  sit,  aaailing.    If,  with  hoIk 
And  acclamatigu,  owvils  in  open  air 
Expressed  tho  tumult  of  their  minds,  nif  i 
Tbero  miDgled,  heard  or  not.     The  powew 
I  left  not  uuinroked  ;  nod,  in  still  gnvra, 
Where  mild  enthusiasta  tnned  a  pensive  b 
Of  thanks  and  eipeclation,  in  accord 
With  thor  belief,  1  sang  Satumian  nile 
Returned, — a  progeny  of  i^den  yeftn 
Permitted  to  descend,  and  bless  mankind. 
— With  promises  the  Hebrew  Scriptuna  i 
1  felt  their  invitation ;  and  resumed 
A  long-suspended  oCce  in  the  House 
Of  public  worship,  where,  the  glaaii^  pfai 
Of  mcient  ituqutation  serving  me, 
I  jawniaad  alsiv~with  trndoimled  tiuM 
Foretold,  and  added  pnyer  to  propheey ; 
The  admiration  winning  of  the  cruwd  ; 
The  help  desiring  of  tlic  pure  derouL 

Scorn  and  contempt  forbid  mc  to  proo 
But  History,  time's  slavish  scribe,  will  K 
How  rigidly  the  zealots  of  the  canse 
Didiaiideil — or  in  hostile  ranks  appcam! 
Snme,  tired  of  honest  service ;  these,  onl 
Dif;:iifled  therefore,  or  appalled,  by  cimi 
Of  6emr  zealots — so  confusioD  reigned. 
And  d>e  more  faitliful  were  compelled  U, 
As  BnitBS  did  to  Virtue, '  Liberty, 

thee,  and  find  thus  but  a : 


SckIi  Ttcanlatian  had  for  me  no  chani 
Tfor  wvdd  I  bend  to  it ;  who  should  hat 
At  aq^U,  however  (air,  that  bore  the  mi 
Of  a  gariuaion,  or  catastrophe. 
Wkjr  Am  conceal,  that,  when  the  EimpT 
b  tinud  adSshness  witlidrew,  I  sought 
Other  so|^n,  not  scmpulous  nh^^cc  it 
And,  by  what  compromise  it  stood,  not  i 
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ns  seemed  to  be  high-pitched, 
etx^rrained. — Among  men 
did  I  maintain  a  strife 
till  more  hopeless  every  hour ; 
;ess,  I  began  to  feel 
incipation  of  the  world 
should  at  least  secure  my  own, 
compensated.    For  rights, 
irately  usurped  upon, 
hemence ;  and  promptly  seized 
ction  furnished  for  my  needs 
lor  scrupled  to  proclaim, 
,  by  liberty  of  life, 
(uasions.    Not  that  I  rejoiced, 
pleasure,  in  such  vagrant  course, 
:c ;  but  farthest  from  the  walk 
'od  in  happiness  and  peace, 
ing  to  a  troubled  mind ; 
ogling  and  distempered  world, 
3  image  of  herself, 
contradictions  of  which  Man 
t !    Here  Nature  was  my  guide, 
the  dissolute ;  but  thee^ 
ture !  I  rejected — smiled 
3  in  pity ;  and  in  scorn 
1  thy  soft  influence  sometimes  drew 
arded  heart. — Tlie  tranquil  shores 
Lunscribed  me ;  else,  perhaps 
een  entangled  among  deeds, 
I  infamous,  I  should  abhor — 
scless :  for  my  spirit  relished 
xaspcration  of  that  Land, 
xn  angry  beak  against  the  down 
ast ;  confoimded  into  hope 
•ing  tlius  her  fretful  wings. 

juicted  by  iron  bonds 
ly.    The  shifting  aims, 
rests,  the  creative  might, 
ctions  and  high  attributes 
yielded  to  a  power 
iious,  and  contemptible, 
uled  a  panic  dread  of  chan;;:e  ; 
praised,  re^t'arded,  and  advanced ; 
impulse  of  a  just  disdain, 
I  retire  into  myself, 
o  contentment,  I  resolved 
guard,  to  some  foreign  shore, 
•]ui*ope  ;  from  her  blasted  hopes  ; 
image,  and  polluted  air. 

ic  wind,  when  o'er  the  Atlantic  Main 
gliding  with  her  thoughtless  crew ; 
g  them  but  an  Exile,  freed 


From  discontent,  indifferent,  pleased  to  sit 

Among  the  busily-employed,  not  more 

With  obligation  charged,  with  service  taxed. 

Than  the  loose  pendant — to  the  idle  wind 

Upon  the  tall  mast  streaming.    But,  ye  Powers 

Of  soul  and  sense  mysteriously  allied, 

0,  never  let  the  Wretched,  if  a  choice 

Be  left  him,  trust  the  freight  of  his  distress 

To  a  long  voyage  on  the  silent  deep ! 

For,  like  a  plague,  will  memory  break  out ; 

And,  in  tlie  blank  and  solitude  of  things. 

Upon  liis  spirit,  with  a  fever's  strength, 

Will  conscience  prey. — Feebly  must  they  have  felt 

Who,  in  old  time,  attired  with  snakes  and  whips 

The  vengeful  Furies.    BearUifid  regards 

Were  turned  on  me — the  face  of  her  I  loved ; 

The  Wife  and  Mother  pitifully  fixing 

Tender  reproaches,  insupportable ! 

Where  now  that  boasted  liberty !    No  welcome 

From  unknown  objects  I  received ;  and  thoie, 

Known  and  familiar,  which  tlie  vaulted  sky 

Did,  in  the  placid  clearness  of  the  night. 

Disclose,  had  accusations  to  prefer 

Against  my  peace.    Within  the  cabin  stood 

That  volume — as  a  c^pass  for  the  soul^- 

Revered  among  tlie  nations.    I  implored 

Its  guidance ;  but  the  infallible  support 

Of  faith  was  wantmg.    Tell  me,  why  refused 

To  One  by  storms  annoyed  and  adverse  winds ; 

Perplexed  with  currents ;  of  his  weakness  sick ; 

Of  vain  endeavours  tired ;  and  by  his  o^-n. 

And  by  his  nature's,  ignorance,  dismayed ! 

Long-wished-for    sight,    the    Western    World 
appeared; 
And,  when  tlie  ship  was  tnoorcd,  I  leaped  ashore 
Indignantly-— resolved  to  be  a  man. 
Who,  having  o'er^e  past  no  power,  would  live 
No  longer  in  subjection  to  the  past, 
Witli  abject  mind — from  a  tyrannic  lord 
Inviting  penance,  fruitlessly  endured : 
So,  like  a  fugith-e,  whose  feet  have  cleared 
Some  bomidar}',  which  his  followers  may  not  cross 
In  prosecution  of  their  deadly  chase. 
Respiring  I  looked  round. — How  bright  the  sun. 
The  breeze  how  soft !    Can  any  thing  produced 
In  the  old  World  compare,  thought  I,  for  power 
And  majesty  with  this  gigantic  stream, 
Sprung  from  the  desert  I    And  behold  a  city 
Fresh,  youthful,  and  aspiring !    What  arc  these 
To  me,  or  I  to  tliem !    As  much  at  least 
As  he  demres  that  they  should  be,  whom  winds 
And  waves  have  i^iifted  to  this  distant  sliore. 
In  the  condition  of  a  damaged  seed. 


WhoM  IMtrra  cannot,  if  tliry  wonid,  Ink*  root. 
Hoe  nuy  I  nam  nl  Urge  ;— injr  bnaluMB  is, 
RonDune  U  Urge,  Ut  (Jwcrrc,  tnd  not  U>  feel 
And,  lliirrefare,  nol  lo  act—rflnvincDd  that  oil 
WhiHi  boan  the  nalne  ofulioil,  hawwc'cT 
Ik-paning,  ends  in  Mrrimdc — niU  painful. 
And  moMl;  |<nifltlrw.    Anil,  anotb  to  nj'. 
On  lwu«f  rirw,  •  mullpj  i^ieclacle 
AfpmrvA,  of  hijiti  |>ivt>nisan«— unraproTcd 
Bm  b;  lb«  olMtn>i*r(ms  Toice  of  higher  slfll ; 
Big  pamiotu  vtrutting  on  ■  petty  Hage  ; 
Whieb  •  dvtadHal  ii[i(<ctatin-  nay  regard 
Itol  aaammod. — Bnt  indi<Tu1e  demands 
Qiuek  chani^  oT  nbj*rt> ;  and,  to  Uugh  alanc. 
At  k  Mnnpfinngt  diatajice  from  llie  lwiint» 
Of  Mrir*  iDd  fnllv,  Umogti  il  be  ■  treat 
A*  chiuM  M  miuitis  Lcisnn!  cut  b«t<tov  j 
Yrt,  io  thv  my  centra  of  [be  erowd. 
To  iratp  At  Monrt  of  a  ivtgiumt  *Mm, 
Hen'tr  to  ait7  Dcaionn  snituiile. 
Of  til  xnnoinl  oonnra,  a  leul  lit 
Fw  lbs  groa  i^t  of  mail  kind,— the  one 
Hm  aDoowt  Mb  to  pln^,  nud  quicklieat  tarns 

L*t  us  then,  I  eatd, 
IfMTC  tl^  Bnlont  RrpubUc  to  die  bcoui^ 
Of  ber  own  paanons ;  and  la  regions  luste, 
Wlioie  ahadaa  haTo  neirct  folt  tfie  eDcroaehingaxo, 
Or  aoQ  endur«i  a  tnuufer  in  the  marl 
Of  dire  rapadqr.    There,  Han  aUdes, 
PHmanl  Natnie'i  child.    A  arcatnre  weak 
In  combiDaliin,  (wherefore  else  drivpn  bnck 
So  far.  lud  of  iiis  oM  iiilieril.'uioc 
So  easily  deprired  1)  but,  for  lliat  ghobp. 
More  dignified,  and  stronger  in  hiDUelf ; 
Whether  to  act,  judge,  sufTer,  or  enjoy, 
Tme,  the  intelligence  of  social  art 
llath  ovcipovrcrcd  liis  forefathers,  aiid  soon 
Will  sweep  the  remnint  of  his  line  avay; 
But  conteinplacious,  worthier,  nobter  for 
Than  her  deMruetive  energiex,  attend 
His  independer.!e,  when  along  the  side 
or  Mia!d«ppi,  or  tii?t  northern  strrnin 
That  spreads  into  aaceeralre  seas,  be  walks; 
rieaKd  to  perceive  his  own  nn^lmckled  life, 
And  his  innate  mpacities  of  soul. 
There  imaged  :  or  nlim,  having  gained  titS  lop 
Of  some  commanding  eminence,  which  yet 
Intruder  ne'er  belielil,  he  tliencc  soi'veya 
Regions  of  wood  and  wide  aavaTtnah,  vast 
Expanse  of  iuiiippr>apriatcd  oarth, 
With  tnind  Ihnl  sheds  ■  light  on  what  he  sees ; 
n^c  aa  the  sun,  and  lonely  as  the  sun, 
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ting  above  bis  head  its  rikdianee  down 
Upon  B  living  and  rvjtudng  world  I 

So,  weatwsril,  tow'rd  the  nonolatcd  woo 
I  bent  my  way;  and,  roaming  far  and  wide 
I'^ed  not  to  greet  tiie  merry  llocking-Ur 
And,  while  the  melanehuly  MoecanHss 
(Tbe  sportive  bird's  companion  in  the  grvi 
Repeated,  o'er  and  o'er,  Ms  pUialive  cry, 
I  sympalblsed  at  tcisnre  with  tbe  sound ; 
But  Hint  pme  arclietype  of  human  greatne 
1  fonud  hun  not.  There,  in  his  stead,  appi 
A  ereature,  eqi-alid,  veDgefiil,  and  impure; 
BeraorscleiB,  and  RnlraiiaHve  to  no  law 
But  superstitions  fear,  nsd  abject  sloth. 

Enough  is  told  !    Hero  am  I — ye  hsTv  b 
What  evidenco  I  eoek,  and  i-ainly  seek  ; 
What  &om  my  fellow-beingfl  1  rciuiie, 
Aud  either  Ibey  have  not  to  gii~e,  or  I 
Ijick  virtue  to  reeeivtf ;  what  I  myself, 
Too  oft  by  wilfU  forfeiture,  have  lost 
Nor  cnn  r^in.    How  languidly  I  look 
Vpon  this  vinble  fabric  of  tlic  world, 
May  bo  divined — perhaps  it  lialli  been  l^ 
But  spire  your  ptty,  if  there  l«  in  me 
Aught  that  deserves  reqiect :  for  I  exist. 
Within  myself,  not  comfortless. — The  tcMi 
Which  my  life  holds,  be  readily  may  codm 
Wlioe'er  bath  stood  to  vntcb  a  moonlaiB  I 
In  BomemiU  pan^eof  itaeonne,«adMij 
Within  the  deptlis  of  its  capocioiu  fareut, 
Inveiied  trees,  rocks,  clouds,  and  azure  d| 
Aud,  on  its  glassy  snr&ce,  specks  of  foan^ 
And  congtoliated  bubbles  undissolved. 
Numerous  oa  stan;  that,  by  their  onwi 
Betray  to  sight  the  motion  of  ' 
Else  imperceptiblo,     Mennwliile,  is  I 
A  softened  roar,  or  murmur ;  and  the  sc 
TliODgh  soothing,  and  the  little  floating  id 
Though  beautiful,  are  both  by  Nzli 
With  tlie  E.imc  pensive  office ;  and  maksl 
Tlirongh  what  pcrplesing  hibyrinths,  al 
Precipitations,  and  nntowsrd  straits. 
Tile  earth.bom  wanderer  hath  passed;  ■ 
Tliat  respite  o'er,  like  traverse 
Alust  he  ajiuin  cneounter.~Sadt  a  st 
Is  human  Life  ;  and  so  the  Spirit  fans    1 
In  the  beat  quiet  to  lier  coarse  allowed; 

such  is  mine,— save  only  for  a 
That  my  particular  current  soon  wi 
The  onfathoniablc  gulf,  where  all  is 
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ARGUMENT. 

>roduoed  by  the  foregoing  Narrative— A. 
crintending  Providence  the  only  adequate 
er  afSiction— Wanderer's  ejaculation— 
)  the  difficulty  of  a  lively  faith— Hence 
sorrow— Exhortation»— How  received- 
)lies  his  disooorse  to  that  other  cause  of 
16  Solitary's  mind— Disappointment  from 
(evolution — States  grounds  of  hope*  and 
necessity  of  patience  and  fortitude  with 
)  course  of  great  revolutiona— Knowledge 
Jronqnillity— Rural  Solitude  favourable  to 
the  inferior  Creatures ;  Study  of  their 
ys  recommended ;  exhortation  to  hodfly 
ommunion  with  Nature— Morbid  Solitude 
3r8tition  better  than  apathy  — Apathy  and 
iknown  in  the  infancy  of  society— The 
(  of  Religion  prevented  it— Illustrated  In 
3rsian,  Babylonian,  Chaldean,  and  Greoian 
£f— Solitary  interposes— Wanderer  points 
ice  of  religious  and  imaginative  feeling  in 
mks  of  society,  illastrated  from  present 
»— These  principles  tend  to  reoal  exploded 
md  popery— Wanderer  rebuts  this  charge^ 
the  dignities  of  the  Imaginaticni  with  the 
I  littleness  of  certain  modem  Philoeophers 
Is  other  lights  and  guides— Asserts  the 
Soul  to  regenerate  herself;  Solitary  asks 
•Personal  appeal— Exhortation  to  activity 
ired— How  to  commune  with  Nature— 
icludcs  with  a  legitimate  union  of  the 
affections,  understanding,  and  reason — 
iacourae— Evening;  Betum  tu  the  Cottage. 

10  Tenant  of  tliat  lonely  vale 
lAirative— commenced  in  pain, 
tnced,  and  ended  without  peace : 
not  unfrcquently,  with  strains 
ig,  grateful  to  our  minds ; 
urely  some  relief  to  his, 
listening  with  compassion  due. 
nee  followed ;  then,  with  roice 
Jter  though  the  heart  was  mored, 
•said; — 

**  One  adequate  support 
ties  of  mortal  life 
i\y  ;  an  assured  belief 
ssion  of  our  fate,  hov.c'er 
?d  is  ordered  by  a  Being 
evolence  and  power ; 
ting  purposes  embrace 
converting  them  to  good 
'  anguish^  not  where  the  seat 


Of  suffering  hath  been  thoroughly  fortified 
By  acquiescence  in  the  Will  supreme 
For  time  and  for  eternity ;  by  faitli. 
Faith  absolute  in  God,  including  hope, 
And  the  defence  that  lies  in  boundless  lovo 
Of  his  perfections  ;  with  habitual  dread 
Of  aught  unworthily  conceived,  endured 
Impatiently,  ill-done,  or  left  undone, 
To  the  dishonour  of  his  holy  name. 
Soul  of  our  Souls,  and  safeguard  of  the  world ! 
Sustain,  thou  only  canst,  the  sick  of  heart; 
Restore  their  hmguid  spirits,  and  recal 
Their  lost  affections  unto  thee  and  thino !" 

Then,  as  we  issued  from  that  covert  nook. 
He  thus  continued,  lifting  up  his  eyes 
To  heaven : — **  How  beautiful  this  dome  of  sky ; 
And  the  vast  hills,  in  fluctuation  fixed 
At  thy  command,  how  awful !  Shall  the  Soul, 
Human  and  rational,  report  of  thee 
Even  less  than  these! — Be  mute  who  will,  who 

can. 
Yet  I  will  praise  thee  with  impassioned  voice : 
My  lips,  that  may  forget  thee  in  the  crowd. 
Cannot  forget  thee  here ;  where  thou  hast  built. 
For  thy  own  ^ory,  in  the  wildemeas  I 
Me  didst  thou  constitute  a  priest  of  thine. 
In  such  a  temple  as  we  now  behold 
Reared  for  thy  presence:  therefore,  am  I  bound 
To  worship,  here,  and  every  where— as  one 
Not  doomed  to  ignorance,  though  forced  to  tzead. 
From  childhood  up,  the  ways  of  poverty ; 
From  unreflecting  ignorance  preserved. 
And  from  debasement  rescued^ — By  thy  graee 
The  particle  divine  remained  onquencfaed ; 
And,  'mid  the  wild  weeds  of  a  rugged  soil. 
Thy  bounty  caused  to  flourish  deathless  flowen^ 
From  paradise  transplanted :  wintry  age 
Impends;  the  frost  wiH  gather  roimd  my  heart; 
If  the  flowers  wither,  I  am  wone  than  dead ! 
— Come,  labour,  when  the  worn-out  frame  requires 
Perpetual  sabbath ;  come,  disease  and  want ; 
And  sad  exclusion  through  decay  of  sense ; 
But  leave  me  nnahat<Ml  trust  in  thee— 
And  let  thy  favour,  to  the  end  of  life. 
Inspire  me  with  abifity  to  seek 
Repose  and  hope  among  eternal  tfaing»-» 
Father  of  heaven  and  eartli !  and  I  am  ricfa. 
And  win  possfn  my  partioo  in  eontent ! 
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Anil  what  (ire  tlungs  bictiuJ  !— powers  depKt," 
Tba  grey-hnired  Wiaderer  slvclfasflj  rtplieJ, 
Answoring  iba  ijuestion  urUch  liimarlt  liacl  ttsked, 
*'  PoeecnionB  vanish,  Bud  opiaiona  cluui^. 
And  poseioDi  hold  a  Suctnating  seal : 
Bui,  by  the  stoiTOs  of  circurasuace  unaltal.i.-ii, 
Aiid  enbjecl  neither  to  ecUpm  nor  wane, 
Doty  exiaia ;— immuiably  sorvii-p, 

our  Hupport,  the  meaaun?*  juiii  the  forma, 
ieh  nn  abstI1l(^t  inteUigcnce  euppljes ; 
Whose  kingdum  is,  -where  rimo  and  space  are  niit. 
Of  other  coQvcMc  wbicb  mind,  soul,  and  hear:, 
Do,  with  noited  urgency,  require. 
What  mare  that  may  nut  iwriili  I— Thou,  draad 

Prime,  Bclf-etisting  cause  and  end  of  ail 

That  in  tho  scale  of  being  fill  their  pince ; 

Abore  OUT  faonum  legjon,  or  bclov. 

Sat  and  sustained ;— tiiou,  who  didst  ivmp  the  cloud 

Of  iol'ancj'  around  us,  that  thj'telf, 

Therein,  nith  our  dniplicitjt  awhile 

Slight'at  hold,  on  earth,  cooanmnion  undisinrbed  ; 

Who  from  the  anarchy  of  dreaming  sleep. 

Or  troro  its  dcnth-liko  void,  with  punciual  cuv, 

And  touch  as  gentle  ai  ihe  morning  lighc, 

Reitor'st  us,  daily,  to  the  power*  of  aenae 

And  reeaon's  Etedfast  rule— tlion,  thou  alone 

Art  everlasting,  and  the  hleaaod  Spirits, 
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For  adoration  thou  endur'st ;  endure 
For  eouBdooKuoss  the  motions  of  thy  will ; 
For  apprehension  those  transcendent  truths 
Of  tlia  pure  intellect,  that  stand  as  laws 
{Snbraission  conelitnting  strongth  and  power) 
Even  to  thy  Being's  infinits  majesty ! 
This  universe  shall  pass  away — a  work 
Glariuua!  because  the  shadow  of  tliy  might, 
A  step,  or  link,  for  interconi'se  with  thee. 
Ah  !  if  the  time  must  come,  in  which  my  ftet 
No  marc  shall  stray  where  modilation  leadB, 
Ky  flowing  slj-eam,  through  wood,  or  cragj^'  wild, 
LoTed  hnonts  like  these ;  the  unimprisoned  Mind 
May  yet  have  scope  to  range  among  her  on-n, 
Ilvr  thoughts,  her  images,  her  high  ilesircs. 
If  the  dear  faculty  of  ught  should  fail, 
Still,  it  may  be  allowed  me  to  remember 
What  viMonary  powers  of  eye  and  soul 
In  youtli  were  mine ;  when,  stationed  on  the  top 
some  huge  hill— expectant,  1  beheld 
:  Bon  rise  up,  from  iligtant  climes  returned 
Darkness  to  chase,  nnd  sleep  ;  and  bring  the  day 
His  bonnteous  gift !  or  saw  him  toward  the  deep 
if  witli  a  retinue  of  flaming  clouds 
I    Attended  ;  then,  my  spirit  n-as  entranced 


With  joy  emlted  to  beatitude  i 
The  measure  of  my  aoul  <itib  Gllcd  with  bEw, 
And  holiest  love ;  as  eartli,  sea,  air,  with  li(hl, 
With  pomp,  wi^  ylory,  with  a 


Those  ferrent  raptures  an;  for  erer  Bw«ii ; 
And,  since  their  date,  my  soul  bath  imdcrgoai 
Oiange  manifold,  for  belter  or  for  wotm  : 
Yut  cease  I  not  to  struggle,  and  a«pre 
Ileai'cnward ;  and  chide  the  part  of  me  tbu  I 
Through  sinful  choice ;  or  dread  noceasi^ 
On  human  DatDTS  from  above  inpoaed. 
'Tis,  by  compaiison,  an  eaay  task 
Ennh  to  despise ;  bat,  to  canversc  with  IksiM 
'riiis  is  not  eaay : — to  reUnquUh  all 
We  have,  or  hope,  of  happness  aod  j^, 
And  stand  in  freedom  looaeoed  trata  tbi*  mil 
1  deem  not  arduous ;  but  must  needs  conliaa 
Tliat  'tis  a  thing  impoasble  to  &une 
Conceptions  eqiud  to  the  sdoI'b  desim ; 
And  the  mrwt  ^fBcult  of  laaks  to  trrp 
Heights  which  the  soul  is  compcliml  to  gMt, 
— Man  is  of  dnst :  ethereal  hopes  are  bi^ 
Whieh,  when  they  ahould  sustain  thcmrina  ID 
Want  due  consilence  i  like  a  pillar  vf  ^nk^ 
That  with  majestie  energy  tron  eaith 
Rises  J  but,  having  readied  the  thinnrr  ^r. 
Melts,  and  dissolves,  and  is  no  longer  erai. 
I'rom  this  iiifiraiity  of  ranrtal  kind 
Sorrow  proceeds,  which  eUc  were  not ;  al  ioA, 
If  griof  be  something  hallowed  and  otduntd, 
I  f,  in  proportion,  it  be  juat  and  meet. 
Yet,  through  this  weakness  of  the  general  h«a^ 
Is  it  enabled  to  mahiCaJIi  its  hold 
In  that  excess  which  conscience  disapjaovta 
For  who  could  sink  and  settle  to  that  point 
Of  eelfishucss ;  so  sensclcHS  who  conld  b« 
As  long  nnd  pcrsei-cringly  to  monm 
For  any  object  of  his  lore,  mnoi-ed 
From  this  unstable  world,  if  he  could  fix 
A  satisfying  view  upon  that  state 
Of  pure,  imperishnlile,  blcssednt-ss, 
Which  reason  promises,  and  holy  writ 
Ensures  to  all  believers  I — Yet  miatrast 
Is  of  such  incapacity,  mctliioks. 
No  natural  branch  ;  despondency  far  leas ; 
And,  least  of  all,  is  abso' Jte  despair. 
^  And,  if  there  be  whosa  lender  fnunealuTe  dnq 
Even  to  the  dust ;  apimrently,  throi^h  wei|M 
Of  anguirii  unrelieved,  and  lack  of  power 

Deem  not  tliat  proof  is  here  of  hope  wilhlxM 
When  wanted  most ;  a  confldeace  impahd 
So  pitiably,  that,  having  ceased  to  iae 
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lily  eyes,  they  are  borne  down  by  love 

s  lost,  and  perish  through  regret. 

the  innocent  Sofferer  often  sees 

iy ;  feels  too  vividly ;  and  longs 

B  the  vision,  with  intense 

'-constant  yearning ; — ^there — ^there  lies 

Bs,  by  which  the  balance  is  destroyed. 

contracted  are  these  walls  of  flesh, 

I  warmth  too  cold,  these  visual  orbs, 

Qconceivably  endowed,  too  dim 

passion  of  the  soul  that  leads 

y ;  and,  all  the  crooked  paths 

nd  change  disdaining,  takes  its  course 

i  line  of  linuileaB  demres. 

ig  now  from  such  disorder  free, 

I  nor  craving,  but  in  settled  peace, 

doubt  that  ihey  whom  you  deplore 

Bed ;  or,  if  they  sleep,  shall  wake 

sp,  and  dwell  with  God  in  endless  love. 

low  this,  consists  not  with  belief 

,  carried  infinite  degrees 

be  tenderness  of  human  hearts : 

low  this,  consists  not  with  belief 

t  wisdom,  guiding  mightiest  power, 

s  no  limits  but  her  own  pure  will. 

den  we  rest;  not  fearing  for  our  creed 
t  that  human  reasomng  can  achieve, 
le  or  perplex  it :  yet  with  pain 
idging,  and  grievous  self-reproach, 
ug^  immovably  convinced,  we  want 
the  virtue  to  exist  by  faith 
re  live  by  courage ;  as,  by  strength 
the  sailor  fights  with  roaring  seas. 
i  endowment  of  immortal  power 
id  unequally  with  custom,  time, 
incering  fiunilties  of  sense 
1  most  with  superadded  foes, 
stations ;  open  vanities, 
il  offspring  of  the  unblushing  world ; 
be  private  regions  of  the  mind, 
ted  passions,  ranklings  of  despite, 
lite  wishes,  pining  discontent, 
ind  care.    What  then  remains ! — To  seek 
ps  for  his  occasions  ever  near 
s  not  will  to  use  them ;  vows,  renewed 
■Bt  motion  of  a  holy  tliought ; 
contemplation ;  praise ;  and  prayer — 
,  which,  from  the  fountain  of  tlie  heart 
lowever  feebly,  nowhere  flows 
access  of  unexpected  strength, 
'e  all,  the  victory  is  most  sure 
who,  seeking  futh  by  virtue,  strives 
entire  submission  to  the  law 


Of  conscience — conscience  reverenced  and  obeyed. 
As  God's  most  intimate  presence  in  the  sou). 
And  his  most  perfect  image  in  the  world. 
— Endeavour  thus  to  live;  these  rules  regard ; 
These  helps  solicit ;  and  a  stedfast  seat 
Shall  then  be  yours  among  the  happy  few 
Who  dwell  on  earth,  yet  breathe  empyreal  air. 
Sons  of  the  morning.    For  your  nobler  part. 
Ere  disencumbered  of  her  mortal  chains, 
Doubt  shall  be  quelled  and  trouble  chased  away ; 
With  only  such  degree  of  sadness  left 
As  may  support  longings  of  pure  deore ; 
And  strengthen  love,  rejoicing  secretly 
In  the  sublime  attractions  of  the  grave.' 


ft 


While,  in  this  strain,  the  venerable  Sage 
Poured  forth  his  aspirations,  and  announced 
His  judgments,  near  that  lonely  house  we  paced 
A  plot  of  green-sward,  seemingly  preserved 
By  nature's  care  from  wreck  of  scattered  stones, 
And  from  encroachment  of  encircling  heath : 
Small  space !  but,  for  reiterated  steps, 
Smooth  and  commodious ;  as  a  stately  deck 
Which  to  and  fro  the  mariner  is  used 
To  tread  for  pastime,  talking  with  his  mates. 
Or  haply  thinking  of  far-distant  friends. 
While  the  ship  glides  before  a  steady  breeze. 
Stillness  prevailed  around  us :  and  the  voice 
That  spake  was  capable  to  lift  the  soul 
Toward  regions  yet  more  tranquiL  But,methoughty 
That  he,  whose  fixed  despondency  had  given 
Impulse  and  motive  to  that  strong  discourse^ 
Was  less  upraised  in  spirit  than  abashed ; 
Shrinking  from  admonition,  like  a  man 
Who  feels  that  to  exhort  is  to  reproach. 
Yet  not  to  be  diverted  from  his  aim. 
The  Sage  continued : — 

^For  that  other  loss. 
The  loss  of  confidence  in  social  man. 
By  the  unexpected  transports  of  our  age 
Carried  so  high,  that  every  thought,  which  looked 
Beyond  the  temporal  destiny  of  the  Kind, 
To  many  seemed  superfluous — as,  no  cause 
Could  e*er  for  such  exalted  confidence 
Exist ;  so,  none  is  now  for  fixed  despair : 
The  two  extremes  are  equally  disowned 
By  reason :  if,  with  sharp  recoil,  i^m  one 
You  have  been  driven  far  as  its  opposite. 
Between  them  seek  the  point  whereon  to  build 
Sound  expectations.    So  doth  he  advise 
Who  shared  at  first  the  illusion ;  but  was  soon 
Cast  from  the  pedestal  of  pride  by  shocks 
Which  Nature  genUy  gave,  in  woods  and  fields ; 
Nor  unreproved  by  Providence,  thus  speaking 
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To  tho  iiUitleiillTO  cIiilJreD  of  (lie  world : 

■  TaiD-glurimu  Gem-Tatiun  ■  wbit  new  powers 

*  Od  ^u  havo  becu  cuaferred  1  what  gifts,  wiUiht-lil 
'  From  jour  progEnitors,  havo  je  receired, 

■Fit  rDcompenBe  ofuew  dcBertl  wbat  claim 
'  Arc  ye  prcpurtd  to  urge,  tliat  mj  decrees 

■  For  you  should  nadcrgo  &  sudden  chajige  ; 

■  AdJ  tlio  weak  functious  of  one  buaj  duj, 

■  Reclaiming  Wiil  eiliryatiDg,  perform 

*  What  all  tbe  Blowly'moving  yean  of  Ume, 

*  With  Ihpir  uiiiled  force,  have  left  undone  ? 

*  By  nabtro's  gradual  pructosrs  be  tnuglit ; 

■  Ily  story  bo  confomidcd  I     Ve  upirc 

*  Kailily,  to  [nil  oaco  mon^  i  and  ilmt  hlse  fruit, 

■  Whicli,  to  your  over- weening  spirits,  yields 
'  Hope  of  a  flight  colcatial,  will  produce 

<  Miaeiy  uid  ^liamc.    But  Wiedou  of  licr  bou£ 

■  Shall  uot  (he  leai,  tliangh  late,  bo  justified.' 

Such  limrly  mulling,"  Baid  tho  Wanderer,  "gnve 
Tluit  viairinary  voifc  ;  mid,  at  thia  daj", 
Wh™  a  Tftrtarettn  darknpu  overBjireads 
Tho  groaning  natiomi ;  when  the  jiupioos  rule, 
By  "ill  or  by  cBiabliahcd  ordinance, 
Tlit'it  own  dire  agents,  and  cooglnun  the  good 
To  acts  which  they  abhor  ;  tliou^  I  bewail 
Thia  triumph,  yet  tlie  pity  at  my  heart 
FroTcntJt  me  not  from  owning,  that  the  law. 

For  by  superior  energies ;  more  strict 
Affiance  in  cncli  other ;  lutb  more  firm 
In  tlicir  unhallowed  principles;  the  liad 
Havo  fnirly  earned  a  victory  o'er  the  wfak, 
Tlie  vnoiliating,  inconsistent  good. 
Tliercfure,  not  unconsoled,  I  wait— in  hope 
To  see  llio  momerit,  when  tlic  righteous  cause 
Shall  gain  defenders  zealous  and  devout 
Ab  tliey  who  have  opposed  her ;  in  which  Virtue 
Will,  to  her  efforts,  tolerate  no  bonnds 
That  are  not  lofty  u  licr  rights ;  aspirin" 

impulse  of  her  own  etliereal  zeal. 
Tliat  spirit  only  ciui  redeem  mntikind  ; 
And  when  that  eoorud  spirit  shall  appear. 
Then  shall  our  triumph  bo  complete  as  theirs. 
Yet,  (.hould  this  confldcueo  prove  viun,  tho  wise 
Have  stiil  the  keeping  of  their  proper  peace ; 
Are  guardians  of  their  own  tranquillity. 
They  net,  or  they  recede,  observe,  and  feel ; 
'  Knowing  the  heart  of  man  is  sot  to  I m 
The  centre  of  llus  world,  about  tho  which 
ITioBO  reiolutiona  of  disturbances 
Still  roll ;  where  all  the  aspects  of  misery 
Predominate  ;  whose  strong  effocls  aro  sueii 
lie  must  bear,  being  powerless  to  redress ; 


A  nd  thai  uniai  aiorc  lumMlf  bt  coi 

Eitct  kluMl/,  koK  jn/ar  a  diutg  u  Hamt'W^ 

Happy  is  he  who  lives  to  midei«t>Dd, 
Not  human  nature  only,  bat  exploia 
All  natures, — to  the  end  that  he  may  find 
The  hiw  tliat  gaveau  each  ;  and  when;  licgi 
The  miion,  the  partidon  where,  that  niaUi 
Kind  and  degree,  among  all  visbln  Bciii^  i 
The  eoDstitudonB,  powers,  and  hcullln. 
Which  Ihey  inherit, — cannot  step  beyaad,— 
And  cannot  fall  benculh ;  that  do  axslgo 
To  ovrry  class  its  station  and  its  office, 
Throagh  ail  the  mighty  eommonwcallta  if  ik 
Up  from  the  creeping  plant  to  eokenijn  Hi 
Soch  couYorse,  if  directed  by  a  mc^ 
Sincere,  and  humble  spirit,  toachea  iuff  : 
For  knowledge  is  delight ;  and  such  deGgkl 
Breeds  lore ;  yet,  Euited  as  it  nlher  !•     ^ 
To  thoQght  and  to  the  elimbmg  iDteltf(||  J| 
It  teorhes  less  to  lore,  than  to  adon ;      I 
If  that  be  not  indeed  the  highest  lore  1*  J 

"  Vet,"  said  I,  tempted  bare  to  InlopK, 
"  The  dignity  of  life  is  nut  imfaund 
By  au{^t  that  innocently  satisGea 
ThahomblernariDgsaf  thehearl;  uit" 
la  a  stni  happier  man,  who,  fiir  ihoae  ba^-ni 
Of  siifcuUtion  not  unlit,  ilL«cenda  ; 

Among  the  inferior  kinds ;  not  msrlr  dm" 
That  he  may  call  hii  own,  and  which  JejiOiJ 
As  individual  objects  of  regard. 
Upon  his  care,  from  wliom  he  also  k»kt 
For  signs  and  tokens  of  a  muttial  bood  l 
But  others,  br  beyond  this  narrow  ipbcre. 
Whom,  for  tho  very  sake  of  love,  he  lora. 
Nor  is  it  a  mean  praise  of  rui»l  We 
And  Bohlude,  that  they  do  favour  moa. 
Most  frequently  call  forth,  and  bc«l  sniuis, 
These  pure  eensalious ;  that  can  pcni'lnir 
The  obstreperous  eity  ;  on  the  barren  sea 
Are  not  unfelt;  and  much  might  tvei^uoora 
How  much  they  niight  inspirit  and  enJfar, 
The  lonelmesa  of  Ihia  subUnie  retrwi !  - 


"  Ves,"  said  (he  Sage,  icsoming  the  disc 
Again  directed  (o  Ills  downost  Friend, 
"  If,  with  (he  frouord  will  and  grovclUng  w 
Of  man,  olfendetl,  liberty  is  here. 
And  invitation  every  hour  renewed. 
To  mark  llicir  placid  state,  who  never  heal 
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mand  which  they  have  power  to  break, 
irhich  they  are  tempted  to  traoBgress : 
ith  a  soothed  or  elevated  heart, 
t)ehold ;  their  knowledge  register ; 
their  ways ;  and,  free  from  envy,  find 
ince  there : — ^but  wherefore  this  to  you  f 
lat,  welcome  to  your  lonely  hearth, 
reast,  ruffled  up  by  winter's  cold 
3atliery  bunch,'  feeds  at  your  hand : 
erchance,  is  from  your  easement  hung 
mall  wren  to  build  in ; — ^not  in  vain, 
iers  disregarding  tliat  surround 
)  abiding  place,  before  your  aight 
n  the  breeze  the  butterfly;  and  soars, 
ature  as  she  is,  from  earth's  bright  flowers, 
iewy  clouds.     Ambition  reigns 
iste  wilderness :  the  Soul  ascends 
iwards  her  native  firmament  of  heaven, 
e  fresh  eagle,  in  the  month  of  May, 

at  evening,  on  replenished  whig, 
led  valley  leaves ;  and  leaves  the  dark 
9d  hills,  conspicuously  renewing 
communication  with  the  sun 
I  beneath  the  horizon ! — List ! — •!  heard, 
1  huge  breast  of  rock,  a  voice  sent  forth 
visible  mountain  made  the  cry. 
—The  effect  upon  the  soul  was  such 
>re88ed :  from  out  the  mountain's  heart 
in  voice  appeared  to  issue,  startling 
c  air — for  the  region  all  around 
pty  of  all  shape  of  life,  and  silent 
:hat  single  cry,  the  uiianswer'd  bleat 

lamb — left  somewhere  to  itself, 
tive  spirit  of  the  solitude ! 
1,  as  if  unwilling  to  proceed, 
conscionsness  that  silenoe  in  such  place 
,  the  most  affecting  eloquence, 
liis  thoughts  returned  upon  themselves, 
)fi  tone  of  speech,  thiis  he  resumed. 

if  the  heart,  too  confidently  raised, 

9  too  lightly  occupied,  or  lulled 

%  despise  or  overlook 

Jage  that  binds  her  to  the  earth, 

lependence  upon  time,  and  all 

lations  of  mortality, 

ze  so  destitute  and  void — but  there 

flower  her  vanity  shall  check ; 

ug  worm  reprove  her  thoughtless  pride  ! 

Taggy  regions,  tliese  chaotic  wilds, 
benignity  pervade,  that  warms 
contented  witli  her  darksome  walk 
d  ground ;  and  to  the  emmet  gives 


Her  foresight,  and  mtelligenoe  that  makes 

The  tiny  creatures  strong  by  Bodal  league ; 

Supports  the  generationfl,  multiplies 

Their  tribes,  till  we  bdiold  a  spacious  plain 

Or  grassy  bottom,  all,  with  little  hills — 

Thdr  labour,  covered,  as  a  lake  with  waves ; 

Thousands  of  cities,  in  the  desert  place 

Built  op  of  life,  and  food,  and  means  of  life ! 

Nor  wanting  here,  to  entertain  the  thought. 

Creatures  that  in  communities  exist, 

Leas,  as  might  seem,  for  general  guardianship 

Or  through  dependence  upon  mutual  aid. 

Than  by  participation  of  delight 

And  a  strict  love  of  feUowdiip,  combined. 

What  other  spirit  can  it  be  that  prompts 

The  gilded  summer  flies  to  mix  and  weave 

Their  sports  together  in  the  solar  beam. 

Or  in  the  gloom  of  twilight  hum  their  joy  t 

More  obviously  the  self-same  influence  rules 

The  feathered  kinds ;  tlie  fieldfare's  pensive  flook| 

The  cawing  rooks^  and  sea-mews  fr^om  afar. 

Hovering  above  these  inland  solitudes. 

By  the  rough  wind  unscattered,  at  whose  call 

Up  through  the  trenches  of  the  long-drawn  vaks 

Their  voyage  was  begun  :  nor  is  its  power 

Unfelt  among  the  sedentary  fowl 

That  seek  yon  pool,  and  there  prolong  their  stay 

In  silent  congress ;  or  together  roused 

Take  flight ;  while  with  their  clang  the  air  resounds. 

And,  over  all,  in  that  ethereal  vault. 

Is  the  mute  company  of  changeful  clouds ; 

Bright  apparition,  suddenly  put  forth. 

The  rainbow  smiling  on  the  faded  storm ; 

The  mild  assemblage  of  the  starry  heavens ; 

And  the  great  sun,  earth's  universal  lord ! 

How  bountifhl  is  Nature !  he  shall  find 
Who  seeks  not ;  and  to  him,  who  hath  not  asked. 
Large  measure  shall  be  dealt    Three  sabbath-days 
Are  touroely  told,  since,  on  a  service  bent 
Of  mere  humanity,  you  clomb  those  heights ; 
And  what  a  marvellous  and  heavenly  show 
Was  suddenly  revealed  I — the  swains  moved  on, 
And  heeded  not :  you  lingered,  you  perceived 
And  felt,  deeply  as  living  man  could  feel. 
There  is  a  luxury  in  self-dispraise ; 
And  inward  self-disparagement  affbrds 
To  meditative  spleen  a  grateful  feast. 
Trust  me,  pronouncing  on  your  own  desert. 
You  judge  unthankfully :  distempered  nerves 
Infect  the  thoughts :  the  languor  of  the  frame 
Depresses  the  soul's  vigour.    Quit  your  couch- 
Cleave  not  so  fondly  to  your  moody  cell ; 
Nor  let  the  haUowed  powers,  that  shed  from  heaTen 
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SaincBS  «nd  rest,  with  dUapproying  eye 

Ixiok  doBTi  upon  yonr  inper,  through  a  watch 

Of  midnight  hours,  unstaisoiuiblj'  t»iQkliiig 

In  tliiB  deep  Hollow,  like  a  EuUen  star 

Diinly  reflected  in  a  lonely  pool 

Take  courage,  and  willidraw  joimelf  Erom  ways 

That  run  not  parallel  to  nature's  eourse. 

Rise  nilh  the  lark  t  your  matina  shall  dbtalo 

Graee,  be  tlidr  composilion  viliat  it  may, 

If  hut  witli  liera  performed ;  climb  onco  again. 

Climb  every  day,  those  rsmpaiia ;  meot  the  breeze 

Upon  llieir  tops,  adveaturotu  aa  a  bee 

That  from  your  garden  thither  Koars,  to  feed 

lew-blown  heath  ;  let  you  comnuading  rook 
Be  jour  frequented  walch.tower  ;  roll  the  stone 
In  thunder  down  tlie  mouiitnjns ;  with  nil  yoiu: 

miglit 

Chose  the  uiid  goat ;  and  if  the  bold  rod  deeF 
Fly  to  tliDiie  harbours,  driven  by  hound  and  lioni 
Laud  echoing,  add  your  speed  ta  the  pmvuil ; 
So,  wearied  lo  your  hut  shall  you  rcliuTi, 
And  sink  at  evening  into  soimd  Kpoeo." 

The  Solitary  liflcd  toward  tlie  bills 
A  Undliiig  eye : — acconlant  feelings  ruslied 
Iiito  my  bosom,  whenee  these  words  broke  forth  : 
"  Oh  1  what  a  joy  it  ware,  in  TigoroiH  health. 
To  have  a  body  (this  our  vital  &uue 
With  shrinking  sensibility  endued. 
Ami  nl]  the  iii™  rtBarJa  of  ili-^,U  Mid  Lh-.J) 
And  to  the  elenienls  suO'cnder  it 
As  if  it  were  a  npii-it  I— How  di™ie, 
Tlie  liberty,  for  frail,  for  niorud,  man 
roam  at  large  amoug  unpeopled  gleua 
1  mountainous  retirements,  only  trod 
By  duvious  footsteps ;  regions  consecrate 
To  oldest  time  1  and,  nK^ktess  of  the  storm 
That  keeps  the  raven  quiet  in  her  nest, 
le  as  a  prcbcnco  or  a  raotiou — ono 
Among  the  many  tliere  ;  and  nhilo  tlie  misla 
Flying,  and  rainy  vo[iourB,  call  out  shajies 
And  phnjitonis  from  the  crags  and  solid  eartli 
As  Cast  as  a  musidan  seattei-s  sounds 
Out  of  an  instrument ;  and  while  tlie  streajus 
(Aa  at  a  first  creation  and  in  haato 
To  exendse  their  untried  faciiltiea) 
Deseending  from  the  region  of  the  cloudE, 
And  starting  from  the  hoUon's  of  Ihe  eartli 
More  multilndinous  every  mom  cut,  rend 
Their  way  lieforo  tliem — what  a  joy  to  roam 
An  equal  among  mightiest  energies ; 
And  haply  sometimes  willi  articulate  vwce. 
Amid  the  deafening  tumult,  scarcely  beard 
By  him  that  utters  it,  exL-laim  aloud. 


'  Rage  on  ye  elements !  let  moon  and  Stan 
Tlicir  aspects  lend,  and  mingle  in  their  tam 
'\Vith  tliia  commotion  (minims  thou^  it  be) 
From  day  to  night,froni  night  to  day,  prtHaogti  !'* 

"Yes,"  said  the  Wanderer,  taUng  from  txy  ffi 

The  strain  of  transport,  "  whosoe'er  in  jwilh 
Has,  ttiroogh  nmbitiaa  of  his  sonl,  given  my        ' 
To  such  dcffires,  and  gntsjicd  at  such  ddijhl, 
Shall  feel  congenial  stirrings  late  andloi^ 
In  Rpite  of  all  the  weakness  (bat  life  brings, 
Its  auvs  and  sorrows ;  he,  though  taogbl  to  an 
Tho  tranquillijring  power  of  time,  shall  mde. 
Wake  sometimes  to  a  noble  restleasieai — 
Loving  the  sports  whidi  onoe  he  gloried  in. 


Compatriot,  Friend,  re 


;e  are  Garry's  hiBii, 


Yet  is  their  form  and  image  heI^ 

With  brotherly  resemblaaee.     Turn  yoor  sb^ 

Wherever  fancy  leads ;  by  day,  by  niglil. 

Are  various  engines  working,  not  the  dom 

As  those  with  which  your  soul  in  youth  moxm^ 

But  by  the  great  Artificer  endowed 

With  no  inferior  power.     You  dwell  iIotM ; 

You  walk,  ytm  livo,  yoa  speculate  alone ; 

Yet  dotb  ranembraDGe,  like  a  soverc^  ]<!vittf 

For  you  *  stately  gallery  maintain 

Of  gay  or  tragic  pictures.    You  hare  fern, 

llnvt-  .-lett'd,  Euffercd,  travelled  far,  'jl«:r>c-i 

With  no  incurious  eye;  and  books  are  rami, 

Witliin  whose  Hleiit  chambers  treaaure  lios 

rresor\'ed  from  ago  to  age  ;  more  |irectaiia  ht 

Tlian  that  accumulated  store  of  gold 

And  orient  gems,  which,  for  a  day  of  need, 

Tlie  Sultan  hides  deep  in  ancestral  tomhf^ 

Tlieso  hoards  of  trulli  you  can  unlock  at  will: 

And  music  waits  upon  your  skilful  touch, 

Sounds  which  the  wandering  sheplierd  fnna  (k^ 

heights 
Htara,  and  forgets  bis  purpose  ; — fumishiJ  lira, 
Uuw  can  you  droop,  if  willing  to  bo  npraiw]  i 

A  piteous  lot  it  were  to  flee  from  Man — 
Yet  not  rejoice  in  Naturo.    lie,  whose  bonrs 
Are  hy  domestic  pleasures  ancaremxl 
And  unenlivened ;  who  exists  whole  ycMs 
Apart  from  benefits  received  or  done 
'Mid  the  transactions  of  Ihe  bosthng  crowd ; 
Who  neither  hears,  nor  feels  a  wlsli  to  bear. 


Ofth 


worid's 


Of  a  quick  fancy,  and  an  active  boart. 

That,  for  the  day's  cotiaumption,  books  may  jUt 

Food  not  imw'holeeome ;  canli  and  ut  comet 
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humour,  with  delight  supplied 

arying  as  the  seasons  change. 

s  her  pleasure-grounds,  her  haunts  of 

)ntemplation ;  gay  parterres, 
ttbine  walks,  her  sunny  glades 
[proves  in  studied  contrast— each, 
ion,  leading  into  each : 
he  range,  if  willing  to  partake 
idulgences,  and  in  due  time 
hence,  recruited  for  the  tasks 
!  of  service  Truth  requires  from  those 
er  altars,  wait  upon  her  throne, 
[ler  fortresses.    Who  thinks,  and  feels, 
ises  ever  and  anon 
of  nature  stirring  in  his  soul, 
uch  man  go  desperately  astray, 
the  dreadful  appetite  of  death  \ ' 
1  s^-stems,  each  in 'its  degree 
and  all  crumbling  in  their  turn. 
Id  systems  of  his  own,  and  smile 
work,  demolished  with  a  touch ; 
IS,  let  him  be  at  once 
thousand  innocents,  enrolled 
be  many-chambered  school, 
rstition  weaves  her  airy  dreams. 

tmm  past,  I  stand  on  winter's  verge ; 

fBC  what  I  desire  to  keep : 

¥ould  I  uistantly  decline 

tionary  s^nnpatliics 

istic  ignorance,  and  take 

prehension  from  the  owl 

tch  :  and  as  readily  rejoice, 

eious  magpies  crossed  my  way ; — 

Id  rather  bend  than  see  and  hear 

ons  wearisome  of  sense, 

is  dead,  and  feeling  hath  no  place ; 

vledge,  ill  begim  in  cold  remark 

things,  with  formal  inference  ends ; 

ind  turn  inward,  she  recoils 

',  not  recoiling,  is  perplexed — 

x)m  of  uninspired  research ; 

the  heart  within  the  heart,  the  scat 

ce  and  happy  consciousness  should 

ixis  restlessly  revolving, 

an  nowhere  find,  the  light  of  truth. 

breast  of  new-created  earth 

;  and  when  and  wheresoe'er  he  moved, 

ited,  solitude  was  not. 

ome  on  the  wind,  the  articulate  voice 

d  Angels  to  his  sight  appeared 


Crowning  the  glorious  hills  of  paradise ; 

Or  through  the  groves  gliding  like  morning  mist 

Enkindled  by  the  sun.    He  sate — and  talked 

With  winged  Messengers ;  who  daily  brought 

To  his  small  island  in  the  ethereal  deep 

Tidings  of  joy  and  love. — From  those  pure  heights 

(Whether  of  actual  vision,  sensible. 

To  dght  and  feeling,  or  that  in  this  sort 

Have  condescendingly  been  shadowed  forth 

Conmiunications  spiritually  maintained. 

And  intuitions  moral  and  divine) 

Fell  Human-kind — ^to  banishment  condemned 

That  flowing  years  repealed  not :  and  disti'ess 

And  grief  spread  wide ;  but  Man  escaped  the  doom 

Of  destitution ; — solitude  was  not. 

— Jehovah — shapeless  Power  above  all  Powers^ 

Single  and  one,  the  omnipresent  God, 

By  vocal  utterance,  or  blaze  of  light, 

Or  cloud  of  darkness,  localised  in  heaven ; 

On  earth,  enshrined  within  the  wandering  ark ; 

Or,  out  of  Sion,  thundering  from  his  throne 

Between  the  Cherubim — on  the  chosen  Race 

Showered  miracles,  and  ceased  not  to  dispense 

Judgments,  that  filled  the  land  from  age  to  age 

With  hope,  and  love,  and  gratitude,  and  fear ; 

And  with  amazement  smote ; — thereby  to  assert 

His  scorned,  or  unacknowledged,  sovereignty. 

And  when  the  One,  ineflable  of  name, 

Of  nature  indivisible,  withdrew 

From  mortal  adoration  or  regard, 

Not  then  was  Deity  engulfed ;  nor  Man, 

The  rational  creature,  left,  to  feel  the  weight 

Of  his  own  reason,  witliout  sense  or  thought 

Of  higher  reason  and  a  purer  will. 

To  benefit  and  bless,  through  mightier  power :— > 

Wliether  the  Persian — zealous  to  reject 

Altar  and  image,  and  the  inclusive  walls 

And  roofs  of  temples  built  by  human  hands — 

To  loftiest  heights  ascending,  from  their  tops. 

With  myrtle-wreathed  tiara  on  his  brow. 

Presented  sacrifice  to  moon  and  stars. 

And  to  the  winds  and  mother  elements. 

And  the  whole  circle  of  the  heavens,  for  him 

A  sensitive  existence,  and  a  God, 

With  lifted  hands  invoked,  and  songs  of  praise : 

Or,  less  reluctantly  to  bonds  of  sense 

Yielding  his  soul,  the  Babylonixm  framed 

For  influence  undefined  a  personal  shape ; 

And,  from  the  plain,  with  toil  immense,  upreaied 

Tower  eight  times  planted  on  the  top  of  tower. 

That  Belus,  nightly  to  his  splendid  conch 

Descending,  there  might  rest ;  upon  that  hdght 

Pure  and  serene,  difiiised — to  overlook 

Winding  Euphrates,  and  the  dty  vast 
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Of  htB  devoted  nrorahippera,  br-streleheil. 
With  grovo  ftiid  field  and  garden  inlerBpcnEd ; 
Their  town,  «nii  foodful  repun  tor  support 
Agajnst  tlia  [iressure  of  brfeagncriug  war. 

Chaldoan  Shepherds,  nui^D^  trackless  fields, 
Beneatli  tho  conca™  of  unclouded  skies 
Spread  like  &  scs,  in  boimdlesa  Bolilude, 
Looked  on  tlie  polai  ator,  M  oa  B  guide 
Anil  guiirdiaa  of  llioir  eounc,  thmt  dstut  cLwed 
His  Btedfial  eve.     The  pbnetarjr  Fire 
Willi  a  auliiuiaaivc  reTeteaee  they  beheld; 
Watched,  from  tlio  eenlre  of  their  sleeping  aocka, 
Those  radiant  Mercuries,  that  seemed  to  move 
Carrying  through  ether,  in  perpetual  round, 
DecriHia  and  rotolutiuDs  of  the  God«; 
And,  by  tlieir  upecta,  d^^ifying  norlLS 
Of  dim  futurity,  to  Man  re\xalcd. 
— The  imaginaliTe  faculty  waa  lord 
Of  observnboDs  natural ;  and,  thus 
Led  on,  those  ahephenls  made  report  of  stara 
In  act  rotation  paaHlng  to  and  h^, 
DetweoQ  tlio  orbs  of  oar  apparent  sphere 
And  its  iuviBiblo  eouDterpiirt,  adorned 
With  ansicering  conetellationa,  under  e&rlli, 
RemoTed  froiQ  all  approach  of  hving  sight 
Uat  present  to  tlie  dead  ;  wlia,  bo  they  deemed, 
Like  Iheao  celestial  messengerB  haheld 
All  accidents,  and  judges  were  of  all. 

The  lively  Grecian,  in  a  land  of  liills, 
RivrTB  and  ferlilo  pbiins,  and  Bounding  shores, — 
L'ndcr  a  copo  of  sky  mora  variable. 
Could  hud  commodious  place  fur  every  God, 
Promptly  received,  as  prodigally  hrouglit, 
I'rom  the  auirounding  cuuntrles,  at  the  choice 
Of  all  ntlventurevs.     With  unrivalled  skill, 
Ab  nicest  observation  furnislied  hints 
For  studioiia  fancy,  his  quick  hand  bestowed 
On  fluent  oporationa  a  flsed  sliapc ; 
Metal  or  atons,  idoUlrously  served. 
And  yet^ — triumpliant  o'er  tliis  pompous  show 
Of  art,  (his  palpable  array  of  sense. 
On  every  side  enci)untcrcd ;  in  desjrifo 
Of  [lie  KTOBS  fictions  chanted  in  tlic  Btrecta 
■'    wandering  Rhapaodista  j  and  in  contempt 
Ofdoulit  and  bold  denial  hourly  urj^ed 

lid  the  wrangling  schools — a  sNtiiT  hung, 
Beautiful  region  1  o'er  thy  towns  and  farms. 
Statues  and  temples,  and  memorial  tombs ; 
And  emanations  were  perceived ;  and  acts 

immortahty,  in  Nature's  coarse, 

^.tmpliiied  by  myaleries.  that  were  felt 

Aa  bonds,  on  grave  pliilusopber  imposed 


Aud  armed  warrior ;  and  to  every  ^ve 

A  gay  or  pensivo  leivlemees  prevailed. 

When  piety  more  awful  had  relaud. 

— ■  Take,  running  river,takellie9e  locks  vfsdi 

Thus  woold  the  Volaiy  say—*  Uiia  levcnd  U 

'  My  TOW  fulfilling,  do  I  here  piesiot, 

'  Thankfiil  for  my  beloved  duld's  relam, 

■  Tliy  banks,  Cojihisus,  he  again  hath  (roil, 

'  Thy  murmura beard;  and  drunk ibx iTymliil 
'With  which  t]iaudaatn.'fre9h  the  thiroy  li|i, 

■  And,  all  day  long,  mouteti  these  Horay  MJi 
And  donbllesa,  sometimes,  whoi  the  bvr  lasi 

1  the  flowing  stroun,  B  Ibevf^t  anM 
Of  Life  coMiiiuotis,  Bring  nnimjiaind ; 
That  liath  been,  ii,  and  where  it  was  mhI  is 
There  shall  etidutv, — exislence  mwipomd 
To  the  blind  walk  of  mortal  acddcnl ; 
From  diininutiaD  oafe  and  wc»kaiine  «(«i 
While  man  grows  old,  and  dwindk«,BaJdga)l 
And  countless  generations  of  mankind 
Ocpnrt ;  and  leave  no  vestige  whore  thty  mi 

We  hvo  by  Admiration,  Hope,  ami  Lot; 
And,  even  as  these  on  well  and  wittlj  tni 
In  dignity  of  being  wu  aaceud. 
But  what  is  error r — "Annrerhs  wko^wr 
The  Sceptic  somewhat  haughtily  aidnnKd: 
"  Lore,  H[>po,  and  Admiraticn — an  ikij  M  ' 
Mad  Fancy's  favourite  msnalst    DiiMBolBt 

Guides  to  destmctian  t     Is  it  wdl  to  DaK 
Imagination's  light  when  reason's  laih, 
The  unguarded  taper  where  the  gnanM  Ud*' 
— Stoop  from  Ihoao  heights,  and  soberly  *!*'• 
Wliat  error  is ;  and,  of  our  erron,  wluci 
Dolh  most  debase  tlie  mind ;  tlie  goniiiK  *Ml 
',  where  are  they  I    niio  shall  twkfc 
With  truth,  tlie  scale  of  iuteUectDal  nskr 

"  Metltinks,"  persuasively  tlie  S»ft  njiA 
"  That  for  this  arduous  office  you  intsM 
Some  rare  advantages.    Your  early  dajt 
A  grateful  recollection  must  supply 
Of  muflh  exalted  good  by  Heaven  voidalid 
To  di^ify  tlie  humblest  state.— Your  nio 
Hath,  in  my  hearing,  often  testified 
That  poor  men's  children,  they,  and  ih^  ■!*  ' 
By  tlirir  condition  taugh^  can  nndenlaDil 
Tho  « isdom  of  the  prayer  that  daBy  »b 
For  daily  bread.     A  eonsaoasneBisyauf 
How  feelingly  religion  may  be  iHrncd 

■  cabins,  from  a  mother's  lon^w— 
Heard  while  tite  dwelliui;  vibrata  U  lbs  £• 
Of  tho  contiguous  torreat,  galheting  StnJf* 
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ery  moment — and,  with  strength,  increue 
y ;  or,  whUe  snow  is  at  the  door, 
Iting  and  defending,  and  the  wind, 
itless  labourer,  whistles  at  his  work — 
d ;  but  resignation  tempers  fear, 
iety  is  sweet  to  infant  minds. 
Shepherd-lad,  that  in  the  sunshine  canres, 
i  green  torf,  a  dial — to  divide 
lent  hours ;  and  who  to  that  report 
irtion  out  his  pleasures,  and  adapt, 
ghout  a  long  and  lonely  summer's  day 
und  of  pastoral  duties,  is  not  left 
ess  intelligence  for  moral  things 
▼est  import.    Early  he  perceives, 
1  himself,  a  measure  and  a  rule, 
I  to  the  sun  of  truth  he  can  apply, 
hines  for  him,  and  shines  for  all  mankind, 
ience  daily  fixing  his  regards 
ture's  wants,  he  knows  how  few  they  are, 
here  they  lie,  how  answered  and  appeased, 
nowledge  ample  recompense  affords 
anifold  privations ;  he  refers 
tions  to  this  standard ;  on  this  rock 
bis  desires ;  and  hence,  in  after  life, 
z«ngthening  patience,  and  sublime  content. 
lation — not  permitted  here 
ste  her  powers,  as  in  the  worldling's  mind, 
de  pleasures,  and  superfluous  cares, 
ivial  ostentation — is  left  free 
nissant  to  range  the  solemn  walks 
e  and  nature,  girded  by  a  zone 
nrhile  it  bin^,  invigorates  and  supports, 
wledge,  then,  that  whether  by  the  side 
poor  hut,  or  on  the  mountain  top, 
he  cultured  field,  a  Man  so  bred 
&om  him  what  you  will  upon  the  score 
ynnce  or  illusion)  lives  and  breathes 
ble  purposes  of  mind :  his  heart 
to  the  heroic  song  of  ancient  days ; 
e  distinguishes,  his  soul  creates, 
lose  illusions,  which  excite  the  scorn 
re  the  pity  of  unthinking  minds, 
ey  not  mainly  outward  ministers 
ard  conscience!  with  whose  service  charged 
ame  and  go,  appeared  and  disappear, 
ing  evil  purposes,  remorse 
ning,  chastening  an  intemperate  grief, 
ie  of  heart  abating :  and,  whene'er 
0  important  ends  those  phantoms  move, 
XNild  forbid  them,  if  their  presence  serve, 
ily-peopled  mountains  and  wild  heaths, 
a  Efmee,  else  vacant,  to  exalt 
cma  of  Nature^  and  enlarge  her  powers! 


Once  more  to  distant  ages  of  the  worid 
Let  us  revert,  and  place  before  our  thon^ta 
The  face  which  rural  solitude  might  wear 
To  the  mienlightened  swains  of  pagan  Greece. 
— In  that  fair  clime,  the  lonely  herdsman,  stretehed 
On  the  soft  grass  through  hidf  a  summer's  day. 
With  music  InUed  his  indolent  repose : 
And,  in  some  fit  of  weariness,  if  he. 
When  his  own  breath  was  slent,  chanced  to  hear 
A  distant  strain,  far  sweeter  than  the  sounds 
Which  his  poor  skill  could  make,  his  fimcy  fetched^ 
Even  from  the  blazing  chariot  of  the  sun, 
A  beardless  Youth,  who  touched  a  golden  hite. 
And  filled  the  illumined  groves  with  ravishment. 
The  nightly  hunter,  lifting  a  bright  eye 
Up  towards  the  crescent  moon,  with  grateful  heart 
Called  on  the  lovely  wanderer  who  bestowed 
That  timely  light,  to  share  his  joyous  sport : 
And  hence,  a  beaming  Goddess  with  her  Nymphs^ 
Across  the  lawn  and  through  the  darksome  gro¥% 
Not  unaccompanied  witli  tuneful  notes 
By  echo  multiplied  from  rock  or  cave, 
Swept  in  the  storm  of  chase ;  as  moon  and  stars 
Glance  rapidly  along  the  clouded  heaven. 
When  winds  are  blowing  strong.     The  traveller 

slaked 
His  thirst  from  rill  or  gushing  fount,  and  thanked 
The  Naiad.    Sunbeams,  upon  distant  hills 
Gliding  apace,  with  shadows  in  their  train. 
Might,  with  small  help  from  &ncy,  be  transfomied 
Into  fleet  Oreads  sporting  visibly. 
The  Zephyrs  fanning,  as  they  passed,  their  wingi^ 
Lacked  not,  for  love,  fair  objects  whom  they  wooed 
With  gentle  whisper.  Withered  boughs  grotesque^ 
Stripped  of  their  leaves  and  twigs  by  hoary  age. 
From  depth  of  shaggy  covert  peeping  forth 
In  the  low  vale,  or  on  steep  mountain  side ; 
And,  sometimes,  intermixed  with  stirring  horns 
Of  the  live  deer,  or  goat's  depending  beard, — 
These  were  the  lurking  Satyrs,  a  wild  brood 
Of  gamesome  Deities ;  or  Pan  himself. 
The  simple  shepherd's  awe-inspiring  Qod  1** 

The  strain  was  aptly  chosen;  and  I  could  mark 
Its  kindly  influence,  o'er  the  yielding  brow 
Of  our  Companion,  gradually  difliised ; 
While,  listening,  he  had  paced  the  ndseless  torf. 
Like  one  whose  uutired  ear  a  murmuring  stream 
Detains ;  but  tempted  now  to  interpose^ 
He  with  a  smile  exclaimed : — 

*<  'TIS  well  yon  qposk 
At  a  safe  distance  fh>m  our  native  land. 
And  from  the  mansioni  where  our  youth  was 
taught 
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The  tnie  dcaecadanta  ot  those  gtwily  men 
Who  swept  fram  Scotland,  in  >  lUmc  or  £cal, 
I    Shrine,  altar,  uosge,  and  tlio  aa^y  piles 
'     That  harboured  them,— the  souls  reouning  yet 
'    Tho  churlish  features  of  that  aflei^nice 

Who  Hod  to  woods,  csvt'ms,  and  jutting  rDckfi, 

Id  dduUy  seorn  of  superstitious  rit^ 

Or  what  tlieir  scruples  construed  to  be  audi — 

How,  think  you,  would  they  tolerate  this  scheme 

Of  fine  propenHtiea,  that  tonils,  if  urged 

Far  aa  it  might  be  uignl,  to  sow  afresh 

The  needi  of  Roroi^h  pbantiiay,  in  vain 

Uprooted ;  would  ro^xmsocrate  onr  wells 

To  good  Saint  Fillan  and  to  fair  Saint  Anne ; 

And  from  long  banishment  reeal  Saint  Gi!e«, 

To  watch  agMQ  with  tutchtry  love 

O'er  stately  Edinbonmgh  titroned  on  cnigs  I 

A  blened  restoration,  to  behold 

Tlio  patron,  on  the  ehonlders  of  his  prieels, 

Once  mare  parading  ihi-ough  her  crowded  streets 

Now  Hmply  guarded  by  llic  sober  powers 

Of  wieuoe,  and  philosopliy,  and  eenae ! " 

Thit  uuwcr  follawod. — "  Yon  hare  bimcd  my 
thoughts 
Upon  onr  brave  IVogenitors,  who  rose 
Ag^iurt  idohtt;  with  warlike  nund, 
And  shruuh  from  vain  ohser\'ances,  to  1ur1>' 
In  nooil»,  nnd  dwell  under  impending  rr.As 
Ill-sheltered,  and  oft  wanting  fire  and  fnod  ; 
Why  t — for  this  very  reason  that  they  felt. 
And  did  acknowledge,  wheresoe'ar  they  moved, 
A  spiritual  presence,  oft-times  miscenceiTed, 
But  still  a  high  dependence,  a  dirino 
Bounty  and  government,  tliat  filled  their  hcort* 
With  joy,  and  gmliludo,  and  fear,  and  love ; 
And  from  their  fervent  lips  drew  li)iiuis  of  praise, 
Tluit  tlirough  tlie  desert  rang.     Though  favoured 

Far  less,  than  these,  yet  such,  in  their  degree, 
WtTo  those  liewildered  Pagans  of  old  time. 
Beyond  their  own  poor  natures  and  obovo 
They  looked ;  were  liumlily  thankful  for  the  good 
Which  tho  worm  sun  solicited,  uiirl  earth 
Bestowed ;  were  gladsome, — aiid  their  moral  sense 
They  fortified  with  reverence  for  the  Gods; 
And  they  had  hopes  that  overstepped  tlie  Grave. 

Now,  shall  our  great  Discoverers,"  he  eielaimeil, 
liaising  his  voice  triumphantly,  "  obtain 
From  sense  and  reason  less  than  tlioso  obtained, 
Tliougl)  far  maled  I     ShnU  men  for  whom  our  nge 
Unbaffled  powers  of  vision  hath  prepared. 
To  explore  the  world  without  and  world  witliin, 


Be  joyless  as  the  bUnd!     Ambilians  qiril»~ 
Whom  esirUi,  at  this  late  scsaoo,  bath  jmb 
To  regutata  the  moving  qJiercs,  and  wtigh 
The  planets  in  the  hollow  of  thrir  band ; 
And  they  who  rather  dive  than  aoar,  vboM ; 
Have  solved  the  elements,  or  amJysed 
The  thinking  principle—shall  they  m  ba 
Prove  a  degraded  Bare  1  and  what  anili 
Renown,  if  their  presumption  mate  them  m 
Oh  1  there  is  laughter  at  thor  work  in  bcave 
Inquire  of  ancient  Wisdom ;  go,  deiauid 
Of  mighty  Nature,  if  'twas  ever  mfaal 
Thai  we  should  pry  for  off  yet  be  muuH : 
That  we  should  pore,  and  dwindle  ii  ■«  pmt. 
Viewing  all  objecta  unremittingly 
In  disconnexion  dead  and  ^iriiksn ; 
And  ami  dividuig,  and  dividing  stlQ, 
Break  down  all  grandeur,  still  unsatidiBl 
With  the  perverse  attempt,  while  liltJm'i' 
I>Iay  yet  become  tnore  little ;  wnpni;  iliiu 
impiooH  warfare  with  the  vtiy  Hfn 


Otoi 


Isl 


And  if  indtcd  llwiT  ^ 
An  all-pervading  Spirit,  upon  "  hom 
Our  dork  foundations  rest,  could  be  ii^ 
That  this  magnificent  effect  of  power, 
The  earth  ws  tread,  the  sky  that  m  bthtU 
By  day,  and  all  the  pomp  which  nlgiil  rtnil*! 


That 


■  \  lh:.l 


Our  %ilal  frame,  so  fearfully  deviscil, 
.^nd  the  dread  soul  within  it— shooli)  tu>< 
Only  to  be  examined,  pondered,  mbicIkJ. 
Probed,  vexed,  and  criticised  I— Acm*"'* 
Of  arrognnee,  unknown  Wondercr  »» 1  ic. 
If,  baring  walked  witli  Nature  Ihreaicore:^ 
And  offered,  for  as  Inully  would  tUo*, 
tly  heart  a  daily  sacrifice  to  Truth, 
I  now  aflinn  of  Nature  and  of  TniiL, 
Wliom  I  luive  Bcrred,  that  their  DkiUTT 
Rovolls,  offendeil  at  the  ways  of  iiira 
Sn-ayed  by  such  raotives,  to  such  duit  m?'?'' 
PhiloBophcra,  who,  though  the  humnn  weI 
Be  of  a  lliousond  faculties  compowd, 
And  twice  ten  thousand  interests  do  I«  I^ 
This  soul,  and  the  transcendent  uoirciK 
No  more  than  as  a  minor  that  ndUea 
To  proud  Self-tovG  her  own  uite%n>K: 
That  one,  poor,  finite  object,  in  the  s^™ 
Of  infinite  Being,  twinkling  rcsiii^y! 

Nor  higher  phico  can  be  assijnfd  W  I™ 
And  his  eompccrs— the  laughing  Si^e  of  ^i"" 

mod  was  he,  if  my  memory  do  not  W, 
With  laurel  pbinlfd  upon  bcary  luurv. 
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9f  conquest  by  his  wit  achieved 

lefita  hiB  wisdom  had  conferred ; 

ping  body  tottered  with  wreaths  of  Bowers 

,  far  less  becoming  ornaments 

>ring  oft  twines  about  a  mouldering  tree ; 

t  pleased  a  fond,  a  vain,  old  Man, 

lost  frivolous  people.    Him  I  mean 

nned,  to  ridicule  confiding  faith, 

ry  Legend ;  which  by  chance  we  found 

a  nook,  through  malice,  as  might  seem, 
more  innocent  rubbish/* — Speaking  thus, 
brief  notice  when,  and  how,  and  where, 

espied  the  book,  he  drew  it  forth ; 
irteously,  as  if  the  act  removed, 
,  all  traces  from  the  good  Man's  heart 
nign  aversion  or  contempt, 
d  it  to  its  owner.    "Grentlo  Friend," 
h  he  grasped  the  Solitary's  hand, 
kve  known  Ughtsand  guides  better  than  tliese. 

not  aught  amiss  within  dispose 

mind  to  practise  on  herself, 
ipt  opinion  to  support  the  wrongs 
on :  whatsoe'er  be  felt  or  feared, 
iglier  judgment-seats  make  no  appeal 
r :  can  you  question  that  the  soul 

an  allegiance,  not  by  choice 
1st  off,  upon  an  oath  proposed 
.  new  upstart  notion  I    In  the  ports 
f  no  refuge  can  be  found, 
ter,  for  a  spirit  in  distress. 
>  by  wilful  disesteem  of  life 
>ud  insen^bility  to  hope, 
I  tlie  eye  of  Solitude,  shall  learu 
r  mild  nature  can  be  terrible ; 
ither  she  nor  Silence  lack  tlie  power 
ge  their  own  insulted  majesty. 

jt  seclusion !  when  the  mind  admits 
of  duty;  and  can  therefore  move 
I  each  vicissitude  of  loss  and  gain, 
in  entire  complacence  with  her  choice ; 
^uth^spresumptuousness  is  mellowed  down, 
nhood's  vain  anxiety  dismissed ; 
isdom  shows  her  seasonable  fruit, 
e  boughs  of  sheltering  leisure  hung 
'  plenty ;  when  the  spirit  stoops 
K  with  gratitude  tlie  crystal  stream 
proved  enjoyment;  and  is  pleased 
i,  and  be  saluted  by  the  air 
:  repentance,  wafting  wall-flower  scents 
it  the  crumbling  ruins  of  fallen  pride 
anbers  of  transgression,  now  forlorn, 
contented  days,  and  peaceful  nights ! 
Mn  such  good  can  be  obtained,  would  strive 


To  reconcile  his  manhood  to  a  couch 
Soft,  as  may  seem,  but,  under  that  diaguise^ 
Stuffed  with  the  thorny  substance  of  the  past 
For  fixed  annoyance ;  and  full  oft  beset 
With  floating  dreams,  black  and  disconsolate^ 
The  vapoury  phantoms  of  futurity! 

Within  the  soul  a  faculty  abides^ 
That  with  interpositionB,  which  would  hide 
And  darken,  so  can  deal  that  they  become 
Contingencies  of  pomp ;  and  serve  to  exalt 
Her  native  brightness.    As  the  ample  moon. 
In  the  deep  stillness  of  a  summer  even 
Rising  behind  a  thick  and  lofty  grove, 
Bums,  Uke  an  unconsuming  fire  of  light. 
In  the  green  trees ;  and,  kindling  on  all  sides 
Their  leafy  umbrage,  turns  the  dusky  veil 
Into  a  substance  glorious  as  her  own, 
Yea,  with  her  own  incorporated,  by  power 
Capacious  and  serene.    Like  power  abides 
In  man's  celestial  spirit ;  virtue  thus 
Sets  forth  and  magnifies  herself;  thus  feeds 
A  calm,  a  beautiful,  and  silent  fire, 
From  the  encumbrances  of  mortal  life. 
From  error,  disappointment — nay,  from  guilt ; 
And  sometimes,  so  relenting  justice  wills, 
From  palpable  oppressions  of  despair." 

The  Solitary  by  these  words  was  touched 
With  manifest  emotion,  and  exclaimed ; 
^But  how  begin!  and  whence! — ^The  Mind  is 

free — . 
Resolve,'  the  haughty  Moralist  would  say, 
<  This  single  act  is  all  that  we  demand.' 
Alas !  such  wisdom  bids  a  creature  fly 
Whose  very  sorrow  is,  that  time  hath  shorn 
His  natural  wmgs  I — To  friendship  let  him  torn 
For  succour ;  but  perhaps  he  sits  alone 
On  stormy  waters,  tossed  in  a  httle  boat 
That  holds  but  him,  and  can  contain  no  more  1 
Religion  tells  of  amity  sublime 
Which  no  condition  can  preclude ;  of  One 
Who  sees  all  suffering,  comprehends  all  wants. 
All  weakness  fathoms,  can  supply  all  needs : 
But  is  that  bounty  absolute ! — His  gifts. 
Are  they  not,  still,  in  some  degree,  rewards 
For  acts  of  service !    Can  his  love  extend 
To  hearts  that  own  not  him  I  Will  showers  of  grace. 
When  in  the  sky  no  promise  may  be  seen, 
Fall  to  refresh  a  parched  and  withered  land! 
Or  shall  the  groaning  Spirit  cast  her  load 
At  the  Redeemer's  feet!" 

In  rueful  tone^ 
With  some  impatience  in  his  mien,  he  spake: 
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Back  to  my  mind  rushed  all  that  luul  Veen  urged 
To  culm  Ihe  Sufferer  when  Ui«  alory  cloud ; 
1  looked  for  counsel  as  onben^g  now; 

,  a  lUamminiitiag  sjiupatby 
Stooped  to  this  ^t  reply  v~ 

"Aa  iDea  from  mon 
Do,  in  the  codBtitution  of  (heir  aoola. 
Differ,  hy  myElerjr  not  to  bo  SKpliincd  ; 
Aad  an  vo  fill  by  vuioDS  wnj'B,  and  sttik 
One  deeper  than  BDOther,  (df-coudemned, 
Through  manifold  deg^<^cs  of  giult  Mid  tdiiune  ; 
So  mftnitold  and  ToriooB  are  the  waya 
Of  reatomlion,  fosliioned  to  the  steps 
Of  all  inlirmity,  and  tending  dII 
To  the  same  point,  Rttaioablo  by  nil — 
Peaea  in  ounclTes,  and  union  nith  our  God. 
For  you,  assuredly,  n  hopeful  rofid 
Ijefl  open :  wo  have  heard  bmn  yoa  n  ytace 
At  every  moment  gofteued  in  its  course 
By  tenderness  of  be»rt ;  have  eeen  your  eye, 
Even  like  an  altar  lit  by  fire  from  heaven, 
Kindle  before  ua. — Your  diwoarM  this  day. 
That,  like  Ihe  fabled  Letlie,  wished  to  flow 
In  creeping  sadness,  thraii~h  oUivions  shades 
Of  death  and  ulght,  has  caught  at  every  Inm 
The  coloois  of  the  sun.    Access  for  yoa 

\a  jret  preserred  to  priniapUs  of  Inith, 

tVhidi  the  imaginative  WiU  upholds 

By  tile  inferior  Kiieiilly  lliBt  moiilJs, 
With  her  ininulo  and  speeulnlive  painfi. 
Opinion,  ever  changing  ! 

A  curious  child,  who  dwelt  ujion  n  tract 

Of  inland  ground,  applying  to  his  ear 

Tlie  convoludons  of  a  smooth-lipped  shall ; 

To  whicli,  in  silence  hualied,  hiH  very  soul 

Listened  intensely  ;  and  his  conntGuance  soon 

Brightened  witli  joy;  for  from  n-itliin  were  lieard 

Mumiurings,  whereby  the  monitor  expresBcd 

Mysterious  union  with  its  native  sea. 

Evi'n  such  a  shell  tlic  universe  itself 

Is  to  the  car  of  Fiuth  ;  and  Uierc  are  times, 

1  doubt  not,  when  to  you  it  dolh  impart 

Authentic  tidings  of  invisiMe  tilings  ; 

Of  ebb  and  flow,  and  ever-iuring  power  ; 

And  central  peace,  mbsiiting  at  the  lieart 

Of  endless  agiUvtion.    Here  you  stand. 

Adore,  and  worship,  when  you  know  it  not; 

Pious  beyond  the  intention  of  your  thought ; 

Devout  above  the  meanmg  of  your  will 


—Yes 

Thee! 


<u  Irnve  felt,  and  m 


If  false  coneluaiaiis  of  the  i 


vonld  be  indeed  forlorn 


Made  the  eye  blind,  and  closed  (he  (HKtaan 
Through  which  tlic  ear  convenes  with  the  lioti 
Una  not  the  soal,  the  being  of  your  life, 
Bc«eivcd  a  shoek  of  anrfnl  c<n»«iaame«. 
Id  some  calm  seaBon,  when  tliesr  lofty  neb 
At  night's  approach  bring  down  the  onclnliid  id 
To  rest  upon  thnr  cimunomluent  ntdls  (         | 
A  temple  fnmiilig  of  dimensions  mat,  ^ 

And  yet  not  t^  cnoruioui  fur  the  sound  W 
Of  human  anthem*, — ciioral  sgng.  or  bia*  -M 
Sublime  of  instmiuontal  liarmouy,  ■ 

To  glorify  the  Eternal !     What  if  Ihraa        M 
Did  never  break  Ihe  stiUnesB  thai  prcvilk  M 
Here,— if  the  solemn  nightingalf  be  muB^    ^ 
And  llic  soft  woodlark  hi;rc  did  never  fImW 
Her  vcBpera, — Nature  fails  out  to  provide 
Impulse  and  utterance.    Tlio  whiqicnag  u 
Svnda  iuspiratiun  from  the  shailnwy  bingio^    , 
And  blind  reccnes  of  the  cnvemcd  rucksf  ■ 
The  little  rill^  and  waters  numberless. 
Inandible  by  daylight,  blend  ihrar  no 
With  the  loud  BlreBuis :  and  often,  a 
When  issue  forth  the  tra  pale  stai*,  is  beitd. 
Within  the  dreuit  of  this  Mine  huge, 
One  voice — the  solitary  isveu,  6yiDg 
Athwart  the  concave  of  the  dait  hlw  dio^ 
Unseen,  iierchuoe  abom  ■]]  po*sr  of  liglifr- 
Ad  iron  knell  I  widi  eclioes  from  aikr 
Fninl— mill  still  faintf  r— n.s  llic  cry,  niili  .hidi 
The  waiidenr  neaimpnnies  her  Higlit 
Through  llie  cahn  region,  fades  npon  lb*  or, 
Diminisliing  liy  distance  till  it  seemed 
To  expii-e  ;  yet  from  the  abyss  is  cai^l  s^, 
And  yet  ognui  recovered  ! 

But  descending 
From  these  imaginative  height*,  tlial  jicU 
Far-strelcliing  i-icws  into  clemity, 
Acknowledge  that  to  Nalnre's  humbler  po«r 
Your  ehcrislied  suUeuneBS  is  forces!  bi  beutl 
Evijn  here,  where  bar  ameoilies  are  sown 
Witli  (.jiaring  hand.     Tiieu  trust  yoorself  atai* 
To  range  her  blootning  bowere,  and  sjmaaa  6* 
Where  oil  tlie  lalHinrs  of  the  happy  Ihroog 
She  smiles,  including  in  her  wide  einhnwe 
Citv,  and  town,  and  tower, — and  sea  ivitli  du^ 
Sprinkled  ; — be  our  Companion  while  «e  toA 
Her  rivers  pojiulous  widi  g'.iding  life ; 
While,  <ree  as  air,  o'er  printloss  sands  we  mR 
Or  pierce  the  gloom  of  her  majeslie  woods; 
Rooming,  or  resting  under  grated  shade 
In  peace  and  meditative  eheeifulness ; 
Where  liviug  things,  and  th 
Do  speak,  at  Heaven's  comi 
And  speak  to  social  reasou'i 
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inarticulate  loDguage. 

For,  the  Man — 
f  in  this  spirit,  commanes  with  the  Forms 
itnre,  who  with  understanding  heart 

knows  and  lores  sach  objects  as  excite 

lorbid  pasBJons,  no  dlBquietade^ 

sngeance,  and  no  hatred — needs  must  feel 

oy  of  that  pure  principle  of  love 

teply,  thaty  unsatisfied  with  augbt 

pure  and  exquisite,  he  cannot  choose 

eek  for  objects  of  a  kindred  love 

low-natures  and  a  kindred  joy. 

rdingly  he  by  degrees  perceives 

eelings  of  aversion  softened  down ; 

ly  tenderness  pervade  his  frame. 

inity  of  reason  not  impured, 

ather,  all  his  thoughts  now  flowing  clear, 

I  a  dear  fountain  flowing,  he  looks  round 

ieeks  for  good ;  and  finds  tlie  good  he  seeks : 

abhorrence  and  contempt  are  things 
ily  knows  by  name ;  and,  if  he  hear, 
1  oUier  mouths,  the  language  which  they  speak, 

compassionate ;  and  has  no  thought, 
eling^  which  can  overcome  his  love. 

d  further ;  by  contemplating  these  Forms 

e  relations  which  they  bear  to  man, 

udl  discern,  how,  through  the  various  means 

h  silently  they  yield,  are  multiplied 

i{Mritnal  presences  of  absent  things. 

;  me,  that  for  the  instructed,  time  \vill  come 

1  they  shall  meet  no  object  but  may  teach 

acceptable  lesson  to  tiieir  minds 
man  suffering,  or  of  human  joy. 
all  they  learn,  while  all  things  speak  of  man, 

duties  from  all  forms ;  and  general  laws, 
local  accidents,  shall  tend  alike 
•use,  to  urge ;  and,  with  tlie  will,  confer 
ibility  to  spread  the  blessings  wide 
■e  philanthropy.    The  light  of  love 
■alio^  perseverance  from  tiieir  steps 
rting  not,  for  them  shall  be  confirmed 
prions  habit  by  which  sense  is  made 
Tvient  still  to  moral  purposes, 
iar  to  ^vine.    That  change  shall  clotiie 
laked  quit,  ceasing  to  deplore 
Hirthen  of  existence.    Science  then 
be  a  pceciGus  visitant ;  and  then, 
mly  then,  be  worthy  of  her  name : 
hen  her  heart  shall  kindle ;  her  dull  eye, 
ind  inanimate*,  no  more  shall  hang 
led  to  its  object  in  brute  slavery ; 
■qghi  with  patient  interest  to  watch 

•f  things^  and  serve  the  cause 


Of  order  and  distinctness,  not  for  this 
Shall  it  foiget  that  its  most  noble  use. 
Its  most  illustrious  province,  must  be  found 
In  furnishing  clear  guidance,  a  support 
Not  treacherous,  to  the  mind's  excurtive  power. 
— So  build  we  up  the  Being  that  we  are ; 
Thus  deeply  drinking-in  the  soul  of  things. 
We  shall  be  wise  perforce ;  and,  while  inspired 
By  choice,  and  conscious  that  tiie  Will  is  free. 
Shall  move  unswerving,  even  as  if  impelled 
By  strict  necessity,  along  the  path 
Of  order  and  of  good.    Whate'cr  we  see. 
Or  fieel,  shall  tend  to  quicken  and  refine ; 
Shall  fix,  in  calmer  seats  of  moral  strengtii. 
Earthly  desires ;  and  raise,  to  loftier  heights 
Of  divine  love,  our  intellectual  soul.' 


n 


Here  dosed  the  Sage  that  eloquent  harangney 
Poured  forth  with  fervour  in  continuous  stream. 
Such  as,  remote,  mid  savage  wBdemess, 
An  Indian  Chief  discharges  from  his  breast 
Into  the  hearing  of  assembled  tribes. 
In  open  circle  seated  round,  and  hushed 
As  the  unbreathing  air,  when  not  a  leaf 
Stirs  in  the  mighty  woods. — So  did  he  speak : 
The  words  he  uttered  sluill  not  pass  away 
Dispersed,  like  music  that  the  wind  takes  op 
By  snatches,  and  lets  fall,  to  be  forgotten ; 
No — ^they  sank  into  me,  the  bounteous  gift 
Of  one  whom  time  and  nature  had  made  wise. 
Gracing  his  doctrine  with  authority 
Which  hostUe  spirits  silentiy  allow ; 
Of  one  accustomed  to  desires  that  feed 
On  fruitage  gathered  from  the  tree  of  life; 
To  hopes  on  knowledge  and  experience  built; 
Of  one  in  whom  persuasion  and  belief 
Had  ripened  into  faith,  and  faith  become 
A  passionate  intuition ;  whence  the  Soul, 
Though  bound  to  earth  by  tics  of  pity  and  love. 
From  all  injurious  servitude  was  free. 

The  Sun,  before  his  place  of  rest  were  rpached. 
Had  yet  to  travel  far,  but  unto  us, 
To  us  who  stood  low  in  that  hollow  deU, 
He  had  become  invisible, — a  pomp 
Leaving  behind  of  yellow  radiance  spread 
Over  the  mountiun  sides,  in  contrast  bold 
With  ample  shadows,  seemingly,  no  less 
Than  those  resplendent  lights,  his  rich  bequest; 
A  dispensation  of  his  evening  power. 
— Adown  the  path  that  from  the  glen  had  led 
The  fimeral  train,  the  Shepherd  and  his  Mate 
Were  seen  descending :— forth  to  greet  them  nm 
Our  littie  Page :  the  rustic  pair  approach ; 
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AnJ  in  the  Malron's  connleniuiwi  tnsy  be  read 

Plujn  iudication  diat  Uie  words,  whicli  lold 

How  ihst  neglecled  Pensioner  was  »nt 

Before  his  time  into  a.  quiet  gravo. 

Had  done  to  her  Immuiily  no  wrong : 

Bat  we  ftTO  kindly  welcomed — promplly  served 

With  oBtfiotalious  xat\. — Along  the  floor 


Oftlie  siiul!  Cottage  in  tlie  lonely  DeU 
A  gmtefu]  eouch  was  ■preul  for  our  repos 
Where,  in  the  guise  (tf  mounluneers,  we  b 
Stretched  upon  fragranl  heath,  and  Inlbdl 
Of  far-off  torrents  channing  the  still  niglit 
And,  to  tired  limlis  and  over-bosy  ihoogtil 
Inviting  steep  uid  soft  forgetfiilnea*. 
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■aui  Id— Itita 
DiniHU];!ilg   i^ 


tor  the  Rlw — IncopjiutcDcy  of  tfa«  bvt  mi 
MBBHOt  Ihmt  pncllH  bill  fur  below  Ihii  (dJob 
ofilnljr  aieil>tli«  In  Uw  nlnd— CeMtal  oniDpli 
■  filllng4ff  in  Iho  TBluii  of  life  after  Iho  time  of 


BunotloD  llut  Ui 
portraits  of  tlic  1' 


uflco]    EjitaUliBbmail 


■itli    tliy 


I'liJe 


"  FiBEWELi,  deep  Valley, 

HODH-, 

I  its  EUioll  lot  of  life-supporting  ficldB, 
And  goiknlLin  rocks  1— Farewell,  ntCractive  scat  1 
To  lliD  Bllll  iuHu.v  of  the  morning  lij,-ht 
Open,  and  day's  pure  eheerfulnosF,  but  veiled 
From  liuman  observatioa,  as  if  yet 
Primeval  forests  wrapped  thee  round  with  liark 
Impenetrable  sliade ;  once  more  farewell, 
M»jestic  circuit,  beautiful  abyss, 
By  Nature  destined  from  the  birth  of  things 
I    For  quiotncai  profound ! " 

Upon  the  side 


Of  that  brown  ridge,  sole  outlet  of  tlmak 

V^liich  foot  of  baldest  sttsoger  would  UW 
Lingenng  behind  my  comrades,  tlrai  1  In 
A  puling  tribute  (o  ■  spot  that  seemed 
Like  tlie  fixed  centre  of  a  Iroobled  irorii 
Again  I  halted  with  reverted  fjiM ; 
The  ehaiu  that  woald  not  slacken,  «ns  U  le 
Snapt,— and,  pursuing  teistrely  my  inj. 
How  vjun,  thought  I,  is  it  by  chu^  of  {In 
To  seek  that  comfort  which  the  iniad  ieua 
Yet  trial  and  temptation  oil  are  shmmeJ 
Wisely  ;  and  by  loefa  teunre  do  <n  baU, 
Fntil  life's  poncMom,  that  max  tlMg><lt> 
Yields  no  peculiar  reoson  of  coniplunl 
Miglil,  by  the  promise  tlist  is  h:r^, }-:  «'iri 
To  steal  from  active  duties,  and  cmbraw 
Obscurity,  and  uiiiiisturbed  repose, 
— Knowledge,  metliinkii,  in  these  disnrdenJ  I 
Sho\dd  be  allowed  n  pi-ivlle^  to  liate 
Her  anclioriles,  tike  piety  of  old ; 
Men,  who,  from  faction  sicrcd,  and  nusaian 
By  war,  might,  if  so  minded,  turn  uiJa 
L'neensurcd,  and  subsist,  a  scatlerfd  fe» 
Living  to  God  and  nature,  and  conleot 
With  ihiil  communion.     Gonsccrakd  be 
The  spots  where  such  abide  [    Bui  hsppa  f 
The  Man,  whom,  furthenuorp,  a  hope  »ll»i 
TIat  meditation  and  resciorich  may  guidi 
His  privacy  to  principles  and  powers 
Discovered  or  iuvcnted  ;  or  not  forth, 
Tlirough  bis  aequaintance  wiih  the  aaii  U 1 
In  lucid  order ;  so  that,  w  lien  bis  connc 
Is  run,  some  faithful  culogiyt  may  bv, 
Ilo  sought  not  praise,  and  praise  did  ovedpo. 
Hia  iinoblmsivo  merit ;  but  bis  life, 
Sweet  to  himself,  was  cierdsed  m  good 
That  shall  survive  his  name  and  niemar, 

Actnowledgnients  of  gralitude  sineen 
Accompanied  ihe^  musiii^ ;  fervent  thuk 
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ly  own  peaceful  lot  and  happy  choice ; 
»ice  that  from  the  passions  of  the  world 
Irew,  and  fixed  me  in  a  still  retreat ; 
ired,  but  not  to  social  duties  lost, 
led,  but  not  buried ;  and  with  song 
ing  my  days,  and  with  industrious  thought ; 
the  ever-welcome  company  of  books ; 
virtuous  friendship's  soul-sustaining  aid, 
vith  the  blessings  of  domestic  love. 

IS  occupied  in  mind  I  paced  along, 
ving  the  rugged  road,  by  sledge  or  wheel 
in  the  moorland,  till  I  overtook 
70  Associates,  in  the  morning  sunshine 
ig  together  on  a  rocky  knoU, 
ce  the  bare  road  descended  rapidly 
i  green  meadows  of  another  vale. 

re  did  our  pensive  Hast  put  forth  his  hand 
a  of  £u-ewell.    **  Nay,"  the  old  Man  said, 
fragrant  air  its  coolness  still  retiuns ; 
erds  and  flocks  are  yet  abroad  to  crop 
ewy  grass ;  you  cannot  leave  us  now, 
ust  not  part  at  this  inviting  hour." 
ilded,  though  reluctant ;  for  his  mind 
ctively  disposed  him  to  retire 
I  own  covert ;  as  a  billow,  heaved 
the  beach,  rolls  back  into  the  sea. 
rre  descend :  and  winding  round  a  rock 
I  a  point  that  showed  the  valley — stretched 
gth  before  us ;  and,  not  distant  far, 
a  rising  ground  a  grey  church-tower, 
B  battlements  were  screened  by  tufted  trees. 
9wards  a  crystal  Merc,  that  lay  beyond 
g  steep  hiUs  and  woods  embosomed,  flowed 
ious  stream  with  boldly-winding  course ; 
traceable,  there  hidden — there  again 
tit  restored,  and  glittering  in  the  sun. 
le  stream's  bank,  and  every  where,  appeared 
Iwellings,  single,  or  in  social  knots ; 
scattered  o'er  tlie  level,  others  perched 
3  hill  sides,  a  cheerful  quiet  scene, 
n  its  morning  purity  arrayed. 

B  'mid  some  happy  valley  of  the  Alps,*' 

,  "  once  happy,  ere  tyrannic  power, 

yoly  breaking  in  upon  the  Swiss, 

>yed  their  unoffending  commonwealth, 

alar  equality  reigns  here, 

'or  yon  stately  House  beneath  whose  roof 

■1  lord  might  dwell." — ^  No  feudal  pomp, 

irer,"  replied  the  Wanderer,  '^  to  that  House 

gSy  bat  there  in  his  allotted  Home 

1^  firom  year  to  year^  a  genuine  Priest, 


The  shepherd  of  his  flock  ;  or,  as  a  king 
Is  styled,  when  most  affectionately  praised. 
The  fiither  of  his  people.    Such  i»  he ; 
And  rich  and  poor,  and  young  and  old,  rejoice 
Under  his  spiritual  sway.    He  hath  vouchsafed 
To  me  some  portion  of  a  kind  regard ; 
And  something  also  of  his  inner  mind 
Hath  he  imparted — but  I  speak  of  him 
As  he  is  kno^vn  to  all. 

The  calm  delights 
Of  unambitious  piety  he  chose. 
And  learning's  solid  dignity ;  though  bom 
Of  knightly  race,  nor  wanting  powerful  friends. 
Hither,  in  prime  of  manhood,  he  withdrew 
From  academic  bowers.    He  loved  the  spot — 
Wlio  does  not  love  his  native  soil ! — he  prized 
The  ancient  rural  character,  composed 
Of  simple  manners,  feelings  unsupprest 
And  undisguised,  and  strong  and  serious  thought ; 
A  character  reflected  in  himself. 
With  such  embeUisliment  as  weU  beseems 
His  rank  and  sacred  function.    This  deep  vale 
Winds  far  in  reaches  hidden  from  oar  sight, 
And  one  a  turreted  manorial  hall 
Adorns,  in  which  the  good  Man's  ancestors 
Have  dwelt  through  ages — Patrons  of  this  Core. 
To  them,  and  to  his  own  judicious  pains, 
The  Vicar's  dwelling,  and  the  whole  domain, 
Owes  that  predding  aspect  which  nnght  well 
Attract  your  notice  ;  statelier  than  could  else 
Have  been  bestow^ed,  through  course  of  common 

chance, 
On  an  unwealthy  mountain  Benefice.^ 

This  siud,  oft  pausing,  we  pursued  our  way  ; 
Nor  reached  the  village-churchyard  till  the  sun 
Travelling  at  steadier  pace  than  ours,  had  risen 
Above  the  summits  of  the  highest  hills. 
And  round  our  path  darted  oppressive  beams. 

As  chanced,  the  portals  of  the  sacred  Pile 
Stood  open ;  and  we  entered.    On  my  frame, 
At  such  transition  from  the  fervid  air, 
A  grateful  coolness  fell,  that  seemed  to  strike 
The  heart,  in  concert  with  that  temperate  awe 
And  natural  reverence  which  tiie  place  inspired. 
Not  nused  in  nice  proportions  was  the  pile, 
But  large  and  massy ;  for  duration  built ; 
With  pillars  crowded,  and  the  roof  upheld 
By  naked  rafters  intricately  crossed, 
Like  leafless  underboughs,  in  some  thick  wood. 
All  withered  by  tiie  depth  of  shade  above. 
Admonitory  texts  inscribed  the  walls. 
Each,  in  its  ornamental  scroll,  enclosed ; 


V 

^^^1 

■ 
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B»di  »l»  creamed  -ith  winged  h«d^»  |wr 

In  moden  [ancgjrie.                ^^| 

OfruAr1v.i«inWdChenil,im.    n.*a«» 

^^^M 

What  would  tiiey  teU  r  aaJd^^^l 

^^m 

Of  ptuxluis  out  that  faded  nacvaSi^ 

^^H 

la  aMmlr  to*.  ;  tlie  cl»n«l  onlj  iba-od 

^^H 

CUlcd  me  :  and,  loaliag  d.>wn  the  di 

I  nw  the  Teoanl  of  the  lonely  vale 

^^B 

Though  with  tlM  Enanotnn'a  BpwM  Miwlilj 

Standing  apart ;  with  carved  arm  re< 

^^H 

On  the  baptinnal  font ;  hia  pallid  fac 

^^H 

Vu^-ing  lu  tlnciure  witli  tlic  changcfDl  U^i, 

Upturned,  u  if  his  mind  were  rapt,  c 

Imbued  tlic  alui^wiadow :  flxcd  ilofl 

^B 

A  hilpd  HaKbDicm  hmi^t.  uid  one  by  lltiu) 

The  Bcmhlance  bcmring  of  a  leulpmti 

^m 

^1 

In  peaoe,  from  mom  In  night.  &Tan  ] 

^1 

^1 

ThraoKfng  ihe  walb  1  utd  oD  itw  floor  bcnWh 

Him  from  tliat  posture  did  tho  So: 

^1 

Who  entered,  humming  earelearij-  a 

^H 

And  fDM-worn  ffHajht,  and  mtoo  with  snail 

Continuation  liaply  of  the  notea 

K 

Aaddiiniug  dGglfs  of  bm«  tnUIJ. 

That  had  hepuled  the  »>rk  from  wh 
WiU.  Bpade  and  matloek  o'er  his  ah. 

^^P 

Tha  tribnta  by  tboe  Tnriciiu  romnU  diumni. 

To  be  deposited,  for  future  a«d. 

^^v 

DbIj  «>  p^  OMh  rdtcr  wh,  lud  md 

In  their  appointed  plaw.     The  pale 

^H^ 

Tbi-  ordiiiu7  chroniclD  of  lunli. 

Wit]idn>w ;  and  straighi  we  followed 

^M 

Where  lun  and  shade  were  iniamin 

^M 

A  broad  oal,  stretcliing  forth  ita  ImI 

^M 

Cmvo  doctor*  ■trcnunu*  fur  Uio  mother-diui'di, 

^M 

Small  (pace  of  that  green  ehnrchyan 

^M 

To  king  kad  people  trtu.     A  liruco  pbl«. 

And  pleaaaal  awning.    Ou  the  moas- 

^M 

My  ancient  Friend  and  1  together  la 

H 

Wlinn  onom  of  einlily  honour  ivu  UigHn 

Our  teats ;  and  thus  tlic  Sotilary  tfm 

^M 

Id  TWjity  of  pipo  wniins  Uio  train 

StandmgbeTursus:— 

^M 

0(  tlio  oichtli  H»nry,  whou  lie  croiBed  the  hu 

«  Did  j-ou  ni 

^M 

Ilii  njy«l  (lato  to  ehow,  aitd  proTu  his  etrenjtth 

Of  Hull  ielf«>laeed,  easy-heartirf  dn 

H 

Death's  hireling,  who  aroopa  out  hii 

H 

grave, 

H 

And  prtiicd  Uic  gnlbmt  b«ring.  of  m  Rnight 

Or  wnps  on  old  aequalntanoa  up  m  i 

H 

Tried  In  tlic  Mo-fighu  of  the  scfond  Cliula. 

All  uDoonocroed  aa  he  wonld  bind  ■  i 

H 

Or  plant  a  tree.    And  did  you  hnr  1 

And.  to  the  «lcnt  huiguagB  giving  vwoe, 

H 

From  Eome  oiTeeting  images  and  thoi 

Which  then  were  lilent ;  but  cra(«  n 

H 

Awl  rij^lfnl  goTcminent  subverted,  found 

^1 

One  mjf  «ol««<— that  hc^  hud  €sp<niscd 

Much,"  he  continued,  with  dejede 

^1 

A  virUoua  Lady  tendcrlj'  beloved 

"Much,  yeelerdny,  was  said  in  glowij 

^1 

For  her  benipi  perfertions ;  and  j-et  more 

H 

EndMred  to  him,  for  this,  thM,  in  her  aute 

Fur  fhture  states  of  bong;  andlhei 

H 

Hovered  above  our  destiny  on  carlh: 

H 

W1.0  Uirove,  Uk«  plant*,  uniujared  by  the  storm 

But  eloop,  and  plaeo  tho  proEpect  of  \ 

TImt  l«d  their  country  waste.    No  need  to  speak 

H 

Of  lew  papticutar  noticea  asaigned 

And  man's  substantinl  life.     If  this  m 

H 

To  Youtli  or  Maiden  gone  befrnw  Ihejr  time. 

Of  what  it  holds  could  speat,  and  eve 

H 

1 

Of  yielding  ila  maluBtt  to  eye  and  e« 
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>uld  recoil,  stricken  with  sorrow  and  shame, 
disclosed,  by  such  dread  proof,  how  ill 
hich  is  done  accords  with  what  is  known 
ion,  and  by  conscience  is  enjoined ; 
ly,  how  perversely,  life's  whole  course, 
conclusion,  deviates  from  the  line, 
lie  end  stops  short,  proposed  to  all 
aspiring  outset 

Mark  the  babe 
ig  accustomed  to  this  breathing  world  ; 
It  hath  barely  learned  to  shape  a  smile, 
I  yet  irrational  of  soul,  to  grasp 
iny  finger — to  let  fall  a  tear ; 
9  the  heavy  cloud  of  sleep  dissolves, 
tell  his  limbs,  bemocking,  as  might  seem, 
tward  functions  of  intelligent  man ;   . 
e  proficient  in  amusive  feats 
petry,  that  from  the  lap  declare 
pectations,  and  announce  his  claims 
;  inheritance  which  millions  rue 
ley  were  ever  bom  to !  In  due  time 
of  solemn  ceremonial  comes ; 
they,  who  for  this  Minor  hold  in  trust 
that  transcend  the  loftiest  heritage 
e  humanity,  present  their  Charge, 
8  occasion  daintily  adorned, 
baptismal  font.     And  when  the  pure 
nsecrating  element  hath  cleansed 
ginal  stain,  the  child  is  there  received 
e  second  ark,  Christ's  church,  witli  trust 
?,  from  wrath  redeemed,  therein  shall  float 
le  billows  of  this  troublesome  world 
fair  land  of  everlasting  life. 
t  affections,  covetous  desires, 
renounced ;  high  as  the  thought  of  man 
Ty  virtue,  virtue  is  professed ; 
aUion  made,  a  promise  given 
B  provision  to  control  and  guide, 
(remitting  progress  to  ensure 
less  and  truth." 

**  You  cannot  blame/ 
iterpoaing  fervently  I  said, 
which  attest  tliat  Man  by  natm*e  lies 
for  good  and  evil  in  a  gulf 
ly  low ;  nor  will  your  judgment  scorn 
tervices,  whereby  attempt  is  made 
the  creature  toward  that  eminence 
eh,  now  fallen,  erewhile  in  majesty 
id ;  or  if  not  so,  whose  top  serene 
t  he  feels  'Us  given  him  to  descry ; 
iiout  aspirations,  evermore 
ing,  and  injunctions  from  within 
to  cast  off  and  weariness;  in  trust 
hat  the  Soul  perceives,  if  glory  lost, 


*t 


May  be,  through  pains  and  persevering  hope. 

Recovered ;  or,  if  hitherto  unknown, 

Lies  within  reach,  and  one  day  shall  be  gained." 

^  I  blame  them  not,"  he  calmly  answered — <'no ; 
The  outward  ritual  and  established  forms 
With  which  communities  of  men  invest 
These  inward  feelings,  and  the  aspiring  vows 
To  which  the  lips  give  public  utterance 
Are  both  a  natural  process;  and  by  me 
Shall  pass  unoensured ;  though  the  issue  prove. 
Bringing  from  age  to  age  its  own  reproach. 
Incongruous,  impotent,  and  blank. — But,  oh ! 
If  to  be  weak  is  to  be  wretched — ^miserable, 
As  the  lost  Angel  by  a  human  voice 
Hath  moumiully  pronounced,  then,  in  my  mind. 
Far  better  not  to  move  at  all  than  move 
By  impulse  sent  from  such  illusive  power, — 
That  finds  and  cannot  fasten  down ;  that  grasps 
And  is  rejoiced,  and  loses  while  it  grasps  ; 
Tliat  tempts,  emboldens— for  a  time  sustains. 
And  then  betrays ;  accuses  and  inflicts 
Remorseless  punishment ;  and  so  retreads 
The  inevitable  circle :  better  far 
Than  this,  to  graze  the  herb  in  thoughtless  peace, 
By  foresight  or  remembrance,  undisturbed ! 

Philosophy  I  and  thou  more  vaunted  name 
Religion !  with  thy  statelier  retinue. 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity— from  the  visible  world 
Choose  for  your  emblems  whatsoe'er  ye  find 
Of  safest  guidance  or  of  firmest  trust — 
The  torch,  the  star,  the  anchor ;  nor  except 
Tlie  cross  itself,  at  whose  unconscious  feet 
The  generations  of  mankind  have  knelt 
Ruefully  seized,  and  shedding  bitter  teant. 
And  through  that  conflict  seeking  rest—of  you, 
High-titled  Powers,  am  I  constrained  to  ask. 
Here  standing,  with  the  unvoyageable  sky 
In  faint  reflection  of  inflnitude 
Stretched  overhead,  and  at  my  pensive  feet 
A  subterraneous  magazine  of  bones. 
In  whose  dark  vaults  my  own  shall  soon  be  laid. 
Where  are  your  triumplist  your  dominion  where! 
And  in  what  age  admitted  and  confirmed  { 
— Not  for  a  happy  land  do  I  enquii'e. 
Island  or  grove,  that  hides  a  blessed  few 
Who,  with  obedience  willing  and  sincere. 
To  your  serene  authorities  confoi*m ; 
But  whom,  I  ask,  of  individual  Souls, 
Have  ye  withdrawn  from  passion's  crooked  ways. 
Inspired,  and  thoroughly  fortified  ? — If  the  heart 
Could  be  inspected  to  its  inmost  folds 
By  sight  undazzled  with  the  glare  of  pmise. 


Thoa  pitiably  inftim  ;  then,  he  who  made, 
And  who  aluill  judge  the  creature,  will  IbrgiTe. 
—Yet,  in  ila  gencnd  (eoor,  your  complaint 
Ib  ill  too  true ;  and  auraly  not  misplaced : 
For,  fivm  thia  pregnant  spot  of  groond,  auch 
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ly  DBtunJ  exbalatioii.    With  the  dead 
n  their  repose,  the  living  in  thur  mirth, 
Who  can  reflect,  mmioTed,  upon  the  muid 
or  smooth  and  aolemnlxed  eomplwaidea. 
By  which,  on  Chriatian  landa,  from  age  to  age 
ProresNoii  mocka  performance.    Earth  is  ^ck. 
And  Heaven  is  weaiy,  of  the  boUow  worda 
Which  Slatea  and  Kingdoma  utter  when  they  talk 
I    Of  truth  and  justice.    Turn  to  private  life 
And  Mdal  neighbourhood ;  look  we  to  onrselveB ; 
A  light  of  duty  ahinea  on  every  day 
For  all ;  and  yet  how  few  are  warmed  or  cheered  I 
How  few  who  mingle  with  their  fellow-men 
And  still  remain  self-governed,  and  apart, 
Liketliisonr  honoured  Friend;  and  thence  ae^niro 
Right  to  expect  his  vigorous  decline, 
That  promiaea  to  the  end  a  hleat  old  age  1 " 

*■  Vet,"  with  a  smile  of  trinmph  thus  eiclAimed 
Tlic  Solitary,  "in  the  life  of  man. 
If  to  the  poetry  of  common  speech 
Futh  may  be  given,  we  see  as  in  a  glass 
A  true  reBection  of  the  dreling  year. 
With  all  ila  Beasocu.     Grant  that  Spring  is  thm^ 
In  spile  of  many  a  nni^  untoward  blast. 
Hopeful  and  prominng  with  buds  and  flowora ; 
Yet  where  ia  glowing  Summer's  long  rich  day, 
That  ought  to  follow  faithfully  exprcsEcd  I 

argcd  ivilli  lioun tonus  fruit, 
ii]  nlililfavoim.-Jtlimo 


And  notice  forced  upon  ineurion 
These,  it  these  only,  acting  in  d( 
Of  the  aicominms  by  my  FMeuJ 
On  humble  life,  forUd  tlie  jadgii 
To  tniat  the  Hailiog  aapect  of  th 
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ealth. 


(by  natnra'a  sd 
From  fool  tcmptationa,  and  by  « 
Of  a  good  diepherd  toided  ••  th 
Do  tend  thdr  flocks)  partake  m 
With  Uttle  mitigatiOD.  Thef  ea 
Perchance,  the  hmvier  woes  of  j 
The  tedium  of  fantastic  idkoesB 
Yet  life,  m  vith  the  multitude,  1 
Is  &shi<med  like  an  iU-coaBtnid 
That  on  the  outset  waste*  its  ga; 
Its  fair  adventure*,  its  cnUveniii 
And  pleaaant  inteicnta — for  the 
Old  things  repekted  with  dimini 
And  all  the  laboured  norolties  ■ 
Imperfect  sobstitDles,  whoae  um 
Evince  the  want  and  weakness  wl 

While  in  this  serious  mood  <n 
The  reverend  Pastor  toward  tbi 
Approached ;  and,  with  a  mild  i 
Of  native  cordialiqr,  our  Frieod 
Advanced  to  greet  him.  With  i 
Was  he  received,  and  mutual  jo 
Awlitle  they  stood  in  confcienee 
That  he,  who  now  npon  the  mos 
Sate  by  my  side,  had  vanished,  i 
Couid  have  transferred  him  to  tl 
Or  the  least  penetrable  hiding-pi 
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r — like  a  stately  sycamore^ 

•ads^  in  gentle  pomp,  its  honied  shade* 

ral  greeting  was  exchanged ;  and  soon 
)r  learned  that  his  approach  had  given 
le  interruption  to  discourse 
d  in  truth  too  often  sad. — ^''Is  Man 
r  hope !    Do  generations  press 
itions,  without  progress  made ! 
individual,  ere  his  hairs  he  grey. 

Are  we  a  creature  in  whom  good 
rates,  or  evil  I    Doth  the  will 
dge  reason's  law  !    A  Uving  power 
or  no  better  than  a  name, 
IS  health  or  beauty,  and  unsound  I 
le  only  substance  which  remains, 
the  tenor  of  compUdnt  hath  run) 
>  many  shadows,  are  the  pains 
Ities  of  miserable  life, 

0  decay,  and  then  expire  in  dust ! 
Stations  this  w^ay  have  been  drawn, 

the  points,"  the  Wanderer  said,  '<  on  which 
«t  turns. — Accord,  good  Sir !  the  light 
xperience  to  dispel  this  gloom : 
>ersuaaive  wisdom  shall  the  Heart 
!,  or  languishes,  be  stilled  and  cheered." 

ature,"  said  the  Priest,  in  mild  reply, 

oay  weigh  and  fathom :  they  perceive, 

istempered  and  unclouded  spirit, 

t  as  it  is ;  but,  for  ourselves, 

alative  height  vfc  may  not  reach. 

and  evil  are  our  own ;  and  we 

%'hich  we  would  contemplate  from  fai*. 

e,  fur  us,  is  difficult  to  gain — 

;  to  gain,  and  hard  to  keep^ 

s  self;  like  virtue  is  beset 

■es ;  tried,  tempted,  subject  to  decay. 

liration,  fear,  desire,  and  hate, 

e  we  without  these :  through  these  alone 

•le  to  notice  or  discern 

>rd ;  we  judge,  but  cannot  be 

t  judges.    'Spite  of  proudest  boast, 

est  reason,  is  to  imperfect  man 

only,  and  a  noble  aim ; 

an  attribute  of  sovereign  power, 

courted — never  to  be  won. 

rth,  or  each  man  dive  into  himself ; 

1  he  but  a  creature  too  perturbed ; 
wsported  to  excess ;  that  yearns, 
r  trembles,  wrongly,  or  too  much  ; 
lily,  in  disgust  as  rash  recoils ; 

I  spleen,  or  moulders  in  despair! 
;irehen8ion  fails,  and  truth  is  missed ; 


Thus  darkness  and  deludon  round  our  path 
Spread,  from  disease,  whose  subtle  injury  lorka 
Within  the  very  fsMmlty  of  sight 

Yet  for  the  general  purposes  of  faith 
In  Providence,  for  solace  and  support, 
We  may  not  doubt  that  who  can  best  subject 
The  w^ill  to  reason^s  law,  can  strictliest  live 
And  act  in  that  obedience,  he  sliall  gain 
The  clearest  apprehension  of  those  truths. 
Which  unassisted  reason's  utmost  power 
Is  too  infirm  to  reach.    But,  waiving  tliis. 
And  our  xegards  confining  within  bounds 
Of  less  exalted  consciousness,  through  which 
The  very  multitude  are  free  to  range. 
We  safely  may  affirm  that  human  life 
Is  either  fair  and  tempting,  a  soft  scene 
Grateful  to  nght,  refreshing  to  the  soul. 
Or  a  forbidden  tract  of  cheerless  view ; 
Even  as  the  same  is  looked  at,  or  approached. 
Thus,  when  in  changeful  April  fields  are  white 
With  new-fallen  snow,  if  from  the  sullen  nortli 
Your  walk  conduct  you  hither,  ere  the  sun 
Hath  gained  his  noontide  height,  this  churchyard, 

filled 
With  mounds  transversely  lying  side  by  side 
From  east  to  west,  before  you  will  appear 
An  unillumined,  blank,  and  dreary,  plain. 
With  more  than  wintry  cheerlessness  and  gloom 
Saddening  the  heart    Go  forward,  and  look  back  ; 
Look,  from  the  quarter  whence  the  lord  of  light, 
Of  life,  of  love,  and  gladness  doth  dispense 
His  beams ;  which,  unexcluded  in  tlieir  fall, 
Upon  the  southern  side  of  every  grave 
Have  gently  exercised  a  melting  power ; 
Then  will  a  vernal  prospect  greet  your  eye. 
All  fresh  and  beautiful,  and  green  and  bright. 
Hopeful  and  cheerful : — vanished  is  the  pall 
That  overspread  and  chilled  the  sacred  turf. 
Vanished  or  hidden ;  and  the  whole  domain. 
To  some,  too  lightly  minded,  might  appear 
A  meadow  carpet  for  the  dancing  hours, 
— This  contrast,  not  unsuitable  to  life, 
Is  to  that  other  state  more  apposite, 
Death  and  its  two«fold  aspect !  wintry — one, 
Cold,  sullen,  blank,  from  hope  and  joy  shut  out ; 
The  other,  which  the  ray  divine  liatli  touched, 
Heplete  with  vivid  promise,  bright  as  spring.' 


•> 


"  We  see,  then,  as  we  feci,"  tlie  Wanderer  tlvs 
With  a  complacent  animation  spake, 
''  And  in  yoiur  judgment.  Sir !  the  mind*s  repose 
On  evidence  is  not  to  be  ensured 
By  act  of  naked  reason.    Moral  truth 
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e,  iHiiU  b  J  rnlo  ; 
AbI  iriikli,  ooce  bmli,  (rUiiiB  »  stsdfaHt  i^pe 
Awl  andinariieJ  pro)«rtioiiB ;  bat  t.  Quag 
SatJMt,  you  dean,  to  viul  aoidenU ; 
And,  Wu  iLe  mier-tilf ,  lire*  uid  [hriTes, 
Wlaue  not  b  Gied  in  Msble  earth,  wboae  Lead 
FVata  «n  die  tontng  waves,    ^illi  joy  Bince™ 


B7  jam  uHbority.     But  bow  acquire 
the  inwanl  principle  that  girea  effect 
To  ontiard  ai^umcQt ;  the  pasBiro  will 
Ueet  to  lulmit ;  the  atlive  energy. 
Strong  and  nnbouoiicd  to  cnitiracB,  and  Umi 
To  terp  and  cherisli  t  liow  shall  num  uuite 
With  self-forgetting  lendemtas  of  heart 
An  «arth-de3pi«Dg  digiiiif  of  soul ! 
Wm  in  that  union,  and  without  it  bliml  \ " 

"•nw  way,"  mid  I,  "to  court,  if  not  obtain 
Hie  ingmniniB  mind,  apt  to  bo  set  origlit; 
This,  ill  tho  lonely  dell  lUscouTslng,  yau 
Declared  at  )arge ;  and  by  what  eien 
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y  bo  trained,  and  rraovatian  brougbl 
To  those  who  need  the  gift.     Dut,  alter  all, 
U  aught  *o  certain  as  lliat  man  is  doorood 
Tobrealliebeneatfaa  Yault  of  ignonuieel 
nw  natund  roof  of  that  dai4c  house  in  which 
oul  i5  pent !    How  liltlo  can  he  known— 
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This  is  Ilie  good  nuui'ii  not  unfroqncnt  pang  '. 

And  tliey  pcHiaps  err  least,  tbo  lowly  dosa 

Wlioni  u  beuijn  necoBsily  cotopcU 

To  follaw  rensou's  least  nmbitioua  course  ; 

Sncli  do  I  itiean  nlio,  unperplexed  by  doubl. 

And  uuinciled  by  a  wihIi  to  look 

Into  high  objects  fartlier  tlian  they  nuty. 

Pace  to  nnd  fro,  froui  mom  till  even-tide, 

The  narrow  avenue  of  daily  toil 

For  daily  bread." 

"  Yes,"  bui-jTintly  exelaimeil 
The  polo  Recluse — "  praise  to  tlio  sturdy  plough. 
And  [latienl  spado ;  praise  to  the  simjile  crook, 
And  ponderotis  loom — resounding  while  it  holds 
Body  and  mind  in  one  captivity ; 
And  let  tlie  light  mechanic  tool  be  hailed 
Willi  bouour ;  T^jch,  encasing  by  the  pou  er 
Of  long  companionBliip,  tlie  artist's  liaiid. 
Cuts  »S  tliBt  bond,  with  all  its  world  of  ncnes, 
From  a  too  busy  conunerce  with  Uie  heart  I 
— liigloi'iouB  inipleoienta  of  ciaft  aiid  toil. 
Both  ye  that  iJinjx)  imd  build,  and  ye  that  lorcc. 
By  slow  soliiitntioQ,  earth  tu  yield 
Uor  auuual  bomily,  sjianiigly  dealt  forth 


With  wise  r«luotanee  ;  job  would  I  eatc^ 
Not  for  gross  good  alone  *lueh  je  ftolbi 
Bnt  for  tho  imptr^enl  and  cnitel«*  *Di 
Of  prooJs  and  reasons  ye  preduda — in  th 
Who  to  your  dull  society  are  bom. 
And  with  their  humble  birdiriv;h(  mt  eat 
— Would  I  hnil  ne'or  reoounonl  it!" 

A  ill 
Of  moral  anger  previously  had  Ung«d 
The  old  Man's  cheek  ;  but,  at  this  cloon! 
Of  selfr^roBch,  it  paicrd  away.  Said  \>t 
"  That  which  we  feci  we  ntler ;  as  we  diit 
So  have  wo  argaed  ;  naping  for  our  puM 
No  riublo  reconpcDac  For  our  refirf 
You,"  to  tho  Partor  taming  ihu.s  be  ^ 
"  Have  kindly  intorpoaed.  May  I  eouni 
Yoor  further  help  I  Tho  mine  irf  r«l  tb 
Dig  for  us  •  and  present  tu,  iu  the  ahii* 
Of  virgin  ore,  that  gold  which  ire,  bj  fsia 
Fruitless  w  those  of  aery  akhenusH, 
Seek  from  the  torlnrine  crudblc.  Tta»l 
Around  ns  a  domain  where  yoo  h*n  ka( 
Watched  both   tho    ontwatJ    oodra  u) 

Give  us,  fur  our  abstractions,  ectid  tteb: 
For  our  disputes,  plain  pictura.     Say  «l* 
He  is  wbo  cnllivatea  yon  banging  ScU ; 
What  quilitiea  of  mind  afae  beans  <A>'M 
For  mom  and  evening  wnico,  with  h»rpi 
Tu  tliat  crteii  ifflalure;  |iLlcc  Lefui'Bomsi 
The  family  wbo  dwell  within  3-an  limw 
Fenced  round  uithgtittcriiig  laurel;  win 
Delow,  fi-om  which  the  euriing  amokc  hki 
Or  rather,  as  we  stand  on  holy  earth, 
And  Imve  Utc  dead  around  us,  take  frnB  ll 
Your  iuslances ;  for  tliey  are  both  bol  bt 
And  by  frail  man  most  equitably  jodgnL 
Epitomise  tlie  life ;  pronounce,  you  no. 
Authentic  epitaphs  on  some  of  those 
Who,  from  tlicir  lowly  mansioiia  hiihuT  Iro 
Bcneatli  this  turf  lie  mouldering  at  oar  fct 
So,  by  your  records,  may  onr  doubt)  be  •il' 
And  so,  not  Bearcliing  higher,  we  nay  if" 
ToprUc  tlic  hrtathiK  than  mlA  i»»u»  ™ 
Ami  took  vpm  the  dutl  o/man  irith  air-" 

The  Priest  replied — "  An  office  jm  hnp" 
For  which  pewiUar  retinisiles  are  nunc ; 
Yet  much,  1  feel,  is  wonting— else  the  (ul 
Would  be  most  grateful.  True  indeed  it  ■• 
That  they  whom  death  has  hidden  fiwn  ^ 
Are  wortliiest  of  the  mind's  reKaid:  witt" 
Tlie  future  cannot  eontradiet  the  pan: 
Mortality's  hist  eiereise  and  pnwf 
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^ne ;  the  transit  made  that  shows 
'  Soul,  reyealed  as  she  departs, 
^'our  first  suggestion,  will  I  give, 
lescend  into  these  mlent  vaults, 
lire  from  the  living. 

You  behold, 
tlie  breast  of  yon  dark  mountain,  dark 
ny  barrenness,  a  shining  speck 
3  a  sunbeam  sleeping  till  a  shower 
away,  or  cloud  pass  over  it ; 
t  it  might  be  deemed — a  sleeping  sunbeam ; 
I  plot  of  cultivated  ground, 
in  island  in  the  dusky  waste; 
.  attractive  brightness  is  its  own. 
r  site,  by  nature  framed  to  tempt 
vildemess  of  rocks  and  stones 
r*s  hand,  a  hermit  might  have  chosen, 
>rtunity  presented,  thence 
1  to  send  liis  wandering  eye  o*er  land 
m,  and  look  down  upon  the  works, 
tations,  and  the  ways  of  men, 
unseen !  But  no  tradition  tells 
r  hermit  dipped  his  maple  disli 
:cet  spring  that  lurks  'mid  yon  green  fields; 
>uch  visionary  views  belong 
who  occupy  and  till  the  ground, 
that  mountain  where  they  long  have  dwelt 
d  pair  in  childless  solitude, 
of  stones  collected  on  the  spot, 
hands  built,  with  rocky  knolls  in  front, 
Uso  by  a  ledge  of  rock,  whose  crest 
•trees  waves  over  the  chimney  top ; 
abode — in  colour,  shape,  and  aze, 
in  unsafe  times  of  border-war 
tve  been  wished  for  and  contrived,  to  elude 
of  roving  plunderer — for  their  need 
and  unsliaken  bears  tlie  assault 
most  dreaded  foe,  tlie  strong  South-west 
blowing  fr^m  the  distant  sea. 
within  her  solitary  hut ; 
r  within  the  compass  of  her  fields, 
Qoment  may  the  Dame  be  found, 
the  stock-dove  to  her  shallow  nest 
he  grove  tliat  holds  it     She  beguiles 
mingled  work  of  house  and  field 
mer's  day,  and  winter's ;  with  success 
d,  but  sufficient  to  maintain, 
the  worst,  a  smooth  stream  of  content, 
!  expected  hour  at  which  her  Mate 
e  far-distant  quarry's  vault  returns; 
iiis  converse  crowns  a  silent  day 
ming  cheerfulness.    In  powers  of  mind, 
of  culture,  few  among  my  flock 
rer  rank  tlian  this  sequestered  pair : 


But  true  humility  descends  from  heaven ; 

And  that  best  gift  of  heaven  hath  fallen  on  them ; 

Abundant  recompense  for  every  want 

— Stoop  from  your  height,  ye  proud,  and  copy  these! 

Who,  in  their  noiseless  dweUiug-place,  can  hear 

The  voice  of  wisdom  whispering  scripture  texts 

For  the  mind's  government,  or  temper's  peace ; 

And  reconmaending  for  their  mutual  need. 

Forgiveness,  patience,  hope,  and  charity !" 

'<  Much  was  I  pleased,"  tiie  grey-haired  Wanderer 

said, 
**  When  to  those  sliining  fields  our  notice  first 
You  tiuned ;  and  yet  more  pleased  have  from  yoor 

lips 
Gathci^d  Uiis  fair  report  of  them  who  dwell 
In  tiiat  retirement ;  whitiicr,  by  such  course 
Of  evil  hap  and  good  as  oft  awsuts 
A  tired  way-faring  man,  once  /  was  brought 
Wliile  traversing  alone  yon  mountain  pass. 
Dark  on  my  road  the  autnnmal  evening  fell, 
And  night  succeeded  with  unusual  gloom. 
So  hazardous  that  feet  and  hands  became 
Guides  better  than  mine  eyes — until  a  light 
High  in  the  gloom  appeared,  too  high,  methonght. 
For  human  habitation ;  but  I  longed 
To  reach  it,  destitute  of  otiier  hope. 
I  looked  with  steadiness  as  sailors  look 
On  the  north  star,  or  watch-tower's  distant  lamp. 
And  saw  tiie  light — now  fixed — and  shifting  now— 
Not  like  a  dancing  meteor,  but  in  line 
Of  never-varying  motion,  to  and  fro. 
It  is  no  night-fire  of  the  naked  hills, 
Thought  I — some  friendly  covert  must  be  ncai*. 
With  this  persuasion  thitiierward  my  steps 
I  turn,  and  reach  at  last  the  guiding  light ; 
Joy  to  myself !  but  to  the  heart  of  her 
Who  there  was  standing  on  the  open  hill, 
(The  same  kind  Matron  whom  your  tongue  hath 

praised) 
Alarm  and  disappointment !  The  alarm 
Ceased,  when  she  learned  through  what  mishap  I 

came. 
And  by  what  help  had  gained  those  distant  fields. 
Drawn  from  her  cottage,  on  tiiat  BiSry  height, 
Bearing  a  lantern  in  her  hand  she  stood. 
Or  paced  the  ground — to  guide  her  Hosboud  home, 
By  that  unwearied  signal,  kenned  afSur ; 
An  anxious  duty  I  which  the  lofty  site. 
Traversed  but  by  a  few  irregular  paths, 
Imposes,  whensoe'er  untoward  chance 
Detains  him  after  his  accustomed  hour 
Till  night  lies  bUck  upon  the  ground*    *  But  come. 
Coma,'  said  the  Matron,  <  to  our  poor  abode ; 
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Those  ilu'k  rocks  bide  it  1'    Entering,  I  beheld 
A  bkzing  Rrc — biwde  ■  cleanly  hearth 
S»tc  down  ;  and  to  her  office,  with  leove  aaked. 
The  Dune  returned. 

Or  ere  thit  glon  Id^  pile 
nountsin  lurf  requtreil  the  btulder*B  iuind 
Its  wuilod  Bplendoar  to  repair,  the  door 
Opened,  and  she  rc-entcrcd  with  gUd  loolis. 
Her  UelpniAte  fnllowidg.     Hospttftble  lire, 
Frank  couvei-ntion,  made  the  evening'^  treat : 
Need  a  bcmlderod  Iraveller  wish  tor  morel 


;  iBl 


idled  Bi 


By  the  bright  tire,  the  good  Man's  form,  and  fhco 
Not  1e«8  than  beantiM ;  an  opan  liroir 

indislurbed  hum&nity  ;  a  cheek 
Saf[Visi>d  with  sometMog  of  a  fenunliie  hue ; 
Eye*  beaming  coortesy  and  mild  regard  ; 
But,  in  the  quicker  tnnw  of  the  discourse. 
Expression  slowly  vorying,  thnt  evinci'd 
A  tardy  apprelicnsion.     From  n  fount 
Lost,  Ihonght  I,  in  the  obscurities  of  tioic, 

honoured  once,  Ibose  features  and  tliat  mien 
May  have  descended,  thongb  I  see  tliem  here. 
In  such  a  man,  so  gentle  and  subdued. 
Withal  so  graceful  in  his  geatleucss, 

ace  illoalrioiia  for  heroic  deeds, 
Humbled,  but  not  degraded,  may  expire. 
This  pleasing  fancy  (chetished  and  upheld 

sundry  recollections  of  flucli  full 
From  high  to  low,  B-seent  from  low  to  hijli. 
As  books  record,  and  even  the  careless  mind 
Cannot  hut  notice  among  men  aud  IhiiiH') 
Went  «-ilh  me  to  the  pUeo  of  my  repose. 

Roused  by  the  cromng  cock  at  dawn  of  day, 
I  yet  lind  risen  too  Inte  It>  iiitercliaiige 

noming  salutation  mlh  my  Host, 
Gone  fiirtli  already  to  the  f»r-off  seat 
Of  Ills  day's  work.      ■  Tliree   dark   mid-wintei 

month? 
<  Pass,"  said  tl.e  Matron, '  and  I  never  boo, 
'  Save  when  the  snbbalh  brings  its  kind  release, 
.  My  Helpmate's  face  by  light  of  day.     Ho  ijults 

•  His  door  in  darkness,  nor  till  dusk  returns. 

•  And,  through  Heaven's  blesang,  thus  we  fiaii: 

the  bread 

■  For  which  we  pray ;  and  for  the  wants  provide 
'  Of  sickness,  accident,  and  helpleaa  age. 

'  Companions  have  I  many  ;  many  friends, 

•  DcpeudanlB,  comfortfTS— my  wheel,  my  fire, 

•  All  day  the  boosG^clnck  ticking  [n  mine  oar, 

•  Tlie  Ciiokting  hen,  the  tender  chicken  brood, 

'  And  the  wild  binls  llint  gather  round  my  porch. 

■  Tlus  honest  sheep-dog's  coutiteruuice  I  read ; 


■  With  him  can  talk ;  nor  blush  to  WASle  a  itori 

■  Chi  creatures  less  intelligent  and  shrewd. 

■  And  if  the  blustering  vrind  that  drives  the  doa4 
'  Care  not  for  me,  he  lingers  round  my  door, 

'  And  mokes  me  pastime  when  our  tempen  mi;  ^ 
'  But,  above  all,  my  tlioagbts  an?  my  nippcr% 
'My  comfort: — would  that  they  were oftener  fiid 
'  On  what,  for  giiidanre  in  the  way  thai  jmb 
*  To  bcaVBC,  I  know,  by  my  Redeemer  tao^' 
The  Matron  ended — nor  could  I  forbear 
To  SKclaim — '  O  happy  I  ywUmg  to  the  tin 
Of  these  privations,  richer  !n  tlie  mun ! — 
While  thankless  tlunisands  are  oppmt  and  de^ 
By  ease  and  leisure ;  by  the  very  wallli 
And  pride  of  opporMnily  moile  poor ; 
While  tens  of  ^oDsaniU  faltm-  in  ihctr  ytlh. 
And  sin k,  through  utter  want  of  chevriogl^] 
For  yon  the  hours  of  Ubonr  do  not  flag: 
For  you  «acb  evening  hath  its  shining  lUr, 
And  every  labbalh-day  its  golden  sun.' " 

"  Yesl"  sud  the  Solitary  «itfa  a  smite 
That  seemed  to  break  from  an  expamCng  bnn. 
■■  The  mitntored  bird  may  found,  and  so  aoOUt 

And  will)  such  soft  materials  line,  her  dhC 
Fixed  in  the  centre  of  a  prickly  biak^ 
That  the  Aoms  wound  her  not;  the;  only s«i 
Ponera  not  imjiutly  Gkened  to  those  gifts 
Of  bnppy  instinct  wliiefi  the  wooiUand  bird 
.Shnres  with  her  species,  nature's  grace  sanraoo 
Upon  the  individual  doth  confer. 
Among  her  liigher  cteatiirts  bom  aod  tnind 
To  use  of  reason.     And,  I  own  thai,  tind 
Of  the  ostentatious  worid— a  swelling  tUp 
With  empty  actions  and  vain  pasaom  stiifl»i 
And  from  tlie  private  struggles  of  nuakinJ 
Hoping  far  lets  than  I  conldwisfa  tohopei 
Par  less  than  once  I  trusted  and  belrfTwl— 
I  love  to  hear  of  those,  who,  not  coiilendiiit 


Nor 


end  for  < 


Miss  not  the  humbler  good  st  which  the*  wn, 

Blest  with  a  kindly  faculty  to  blunt 

The  edge  of  adverse  circtmi  stance,  and  (urn 

Into  their  contraries  the  petty  plagufs 

And  hindnuiccs  with  which  they  stand  boA 

III  cariy  youth,  among  my  native  hill«i 

I  knew  a  Scottish  Feasant  who  pomtwrf 

A  few  small  crofts  of  slone-eneumberrf  pt**' 

Masses  of  every  shape  and  size,  that  by 

.Scottered  shout  under  the  moidderinj  "alh 

Of  a  rough  precipice  ;  and  some,  apart. 

In  cjuartepB  uiiobnoxioits  to  such  elunw. 

As  if  the  moon  li.id  shoiiered  ihem  Uomi  io  f^ 

But  he  repined  not.     Tliongh  the  plough  «««*" 
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tructions, '  round  the  Rhady  stones 
[noiature/  said  the  Swaiu, 
1  is  preserved ;  and  feedmg  dews 
,  through  all  the  droughty  summer 

iclr  substance  issuing,  mainttun 

it  never  fails  :  no  grass  springs  up 

I  fi*esh^  so  plentiful,  as  mine ! ' 

wn  tliese  natures ;  rare,  at  least, 

iptitude  of  seed  and  soil 

ich  kindly  product     He,  whose  bed 

loose  sods  cover,  the  poor  Pensioner 

erday  from  our  sequestered  dell 

own  in  lasting  quiet,  he, 

f  could  otherwise  report 

^liness :  that  grey-haired  Oqihan — 

for  humanity  to  him 

IS — feelingly  could  have  told, 

tth,  what  solitude  can  breed 

I,  and  cruelty,  and  vice ; 

i  not,  hath  not  power  to  cure. 

ompliance.  Sir !  with  our  request 

>  long  liave  hindered." 

Undeterred, 
«d  rather,  by  these  shocks, 
ious  opposition,  given 
ing  spirit  of  his  own 
faith,  the  reverend  Pastor  said, 
looking ;  "  Where  shall  I  begin  ? 
first  selected  from  my  flock 
ether  in  their  peaceful  fold  1 " 
and  having  lifted  up  his  eyes 
[icaven,  he  cast  them  down  again 
th  beneath  his  feet ;  and  spake : — 

iteriously-united  pair 
consecrate ;  to  Death  and  Life, 
^i  affections  tluit  proceed 
onj unction  ;  consecrate  to  faith 
>led  for  man  upon  the  cross  ; 
revelation ;  and  no  less 
oandates;  and  the  hopes  divine 
;ination  ; — above  all, 
nd  love,  that  have  provided, 
precincts,  a  capacious  bed 
:le,  open  to  the  good 
the  just  and  the  unjust ; 
Y  find  an  equal  resting-place  : 
OQultitude  of  kindred  brooks 
,  whose  murmur  fills  this  hollow  vale, 
ir  course  be  turbulent  or  smooth, 
clear  or  sullied,  all  are  lost 
osom  of  yon  cr^-stal  Lake, 
r  journey  in  the  same  repose ! 


And  blest  are  they  who  sleep ;  and  we  that  know, 
While  m  a  spot  like  tliis  we  breathe  and  walk, 
That  all  beneath  us  by  the  wings  are  coTered 
Of  motheriy  humanity,  outspread 
And  gathering  all  within  their  tender  sliade. 
Though  loth  and  slow  to  come  1    A  battle-field, 
In  stillness  left  when  slaughter  is  no  more. 
With  this  compared,  makes  a  sti'ango  spectacie ! 
A  dismal  prospect  yields  Uie  wild  sliore  strewn 
With  wrecks,  and  trod  by  feet  of  young  and  old 
Wandering  about  in  miserable  search 
Of  friends  or  kindred,  whom  tlie  angry  sea 
Restores  not  to  Uielr  prayer!    Ah!    who  would 

think 
That  all  the  scattered  subjects  which  compose 
Earth's  melancholy  vision  through  the  space 
Of  all  her  climes — these  wretched,  these  depraved, 
To  virtue  lost,  insensible  of  peace, 
From  the  delights  of  charity  cut  off, 
To  pity  dead,  the  oppressor  and  the  opprest ; 
Tyrants  who  utter  the  destroying  word, 
And  slaves  who  will  consent  to  be  destroyed — 
Were  of  one  species  with  the  sheltered  few, 
Who,  with  a  dutiful  and  tender  hand, 
Lodged,  in  a  dear  appropriated  spot, 
This  file  of  infants ;  some  that  never  breathed 
The  vital  tar ;  others,  which,  though  allowed 
That  privilege,  did  yet  expire  too  soon, 
Or  with  too  brief  a  warning,  to  admit 
Administration  of  the  holy  rite 
That  lovingly  consigns  the  babe  to  the  arms 
Of  Jesus,  and  his  everlasting  care. 
These  that  in  trembling  hope  are  laid  apart; 
And  tlie  besprinkled  nursling,  unrequired 
Till  he  begins  to  smile  upon  the  breast 
That  feeds  him ;  and  the  tottering  Uttle-one 
Taken  from  air  and  sunshine  when  the  rose 
Of  infancy  first  blooms  upon  his  cheek  ; 
The  thinking,  thoughtless,  school-boy;  the  bold 

youth 
Of  soul  impetuous,  and  the  bashful  maid 
Smitten  while  all  the  promises  )f  life 
Are  opening  round  her ;  those  of  middle  age, 
Cast  down  while  confident  in  strength  they  stand, 
Like  pillars  fixed  more  firmly,  as  might  seem. 
And  more  secure,  by  very  weight  of  all 
That,  for  support,  rests  on  them ;  the  decayed 
And  burthcnsome ;  and  lastly,  that  poor  few 
Whose  light  of  reason  is  with  age  extinct ; 
Tlie  hopeful  and  tlie  hopeless,  first  and  last. 
The  earliest  siunmoned  and  the  longest  spaixd — 
Are  hero  deposited,  with  tribute  paid 
Various,  but  unto  each  some  tribute  paid  ; 

As  if,  amid  these  peaceful  hills  and  groves, 
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mched  ^th  kind  concern,  ' 

stun!  grieved,  thai  one  aliouM  i\ 


Sopiply  HO 
AbiI  gealii 

,  if  the  chaiiec  dprnandod  do  regret, 
Observed  the  liberafing  Btroka — and  blpised. 

And    whence    tlml    Irilmtet     wherefore    theae 

Not  from  the  onked  Ntart  ahiue  of  Mnn 
(Though  eluiuing  high  dUUDCtion  apon  e&rtli 
.s  liie  soIh  Bpring  mid  founlun-hiad  uf  tarn, 
[ia  own  peculiar  uttenuiee  for  dislreaa 
Or  glailnws) — No,"  the  philosophic  Priest 
Continueil,  "  'lis  not  in  the  vital  seat 
Of  fceluig  to  produce  Ihcm,  withont  md 
From  the  pure  «aul,  Oui  soul  sublime  and  piiiv ; 
With  her  tna  &icuhiea  of  eyo  and  ear, 
Tho  one  by  which  a  crcatoi-c,  whom  hiH  sins 
tInVL-  rendered  prone,  can  upward  look  to  lieaven; 
Tho  other  that  eraiiowcra  him  to  perceive 
Tho  voice  of  Deity,  on  Lci^hl  and  plain. 
Whispering   those  Irntlia   in  Btilincss,  whidi  the 

Word. 
To  the  four  ijuarters  of  llio  winds,  proclaims. 


Not  witlioat  «ach  si 
Of  theie  benign  obscrTiuicvs  prevail : 
ThuK  ore  they  bom,  thus  fonlered,  thus  niainL 
And  by  tlie  caro  prospective  of  onr  win? 
Forefalhers,  who,  to  guard  against  the  shoc^ 
The  fluctuation  and  decay  of  llibjiK, 
Embo^cd  and  eslabliahed  tlino  high  tnlh» 
In  solemn  institntians : — mea  coiivini»d 
That  life  is  love  and  inunortality. 
The  being  one,  uid  one  the  elnnenl. 
There  lie*  tlie  chanDel,  and  oricinal  bi-<l. 
From  the  beginning,  hollowed  out  and  Knn|- 
For  Man's  affeclioni — else  bottarcd  and  1<kI 
And  swalhmed  up  "mid  detcrts  iuflnitr ! 
This  is  the  genuine  eourw,  the  ain.and  md 
Of  prescient  renaon  ;  all  concluEiinf  clw 
Are  abject,  vain,  ptesumplooiu,  and  )>em:n 
Tho  foitli  iHtrtaking  of  tliose  litdy  tinin, 
Ijfc,  I  repeat,  is  enei^  of  Invc 
Divine  or  hunoan  ;  exeiviaed  In  pain, 
la  strife,  and  tribulation ;  and  ordained. 
If  so  approved  and  sanctiKed,  to  pun. 
Through  shades  and  tuleiil  rrsi,  to  endlai}"* 


ROOK    SIXTH. 


!  1  *i  L  to  tlie  crown  by  Freedom  sliaped-lo  ?i 
All  English  Sovereign's  broiv  !  and  lo  the  ito 
Whereon  ho  sits  f     Whose  deep  foondMioja  !• 
In  veiieratiun  and  tho  people's  loi-e ; 
Whose  steps  arc  er|uity,  whose  seat  is  b*. 
— ilnil  to  the  Smte  of  England  I     And  tonj" 
Willi  ihLi  a  salutation  aa  devoiil^ 
Alade  to  the  spiritunl  faliric  of  hrr  Oicrdi ; 
Founded  in  truth  ;  by  bloud  of  Martjid™ 
Cemented  ;  by  the  hands  of  Wisdom  ir»irl 
III  beouty  of  holiness,  with  ordcml  iromp, 
Decent  said  unrepnived-     The  voice,  tluU  p* 
The  nuijesty  of  both,  shall  pray  for  boA; 
That,  muluolly  proteclod  and  sustained, 
They  may  endure  long  as  llie  sea  surTOW^ 
This  favoured  Land,  or  sundiuie  wBniBl«t* 

And  0,  ya  swelling  hill,«,  and  spaoons  j"" 
Besprent  from  uliorc  to  iJiore  with  slwi*-** 
And  spires  whoso  *  silent  linger  points  Co  ^'" 
Nor  wanting,  at  wide  intervals,  tlie  bulk 
Of  ancient  minster  lifted  above  tlie  cUai 
Of  llie  dense  air,  wliieh  town  or  city  bneiji 
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pt  die  sun's  ^lad  bcanis — may  ne'er 
succession  fail  of  English  Iieai't^, 
ancestral  feeling,  can  perceive 
lose  holy  structures  ye  possess 
utal  interest,  and  the  chai*ni 
•ntiment  diffused  afar, 
n  charity,  and  social  love, 
ver  shall  the  indignities  of  time 
their  reverend  graces,  unopposed  ; 
:hc  elements  be  free  to  hurt 
proportions ;  nor  the  bhuder  rage 
al  madly  to  overturn ; 
!  desolating  hand  of  war 
n,  they  shall  continue  to  bestow, 
Jironged  abodes  of  busy  men 
,  and  ever  prone  to  fill  tlie  mind 
y  with  transitory  things) 
I  mien  of  dignified  pm*suit ; 
iviUty,  on  rustic  wilds. 

!t,  fostering  for  his  native  land 

,  entreats  that  ser^-ants  may  abound 

lu^  altars  worthy ;  ministers 

from  pleasure,  to  Uie  love  of  gain 

nsusceptiblo  of  pride, 

ibitious  longings  undistui'bed; 

yc  delight  is  where  their  duty  leads 

icm  ;  whose  least  distiuguislied  day 

h  some  portion  of  that  heavenly  lustre 

kcs  the  sabbath  lovely  in  the  sight 

augel.H,  pitying  human  cai^es. 

on  enrth  it  is  tlie  doom  of  truth 

w'tuallv  attacked  bv  foes 

)vei-t,  be  that  priesthood  still, 

•fence,  replenished  witli  a  band 

us  champions,  in  scholastic  arts 

y  disciplined ;  nor  (if  in  course 

olving  world's  disturbances 

dd  recur,  which  righteous  Heaven  avert ! 

ich  trial)  from  their  spiritual  aires 

c ;  who,  constrained  to  wield  tlic  sword 

tion,  slunuik  not,  though  assailed 

ilo  din,  and  combating  in  sight 

impires,  partial  and  unjust ; 

hereafter,  bathe  their  hands  in  fire, 

ire  the  conscience  satisfied : 

leir  bodies  would  accept  release  ; 

ng  God  and  praising  him,  bequeathed 

r  last  breath,  from  out  the  smouldering 

ne, 

which  they  by  dihgence  liad  earned, 

;h  illuminating  grace,  received, 

dear  countrymen,  and  all  mankind. 

ample,  constancy  di\'ine ! 


Even  such  a  Man  (inheriting  the  zeal 
And  from  tlie  sanctity  of  elder  times 
Not  deviating, — a  priest,  the  like  of  whom. 
If  multiplied,  and  in  their  stations  set. 
Would  o*er  the  bosom  of  a  joyful  land 
Spread  true  religion  and  her  genuine  fruits) 
Before  me  stood  tlmt  day ;  on  holy  ground 
Fraught  with  the  relics  of  mortality. 
Exalting  tender  themes,  by  just  degi^ees 
To  lofty  raised ;  and  to  the  highest,  last ; 
The  head  and  mighty  paramount  of  truths, — 
Immortal  life,  in  never-fading  worlds, 
For  mortal  creatures,  conquered  and  secured. 

That  basis  laid,  those  principles  of  faith 
Announced,  as  a  preparatory  act 
Of  reverence  done  to  the  spirit  of  the  place. 
The  Pastor  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  gromid  ; 
Not,  as  before,  liJ^e  one  oppressed  witli  awe. 
But  with  a  mild  and  social  cheerfulness ; 
Then  to  the  Solitary  turned,  and  spake. 

<<  At  mom  or  eve,  in  your  retired  domain. 
Perchance  you  not  unfrequently  liavo  marked 
A  Visitor — in  quest  of  herbs  and  flowers; 
Too  delicate  employ,  as  would  appear, 
For  one,  who,  tliough  of  drooping  mien,  had  yet 
From  nature's  kindliness  received  a  frame 
Robust  as  ever  rural  labour  bred." 

The  Solitary  answered  :  "  Such  a  Form 
Full  well  I  recollect.     We  often  crossed 
Each  other's  path  ;  but,  as  tlie  Intruder  seemed 
Fondly  to  prize  tlie  silence  which  he  kept. 
And  I  as  willingly  did  cherish  mine, 
We  met,  and  passed,  like  shadows.     I  have  heard, 
From  my  good  Host,  that  being  crazed  in  brain 
By  unrequited  love,  he  scaled  tlie  rocks, 
Dived  into  caves,  and  pierced  tlie  matted  woods. 
In  hope  to  find  some  virtuous  herb  of  power 
To  cm*e  his  malady  !  ** 

The  Vicar  smiled, — 
"  Alas !  before  to-morrow's  sun  goes  down 
His  habitation  will  be  here :  for  him 
That  open  grave  is  destined." 

«  Died  he  tlien 
Of  pain  and  grief!"  the  SoHtary  asked, 
<<  Do  not  beUeve  it ;  never  could  that  be ! " 

**  He  loved,"  the  Vicar  answered,  **  deeply  loved, 
Loved  fondly,  truly,  fervently ;  and  dared 
At  length  to  tell  his  love,  but  sued  in  ^-ain ; 
Rejected,  yea  repelled ;  and,  if  with  toorn 
Upon  the  haughty  maideu*8  brow,  'tia  but 
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A  liigh.priiCil  plume  wliii-li  female  Bduily  wears 

Tu  dieat  tlie  world,  or  fi-om  lierseU  to  bide 
llmmliaUoQ,  wlien  no  longer  free. 
H«(  he  could  brook,  anil  glory  in ;— bnt  wlien 
Tlie  tidutga  came  that  slie  whom  lis  liad  woooti 
Wut  ireilded  to  another,  aiid  liis  heart 
Wiui  forced  to  rend  away  its  only  iiope ; 
en,  Pity  could  Lave  acnrcoly  foiuiil  on  cortli 
I  object  worthier  of  regard  tbui  lie, 


Lost  vnB  sbe,  loat;  nor  coald  the  Sufferer  say 
That  in  tlio  act  of  preference  be  had  been 
Unjustly  dealt  with  ;  but  tlie  Mwd  wm  gone ! 
Had  vauiahBl  from  his  prodpecl*  and  drairea  ; 
Not  by  translatioii  to  the  heaTcnly  choir 
Who  have  put  olTthrar  iDorlal  apoila — all  no! 
She  hvcB  anothtr's  wisheB  to  complete, — 

■  Joy  bo  tlieir  lot,  and  happiness,'  he  cried, 

'  Hia  lot  and  hem,  as  misery  muBt  be  minel' 

Such  was  that  strong  coneuBflion  ;  but  the  Man, 
Who  trembled,  trunk  and  limbs,  like  some  huge  onk 
Ily  a  fierce  tempest  sliaken,  soon  renuned 
The  Medtaat  quiet  natural  to  a  mind 
Of  compoutiaD  gentle  and  aedale, 
And,  in  its  movements,  circumipeet  and  alow. 
To  books,  and  to  the  lung-forsaten  desk, 
O'er  which  cuchained  by  scieuee  ho  Imd  lovl^l 
To  bend,  ho  stoutly  re-addrcst>cd  liimsell', 
Resolved  to  quell  hia  pain,  and  search  fur  truth 
Willi  keener  appedto  (if  that  might  be) 
And  closer  industry.     Uf  what  ensued 
Within  tlie  heart  no  outward  sign  appeared 
Till  a  betraying  sicthQcsa  was  been 
To  tinge  his  cheek  ;  and  Ihmugh  hia  frame  it  crept 
With  sliiw  mutation  unconeeahiblc ; 
Such  univenul  change  as  autumn  makes 
Jn  tlio  fur  body  uf  a  leafy  grove 
Discoloured,  then  divested, 

Tis  affirmed 
By  poets  skilled  In  nature's  seeii-t  wuys 
Thst  Love  will  not  submit  to  be  coulrolled 
By  mastery; — and  the  good  Man  lackeil  not  frlenila 
Who  strove  to  instil  tliis  tnitli  into  his  miuJ, 
A  mind  in  oil  heart-mysteries  unversed. 
'  Go  to  the  hills,' aiud  one, 'remit  a  while 

■  This  baneful  diligence : — at  early  mom 

■  Court  the  fresh  air,  explorelhe  heaths  and  woods; 
'  And,  leaving  it  to  otliers  to  foretell, 

•  fly  calculations  sage,  tlie  ebb  and  flow 

•  Uf  tides,  and  nhen  the  niuon  will  be  eclipsed, 

■  Do  you,  fur  your  own  henelit,  construct 

'  A  calendar  of  Howers,  plucked  as  thej  blow 


'  WherelicalthBbid(s,nnddiecrfiiliu«i,uid| 
The  attempt  waa  made  ;^'Iia  ncedleta  to  nj 
llow  hopelessly ;  but  innocence  is  strong 
And  an  entire  amplicily  cf  mind 
A  thing  must  aanvd  in  the  eye  of  Heaven ; 
Tliat  opens,  for  such  suScrers,  relief 
Within  the  soul,  foontains  of  grace  divine ; 
And  doth  commend  their  weakness  and  diir 
To  Nature's  care,  assiBled  ia  her  office 
By  all  tlie  elements  that  round  her  nit 
To  generate,  (o  preserve,  and  to  rtalore ; 
And  by  her  beautiful  array  of  forms 
Shedding  sweet  influence  from  above ;  or  pc 
Dehgiit  exh^ing  from  the  ground  they  traii 


Tlie  Waadirer,  « I  infer  that  he  <ras  hi^W 
By  petaevemnce  in  tlie  eo 


"  Yoadonot  err:  the  powers,  that  had  bei 
By  slow  degrees,  were  gradually  regained; 
The  fluttering  nerves  compotBd  ;  the  tMItat 
In  rest  established ;  and  the  janing  Iboqbl 
To  barmany  restored. — But  yon  dark  idmU 
Will  cover  him,  in  liie  fuhicM  of  hii  strnfA 
Hastily  snitton  h;  a  (bver'a  tarte ; 
Yet  not  with  stivke  so  sudden  as  letiBed 
Time  to  lock  hack  with  trndcm.>3s  on  ]wr 
Whom  he  luul  loved  in  paasion  ;  and  to  ^ 
Some  farewell  words^with  one,  hot  unt,  K^i 
That,  from  his  dying  hand,  she  would  icr<i>i 
Of  his  potaeaaious  that  which  most  he  fcicei ', 
A  book,  upon  whose  leaves  some  choefli  plut 
By  his  own  hand  disposed  uilli  nice*!  cue, 
In  undocaying  beauty  werv  preserved ; 
Mute  register,  to  him,  of  time  and  plat^ 
And  various  fluctuations  ui  ihe  breail ; 
To  her,  a  monument  of  faithful  love 
Conquered,  and  in  tranquillity  retained  ! 

Oosc  to  his  destined  liabi»tioii,  lies 
One  who  acliieved  s  humbler  viclorv, 
Tliough  marvellous  in  its  kind.     A  plv  iIk" 
High  in  tliesr  mounlains,  that  allured  *  hai 
Of  keen  adventurers  to  unite  their  fioi 
In  search  of  precious  ore:  they  tried,  war  W 
And  all  dcusted,  all,  save  liiiu  alalia 
He,  taking  counsel  of  his  own  clear  Ihiii^lia- 
And  trusting  only  to  his  own  weak  hands, 
Urged  imremittingly  the  stubborn  work, 
Unseconded,  oncountenaneed  ;  Ilicn,  as  liw 
Passed  on,  while  still  his  lonely  efforts  fiWiJ 
Ko  recompense,  derided  ;  and  at  length. 
By  many  pitied,  as  insane  of  mind : 
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rcaded  as  tlie  luckless  thrall 

aean  Spirits  feeding  hope 

mockery  of  sight  and  sound ; 

hope,  encouraged  and  destroyed. 

L  the  lord  of  seasons  had  matured 

:  earth  through  space  of  twice  ten  years, 

in's  entrails  offered  to  his  view 

ing  grasp  the  long-deferred  reward. 

ore  transport  did  Columbus  greet 

i  rich  discovery !    But  our  Swain, 

>  till  his  point  was  gained, 

mable  to  support  the  weight 

us  fortune.    On  the  fields  he  looked 

settled  liberty  of  thought, 

endless  schemes ;  by  daylight  walked 

"estless ;  ever  and  anon 

lis  gratitude  inmioderate  cups ; 

light  be  said  to  die  of  joy ! 

1 ;  but  conspicuous  to  tliis  day 

mains  that  linked  his  cottage-door 

»*s  mouth ;  a  long  and  slanting  track, 

igged  mountain's  stony  side, 

5  daily  visits  to  and  from 

ne  centre  of  a  constant  hope. 

,  neither  force  of  beating  rain, 

issitudcs  of  frost  and  thaw 

to  fade,  till  ages  pass  aAvay ; 

med,  in  memory  of  the  event, 

)P  Pebseverajice." 

"  Thou  firoin  whom 
s  strength,*'  exclaimed  the  Wanderer, 
I 

ect  it !    To  the  virtuous  grant 
ktive  eye  which  can  perceive 
1  world  the  guiding  vein  of  hope ; 
lis  Labourer,  such  may  dig  their  way, 
unseduced,  unterrified ;' 
3  wise  hU  firmness  of  resolve !" 

rayer  were  not  superfluous,"  said  tlie 

9t, 

noblest  relics,  proudest  dust, 

ninster,  for  Britain's  glory,  holds 

bosom  of  her  awful  pUe, 

'  collected.    Yet  the  sigh, 

s  that  prayer  to  heaven,  is  due  to  all, 

ud,  who  living  fell  below 

i's  humbler  mark ;  a  sigh  of  pcUn 

[XNnte  extreme  they  sank. 

you  pity  her  who  yonder  rests ; 

r  off ;  the  pair,  who  here  are  laid ; 

all,  that  mixture  of  earth's  mould 

t  of  this  green  hillock  to  my  mind 


He  lived  not  till  his  locks  were  nip 
By  seasonable  finest  of  age ;  nor  died 
Before  his  temples,  prematurely  forced 
To  mix  the  manly  brown  with  silver  gmy, 
Grave  obvious  instance  of  the  sad  effect 
Produced,  when  thoughtless  Folly  hath  usurp 
The  natural  crown  that  sage  Experience  wear 
Gray,  volatOe,  ingenious,  quick  to  learn, 
And  prompt  to  exhibit  all  that  he  possessed 
Or  could  perform ;  a  zealous  actor,  hired 
Into  the  troop  of  mirth,  a  soldier,  sworn 
Into  the  lists  of  giddy  enterprise— 
Such  was  he;  yet,  as  if  within  his  firame 
Two  several  souls  alternately  had  lodged, 
Two  sets  of  manners  could  the  Youth  put  on ; 
And,  finmght  with  antics  as  the  Indian  bird 
That  writhes  and  chatters  in  her  wixy  cage, 
Was  graceful,  when  it  pleased  him,  smootli  and 
As  the  mute  swan  that  floats  adown  the  stream 
Or,  on  the  waters  of  the  unrufiled  lake, 
Anchors  her  placid  beauty.    Not  a  leaf, 
That  flutters  on  the  bough,  lighter  than  he ; 
And  not  a  flower,  that  droops  in  the  green  shi 
More  winningly  reserved !    If  ye  enquire 
How  such  consummate  elegance  was  bred 
Amid  these  wilds,  this  answer  may  suffice ; 
'Twas  Nature's  will ;  who  sometimes  undertol 
For  the  reproof  of  human  vanity. 
Art  to  outstrip  in  her  peculiar  walk. 
Hence,  for  this  Favourite — lavishly  endowed 
With  personal  gifts,  and  bright  instinctive  wii 
While  both,  embellishing  each  other,  stood 
Yet  farther  recommended  by  the  charm 
Of  fine  demeanour,  and  by  dance  and  song. 
And  skill  in  letters — every  fancy  shaped 
Fair  expectations ;  nor,  when  to  the  world's 
Capacious  field  forth  went  the  Adventurer,  th 
Were  he  and  his  attainments  overlooked. 
Or  scantily  rewarded ;  but  all  hopes. 
Cherished  for  him,  he  suffered  to  depart. 
Like  blighted  buds ;  or  clouds  that  mimicked 
Before  the  sailor's  eye ;  or  diamond  drops 
That  sparkling  decked  the  morning  grass ;  or  i 
That  wu  attractive,  and  hath  ceased  to  be  1 

Yet,  when  this  Prodigal  returned,  the  ritet 
Of  joyful  greeting  were  on  him  bestowed. 
Who,  by  humiliation  undeterred. 
Sought  for  his  weariness  a  place  of  rest 
Within  his  Father's  gates. — Whence  came  li 

clothed 
In  tattered  garb,  from  hovels  where  abides 
Necessity,  the  stationary  host 
Of  vagrant  poverty ;  from  rifted  bams 
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Whore  no  one  dwolla  but  tliB  wicle^slaring  owl 
AiiJthaowraprey;froinlliescbiirc!iaunla,WwMdi 
He  liati  draecndf  il  from  the  jiroud  «doOD, 

ctLtne,  llio  ghoBt  uf  beantj  und  of  bcslth, 
wreoli  ot  gnjely  !     But  soon  revived 

trenglh,  ill  power  refiUed,  be  renewed 

aait  tu  Fortune ;  and  slir  smiled  sgoiu 
Upon  »  fli'tJe  logratc.    Tliriee  he  inso, 
Thriee  sank  m  williDglj.    For  he — wliose  nerves 

re  need  to  thrill  with  pleosure,  wliilo  liig  voiee 
Softljr  api-ompaiiied  the  tunefid  harp, 
Dy  the  nice  finger  of  bir  ladies  touclied 
In  gUtterin^  halla — was  ablo  to  derive 
No  loss  eDJojTDsnt  from  on  abject  clioiec. 
Who  hippier  for  the  mament— who  more  Uilhc 
Than  this  fallen  Spirit!  hi  those  ilrcary  liolds 
Uia  (aleots  leading  to  exalt  the  freaks 
or  merry-tnakiug  beggars, — now,  provoked 
To  laughter  multiplied  in  louder  peula 
B)'  bis  maljcioas  wit ;  then,  all  encluuned 
With  mule  astoruBlunent,  themeclveB  to  aeo 
In  their  ou-n  arts  outdone,  their  fame  eclipsed, 
Ab  by  the  rery  presence  of  the  Fiend 
Who  dictates  and  inspires  iUuisive  feats. 
Per  knavish  purpoaes  1    TliG  city,  loo, 
(With  ahftmu  I  apeak  it)  to  her  guilty  bowen 
AUnred  bhn,  ionk  to  low  in  ulf-raipect 
Aa  there  to  linger,  tliere  to  cat  his  bread. 
Hired  iiiliislrel  of  VL,lui>tu™a  Lliindl=lim,..nl ; 
Charmiiig  tlic  ch-  ivitli  tkilt  of  liand  or  voice, 
Listen  who  would,  be  nTOUght  upon  wlio  might, 
Siuccrely  wreteiied  hearts,  or  falsely  gay. 
— Such  Ihc  too  frequent  lenour  ot  liis  bonst 
In  ears  tliat  i-clishcd  tlie  report ;— but  all 
Was  from  Lis  Piirents  liappily  concealed  ; 
Who  saw  emiush  for  blame  and  piti'ing  love. 
They  also  were  permitted  to  receivo 
Uia  last,  T^penlant  bi-eath ;  and  closed  liis  eyes, 
No  more  to  open  on  that  irksome  world 
Where  ho  hnd  Ion:; ,  Msied  in  the  state 

Oroj'oiiii- 1..1.M    :    .    :i'i.- Llicr  hatched, 

TlmugUfiv   :     .  .  ■  iVi  rent  in  lilnd  : 

Where  b-  li  .  :  /  '  1 1  ■ -t  cease  to  live. 

Distracted  in  i  i-j'i'.    n;  ;  ■  ■■■  !■  iil 

With  Ecidior  eleiuLIlt  of  y.j^.d  ur  ill ; 

And  yet  in  both  rcjaicing;  man  unbleai ; 

Of  eontradietionA  ialinite  tlie  sbve, 

Till  his  deliverance,  when  Mercy  niado  liim 

One  witli  liimself,  and  one  with  them  that  sleep." 

"  'Tig  fitmnge,"  obsen'ed  tlie  Solitary,  "  atrnnga 
It  seeniB,  and  scareely  less  llian  pitiful. 
It  ill  11  kind  where  charity  provides 
For  all  tlrnt  cau  no  longer  feed  themselves. 


A  man  like  this  sliould  dioose  to  brii^  his  i 
To  the  pBrentol  door ;  and  with  Ida  ^glu 
Infect  the  air  which  bo  bad  freely  breattnd 
In  Ivappy  infancy,     lie  could  not  pine, 
Tlirengh  lack  of  cotiverw! ;  no — he  miut  Iw 
Abtmdant  oxereisc  fur  thon^l  and  cpeecfa. 
In  his  dividnaJ  being,  ■cItJvTiewcd, 
Self-catecliiiied,  self-p«nishe>d. — Some  ihen 
Who,  drawing  near  their  final  hamp,  and  an 
And  daily  longing  that  the  same  v  ere  reack 
Would  rather  sliun  than  Beek  lite  fetlonihlp 
Of  kindred  mould Sndi  haply  here  are  iu 

"  Yee,"  aaid  the  Priest,  "  the  Geniua  of  lurl 
Wlio  seems,  by  these  atnpeadoua  barricn  a 
Round  fiis  domain,  desiroiis  not  alune 
To  kei-'p  his  own,  but  also  to  exclude 
All  other  progeny — doth  sometilnca  lure, 
Even  by  his  studied  depth  of  prit«:y. 
The  imhappy  alien  bopmj;  to  obtain 
Coneealment,  or  sednecd  by  wish  to  fioil, 
In  place  from  outward  molcMalioa  free. 
Helps  to  intenul  ease.     Of  maay  Bai.-h 
Could  1  diacourae ;  bat  as  their  stay  wa»  ]av 
So  their  departore  only  left  behind 
Fonnes,  and  loose  oonjectnnaL    OtlnT  ti» 
Sarvires,  tor  worthy  mmtioii,  of  •  j^ 
Who,  from  the  presnuv  of  their  tpren]  bt* 

Whose  blue  roofs  ornament  a  liistuit  nsili 
Of  this  far-winding  vale,  remained  as  friaiJ' 
True  to  their  uhoice ;  nnd  gave  their  bomainl 
To  lllis  loicd  cemetery,  hero  tn  Indjo 
With  uneseutcheoned  priracy  inlttreil 
Far  from  tint  family  vault.— A  Chieftaia  uw 
By  riglit  of  birth  ;  wilhiu  whoso  spMlBHliW 
The  tire  of  nncient  Caledonia  burned  : 
He,  with  the  foremost  whose  impatienrc  buU 
The  Stuart,  landing  to  resume,  by  force 
or  arms,  the  crown  which  bigotr)-  bad  loM, 
Aroused  his  chin ;  and,  fighting  at  lh«r  bal 
With  his  brave  sword  endeavoured  lo  pirifil 
Culloden's  fatal  overtlirow.     E9Cspc^l 
From  tJuit  disastrous  rout,  tn  foreign  thnrv* 
lie  Hed;  and  when  the  lenient  liand  e(  non 
TlioBc  tronbles  had  appeased,  he  sought  tni  p^ 
For  his  obscured  eondilion,  an  obsruie 
Rtlreat,  nitlim  Uiia  nook  of  EngliA  gmcul- 

Tiia  oilier,  bom  in  Britain's  aonlhcni  toify 
Had  Hxcd  his  mUder  loyally,  and  plsced 
His  gentler  ecntiineuta  of  lave  and  hate, 
There,  where  (Acy  pticed  them  who  in  eW" 
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^cession,  as  a  line  of  kings 
lukd  vii*tue  to  protect  the  laud 
dire  assaults  of  papacy 
ry  rule.    But  launch  thy  hark 
•mpered  flood  of  pubHc  life, 
or  most  rare  triumph  will  be  tliiue 
:eeuest  eye  and  steadiest  hand, 
that  bears  thee  forward,  prove  not,  soon 
.'rilous  master.     He — ^who  oft, 
t  battlements  and  stately  trees 
his  mansion  cast  a  sober  gloom, 
ied  on  this,  and  other  truths 
import,  pleased  and  satisfied — 
to  vent  his  wisdom  with  a  sigh 
n  the  heart  in  fortime's  bitterness, 
id  crushed  a  plentiful  estate 
contest,  to  obtain  a  sent 
senate.     Fruitless  was  tho  attempt : 
he  upi*oar  of  that  desperate  strife 
et  to  vibrate  on  his  ear, 
shed  Wliig,  under  a  borrowed  name, 
2Te  sound  and  echo  of  liis  own 
m  with  sensations  of  disgust 
s  glad  to  lose)  slunk  from  the  world 

1  shade  of  those  untravelled  Wilds ; 
c  Scottish  Laird  had  long  possessed 
[■bed  abode.     Here,  then,  they  met, 
;y  champions ;  flaming  Jacobite 
Hanoverian !     You  might  think 
and  vexations,  less  sevei*e  I 
which  they  had  severally  sustained, 

2  inclined  each  to  abate  his  zeal 
:rateful  cause ;  no, — I  have  heard 
id  Father  tell  that,  *mid  tho  calm 

dl  town  encountering  tlius,  they  filled, 
3wling-green  with  harmless  strife ; 
th  uncharitable  thoughts  the  church ; 

tlic  market-place.     But  in  tlie  breasts 
[K)ncnts  gradually  was  wrought, 
change  of  general  sentiment, 
ig  towards  each  other,  tliat  their  days 
vere  spent  in  constant  fellowship ; 
imcs,  tliey  fretted  with  the  yoke, 

bickerings  made  them  love  it  more. 

ite  boundary  to  their  lengthened  walks 
n-yardwas.  And,  whether  they  had  come 
leir  path  in  sympathy  and  linked 
n  verse,  or  by  some  short  space 
[larted  to  preserve  the  peace, 
eldom  failed  to  extend  its  sway 
ninds,  when  they  awhile  had  marked 
quiet  of  this  holy  ground, 
led  its  soothing  air ; — the  spirit  of  hope 


And  saintly  magnanimity ;  that — spuming 

The  field  of  selfish  difference  and  dispute, 

And  every  care  which  transitory  things, 

Earth  and  the  kingdoms  of  the  eartli,  create — 

Doth,  by  a  rapture  of  forgetfulness, 

Preclude  forgiveness,  from  the  praise  debarred. 

Which  else  the  Christian  virtue  might  have  claimed. 

There  live  who  yet  remember  here  to  have  seen 
Their'  courtly  figures,  seated  on  the  stump 
Of  an  old  yew,  tlieir  favourite  resting-place. 
But  as  the  remnant  of  tlio  long-Uved  tree 
Was  disappearing  by  a  swift  decay, 
They,  witli  joint  care,  determined  to  erect, 
Upon  its  site,  a  dial,  that  might  stand 
For  public  use  preserved,  and  thus  survive 
As  their  own  private  monument:  for  this 
Was  the  particular  spot,  in  which  they  wished 
(And  Heaven  was  pleased  to  accomplish  the  desire) 
That,  undivided,  their  remains  should  lie. 
So,  where  the  mouldered  tree  had  stood,  was  raised 
Yon  structure,  framing,  with  the  ascent  of  steps 
That  to  the  decorated  pillar  lead, 
A  work  of  art  more  sumptuous  tlian  might  seem 
To  suit  this  place ;  yet  built  in  no  proud  scorn 
Of  rustic  homeliness ;  tliey  only  aimed 
To  ensure  for  it  respectful  guardianship. 
Around  the  margin  of  the  plate,  whereon 
The  shadow  falls  to  note  tho  stealthy  hours. 
Winds  an  inscriptive  legend." — At  these  words 
Thither  we  turned ;  and  gathered,  as  we  read. 
The  appropriate  sense,  in  Latin  numbers  couched : 
*  Timejlies  ;  it  i»  his  melancJioIy  task 
To  bring,  and  bear  away,  delusive  hopes. 
And  re-produce  the  troubUs  lie  destroys. 
But,  whik  his  blindness  tlius  is  occupied, 
Discermng Mortal/  do  thou  serve  tlie  will 
Of  Timers  eternal  Master,  and  Uiat  peace, 
Wfiich  the  world  wants,  shall  be  for  Hue  coi\firmed/* 

"  Smooth  verse,  inspired  by  no  unlettered  Muse,** 
Exclaimed  tlie  Sceptic,  ^  and  the  sti'ain  of  thought 
Accords  with  natiu>e's  language ; — the  soft  voice 
Of  yon  white  torrent  falling  down  the  rocks 
Speaks,  less  distinctly,  to  the  same  effect. 
If,  then,  their  blended  influence  be  not  loFt 
Upon  our  hearts,  not  wholly  lost,  I  grant, 
Even  upon  mine,  the  more  are  we  i-equuvtl 
To  feel  for  those  among  our  feilow-men. 
Who,  offering  no  obeisance  to  the  world, 
Are  yot  made  desperate  by  '  too  quick  a  sense 
Of  constant  infehcity,*  cut  off 
From  peace  like  exiles  on  some  barren  rock, 
Their  life's  appointed  prison ;  not  more  fi*ee 
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Tliwi  eeotincla,  between  Iwo  Hrmie*,  Kt, 

Willi  naUiiug  better,  in  tlie  clt'ill  iiighc  »ir, 

Than  their  own  thoughts  to  comfort  them.     Sa.y 

That  ancient  Elory  of  Prometheus  rb^iwil 
To  Uie  bare  rock,  on  fi-ozcn  Caucuna ; 
The  vulture,  the  inediiwlibli'  repast 
Dmwnfrom  huvittlat    Sny  wh»t  meant  the  woes 
By  Tatii»ln«  entailed  upon  his  taee, 
And  the  dark  sorroWB  of  the  line  of  Thebcst 
Fictions  in  fanu,  but  in  th«r  Babetance  trulha, 
Tremendoaa  tnitlu !  Auuiliir  to  the  men 
or  loDg-piut  times,  nor  obsolete  in  outh. 
Encliange  llie  shepherd's  frock  of  nWive  grey 
For  robts  mlh  peg»l  purple  liuged  ;  couTcrt 
The  crook  into  a  sceptre ;  give  the  pomp 

circumabuice ;  oocL  berc  the  trsgic  Muse 
Shall  End  apt  subjecia  for  her  highest  art. 
mid  the  groves,  under  the  atiadowy  bills. 
The  genentions  aro  prepared  ;  the  panga. 
The  iDlcmB]  pangs,  are  ready ;  tlic  dread  strife 
Of  poor  huuuuiily's  afflicted  will 
Slraggliug  in  vain  with  nilhless  destiny." 


"  Though,"  said  the  Priest  in 


"Ihese  be 


Which  a  divine  phOoMphy  rejects. 

We,  vrhooe  eMablished  and  unfailing  tmM 

Is  iu  coDtrotling  Providence,  admit 

Tliat,  through  aU  Htalions,  Imnmn  life  uUiuuda 

With  mysUries ;— for,  it  Foith  were  left  untried. 

How  could  tlie  might,  that  lurks  mtbm  her,  then 

Be  shoivnl  lier  glorious  excellence — that  nuika 

Among  (lie  first  of  Powers  and  Virtues — pruvnl ; 

Our  B}-s(cm  ia  uot  fashioned  to  preclude 

Tliat  sympalhy  ivliich  you  for  olliers  afsk  ; 

And  1  toulii  tell,  not  travelling  for  my  theme 

Beyond  tliese  bumble  graves,  of  grievona  crimes 

And  strange  disasters  ;  hut  I  pass  tlicm  by, 

Liilh  to  disturb  what  Hearau  halli  hushed  in  pence. 

— Siill  less,  far  less,  am  I  inclined  t«  treat 

Of  JIan  degraded  in  his  Maker's  sight 

By  tliB  deformities  of  brutish  vice: 

',  in  such  portraits,  though  a  vnlgar  face 
And  a  coarse  outside  of  repulsive  life 
Ind  unaffecting  nuumers  might  at  once 
ie  recognised  by  all — "  "  Ah  1  do  not  think," 
The  Wuiderer  somewhat  Eagerly  excliumed, 
"  Wish  could  be  ours  that  you,  for  such  poor  gain, 
(Glun  aliolil  call  it!— gain  of  wh.1t !— for  whom  !) 
Should  breatlic  a  word  tending  to  violate 
Your  oKTi  pure  spirit.     Not  n  step  we  look  for 
In  slight  of  that  forhearance  and  reserve 
\^'liich  common  hurnan-hearlcdness  inspires. 


And  mortal  ignonuice  and  (railty  clolm, 
Upon  Uiis  sacred  ground,  if  nowhere  tiae.' 

"  Trac,"  said  the  Solitary,  "  be  it  &r 
From  us  to  iu&inge  the  lam  of  cbaci^. 
Let  judgment  hero  in  mercy  be  pToaeDuid; 
This,  self-respecting  Nature  prompts,  and  ttu 
Wisdom  enjoins ;  but  if  the  thing  ko  tai 
Be  genuine  knowledge,  hear  »e  then  in  iiit[iil 
How,  from  his  lofty  throne.  Die  ma  eao  Skf 
Colours  OS  bright  on  exliatatioi»  bred 
Uy  needy  pool  or  pcstilcnUal  smuup, 
As  by  the  rivulet  sparkling  where  il  rum, 
Or  the  pellucid  lake." 

"  Small  ritk,"BUl, 
"  Of  Midi  illusion  do  we  here  incur ; 
Temptation  bens  is  none  to  oxceed  the  UVk  | 
No  evidence  appears  tiiat  Ihcy  who  rest 
Witliin  this  ground,  were  covcunu  of  ptu^ 
Or  of  remembrance  even,  deserved  of  aoC- 
tireen  is  the  Church-yard,  bcantJfiil  and  fita, 
Iljdge  riung  gently  by  the  side  of  ridg^ 
A  heaving  sur£ux,  almost  wliolly  frt« 
From  interruplioii  of  sepulclintl  ntuno^ 
And  mantled  o'er  with  aboriginal  Oai 
And  everlasting  flowers.     These  DalcawalM 
The  lingering  gle«m  of  their  deputed  lira 
To  oral  record,  and  the  nlenl  hmii ; 
Depositories  fiulhful  and  more  kind 
Tlmn  funJ^l  epitapli :  fur,  if  tlios.'  Jji.l, 
Wliat  boots  tlie  sculptured  tomb !    And  vlw  iii 

Who  rather  would  not  envy,  men  that  IM 

This  mutual  confidence ;  if,  from  auli  sooft, 

The  practice  flow,— if  tlienee,  or  fran  i  iof 

And  general  humility  in  death  I 

Nor  should  I  much  condemn  it,  if  it  spring 

From  disregard  of  time's  destructive  po«ra, 

As  only  capable  to  prey  on  things 

Of  esrib,  and  huiuou  nature's  mortal  pan. 

Yw — in  le«s  simple  diBlricls,  wliere  m  s« 
Stuue  lift  its  forehead  emulous  of  stone 
In  eour^g  notice  ;  aud  tlic  ground  all  [W^ 
Willi  cummciidatioris  of  depanci  wnrth; 
Reading,  where'er  we  turn,  of  innocait  live, 
Of  each  domestic  charily  fillfilled. 
And  suHeringB  meekly  borne — I,  for  my  put. 
Though  witii  theolence  pleased  that  bcpt  [»«■  A 
Among  thoae  fair  redlals  also  range. 
Soothed  by  the  natural  spirit  which  thee  tnal^ 
And,  in  the  centre  of  a  world  whose  luil 
Is  rank  with  all  nnkindness,  composed  rmad 
Willi  such  memorials,  1  have  sn 
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iioiiientai'y  happiness 

i€  Enclosure  where  the  voice  that  speaks 

*  detraction  is  not  heard ; 

lice  may  not  enter ;  where  the  traces 

linations  are  unknown ; 

e  and  pity  tenderly  unite 

[nation ;  and  no  jarring  tone 

he  peaceful  concert  to  disturb 

Jid  gratitude." 

**  Thus  sanctioned/' 
V  »ud, "  I  willingly  confine 
ives  to  subjects  that  excite 
ith  these  accordant ;  love,  esteem, 
*ation ;  lifting  up  a  veil, 
1  introdudng  among  hearts 
id  covert ;  so  that  ye  shall  have 
;ea  before  your  gladdened  eyes 
3  unambitious  underwoody 
Ts  6iat  prosper  in  the  shade.      And 
in 

such  among  my  flock  as  swerved 
>se  only  shall  be  singled  out 
ie  lapse,  or  error,  something  more 
lerly  forgiveness  may  attend ; 
ill  we  restrict  our  notice,  else 

tongue  were  mute. 

And  yet  there  ara, 
I  reasons  why  we  should  not  leave 
traced  a  more  forbidding  way. 
;th  to  persevere  and  to  support, 
y  to  conquer  and  repel — 
lents  of  virtue,  that  declare 

grandeur  of  the  human  soul — 
les  not  unprofitably  shown 
rerseness  of  a  selfish  course : 
y  day  exemphfied,  no  less 
r  cottage  by  the  murmuring  stream 
Qtastic  conqueror's  roving  camp, 
e  factious  senate  unappalled 
lay  sink,  or  rise — to  sink  again, 
86  proscription  ebbs  and  flows. 

said  the  Vicar,  pointing  as  he  spake, 
1  rests  in  peace ;  surpassed  by  few 
if  mind,  and  eloquent  discourse. 
T  stature ;  her  complexion  dark 
line ;  her  head  not  raised  to  hold 
with  heaven,  nor  yet  deprest  towards 

jection  carried,  as  she  walked 
lusing.     Sunken  were  her  eyes ; 
ind  furrowed  with  habitual  thought 
road  forehead ;  Uke  the  brow  of  one 
oal  nerve  shrinks  from  a  painful  glare 


Of  overpowering  light — While  yet  a  child^ 
She,  'mid  the  humble  flowerets  of  the  vale. 
Towered  like  the  imperial  thistle,  not  unfumidied 
With  its  iq>propriate  grace,  yet  rather  seeking 
To  be  admired,  than  coveted  and  loved. 
Even  at  that  age  she  ruled,  a  sovereign  qaeen. 
Over  her  comrades ;  else  their  simple  sports^ 
Wanting  all  relish  for  her  strenuous  mind, 
Had  crossed  her  only  to  be  shunned  with  sooni. 
— Oh !  pang  of  sorrowful  regret  for  those 
Whom,  in  their  youth,  sweet  study  has  enthralled^ 
That  they  have  lived  for  harsher  servitude. 
Whether  in  soul,  in  body,  or  estate ! 
Such  doom  was  hers ;  yet  nothing  could  subdue 
Her  keen  desire  of  knowledge,  nor  flfiboo 
Those  brighter  imiy  bj  books  imprest 
Ufom  hmt  inemory,  faithfully  as  stars 
That  occupy  their  places,  and,  though  oft 
Hidden  by  clouds,  and  oft  bedimmed  by  haze. 
Are  not  to  be  extinguished,  nor  impaired. 

Two  passions,  botli  degenerate,  for  they  botli 
Began  in  honour,  gradually  obtained 
Rule  over  her,  and  vexed  her  daily  life ; 
An  unremitting,  avaricious  thrift ; 
And  a  strange  tluraldom  of  maternal  love, 
That  held  her  spirit,  in  its  own  despite. 
Bound — ^by  vexation,  and  regret,  and  scorn. 
Constrained  forgiveness,  and  relenting  vows. 
And  tears,  in  pride  suppressed,  in  shame  con- 
cealed— 
To  a  poor  dissolute  Son,  her  only  child. 
— Her  wedded  days  had  opened  with  mishap. 
Whence  dire  dependence.   What  could  she  pei-form 
To  shake  the  burthen  off!    Ah !  there  was  felt, 
Indignantly,  the  weakness  of  her  sex. 
She  mused,  resolved,  adhered  to  her  resolve  ; 
The  hand  grew  slack  in  alms-giving,  the  heart 
Closed  by  degrees  to  charity ;  heaven's  blessing 
Not  seeking  from  that  source,  she  placed  her  trust 
In  ceaseless  pains — and  strictest  parsimony 
Which  sternly  hoarded  all  that  could  be  spared. 
From  each  day's  need,  out  of  each  day's  least  gain. 

Thus  all  was  re<«stablished,  and  a  pile 
Constructed,  that  sufficed  for  evexy  end. 
Save  the  eontentment  of  the  builder's  mind ; 
A  mind  by  nature  indisposed  to  aught 
So  placid,  so  inactive,  as  eontent ; 
A  mind  intolerant  of  lasting  peace, 
And  cherishing  the  pang  her  heart  deplored. 
Dread  life  of  conflict !  which  I  oft  compared 
To  the  agitation  of  a  brook  that  runs 
Down  a  rocky  mountiun,  buried  now  and  lost 
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Uiil  Mvrr  U  b*  rltannnt  tu  Kpullrime : 

tu  bnt  Ulsiniomi  Am  of  mdi  rrfgac 

A*  Itmkl  •<«■  ntl^  duiob  fttnn  bihrnniajt. 

A  ■iifctiw  niiiMi  MJMd  b«r  in  the  Miwaglh 
■L-EhdllUJt 
1>  dM  MaOun  l^r, 


ll«r  ivattnH  tranw  «IUi  unrcluing  powra-, 
A*  dM  ftinc  c^k'  fkEiflu  on  tlie  lamb  I 


Uar  ilnkrv  i^lmii,  atitrd  un  lier  needs; 
Aad  ytl  (Iw  yny  •oiiiul  oT  llut  kind  foot 
Was  ■nguiiih  to  htT  i«ra  I    'And  inual  die  rnk,' 
TU«  MM  Ik*  dtalli'ilaMDoil  Wodun  l>unl  to  i»y 


m  goue ( 


*SDla  ll^Maa  if  Ihb  bonw, 

*nad  wim  I  MkM,  caUug  lE  htr  owii  I ' 

boo^i— 1  faar,  tminiuii.—  Ouerrnikl  eveiijog, 

WUIe  *tw  mu  ;« in  |>rliiia  of  tw^th  ukI  •trcii;^), 

I  ««B  raoMnbcr,  whilo  I  ytsani  Iht  iluor 

Akoe,  wllb  loAotiiq:  •tcfv  "ti^  uiinanl  vj's 

Itonot  lamttit  Am  jduct  Jupinr  that  hong 

Abara  tha  our*  of  tlu  Vnle.  a  voiw 

ttfliuad  BM^  ker  vnkv  i  It  tH, '  Th&t  glorious  Btnr 

*  Id  itB  nnlnmUod  slsniait  wUl  lUao 

■  As  now  it  diuva,  «kMi  «e  aio  laid  in  oarlh 

■  And  ah  from  ■!]  our  Burrows.'    With  •  sgh 
Slie  ffaip.  jst,  I  Iwlifvf,  not  uususmined 

B;  fsilh  in  glor}'  llut  tiaii  tia  tnuisvcn<l 
Auflit  liv  ihCTc  peridolile  limTens  disclosed 
Tu  sipht  iir  niinii     Nor  less  than  tare  djviiio 
Is  Jiiiiic  merej.     Slie,  wlio  liflil  rebelled, 
Was  inio  iuc«kD(fa  soflcnHl  wid  subdiwd  : 
Did,  after  niala  not  in  vain  proliaiged, 
With  rrajiuatioa  sink  into  ihe  grsve; 
And  Lit  UQcliarilablo  acts  I  trust, 
AuJ  liatrii  unkindnrsscB  are  nil  furgiveu, 
Tho',  in  Ibis  Vale,  remembered  nilli  d«p  awe." 


Tati  \'i<»r  paused ;  and  loivard  n  s«at  advanced, 
A  long  »lonc-9«al,  flied  in  the  Churth-jarf  ™"  : 
Part  shaJ.-d  by  cool  Bj'camor*,  and  part 


Vet  ring  « ilh  all  their  voins,  or  before 
Tbe  last  balh  c«acd  its  salitnr^'  knoll. 
Beneath  Uie  rfiade  »■(■  all  eate  down ;  and  Ihere 
His  offlce,  uninvited,  he  resumed. 


"  As  on  a  numj'  bank,  a  ti-iulrr  lamb 
Lnrks  ui  ale  ahdtcr  fioni  tlw  winds  nf  Mardi 
Screened  by  its  parent,  so  Iliat  little  mound 
Lies  gDuiIed  by  its  neigliliour ;  the  Bnall  hn\ 
Speaks  fur  itself ;. an  Inhul  tlierc  dolb  iisi; 
The  sheltering  hillock  is  the  ilailier'i  gnir. 
If  mild  diseoutse,  and  ntanucrs  that  eonlerrail 
A  natural  dignil]'  on  humblest  nuik  ; 
IfgUilsoBle  iipinla,and  benignant  looks, 
That  Ibr  a  faeo  not  boiBtirnl  did  marc 
Tbux  Uauly  fur  tlie  faireist  faeo  an  do; 
Atld  If  religious  lendemtsa  of  heart. 
Grieving  for  sn,  and  penitential  leare 
Shed  when  the  clwiJa  had  (;Btheroi]  and  dislaii 
Tbe  spotless  ether  of  a  mwden  life  ; 
If  tlicae  may  mate  a  iiallnwed  qwt  uf  esith 
Huro  liolj-  in  the  Bight  of  God  or  Mao  ; 
Then,  o'er  that  mould,  a  aincljt;  sliall  bruod 
Till  Ihe  stars  wekeii  at  the  Jav  of  doom. 

All '.  what  a  HAraing  for  a  thougbtlese  luaii, 
Coold  iiold  or  grove,  eonld  any  spot  of  earth, 
Show  to  his  eye  an  image  of  the  pangB 
Wliieh  it  hath  witueawd  ;  render  back  an  eeis 
Of  tlic  sad  steps  by  which  It  hath  been  trod ! 
There,  hy  ber  innocent  Baby's  precicms  gn*% 
And  on  the  very  turf  that  roots  her  own. 
The  Motliei  oft  wm  seen  t«  stand,  or  kneel     ' 
In  the  brood  day,  a  weeping  Uagdaloiu. 
Now  idle  is  not;  tbe  awelling  turf  reports 
Of  the  fresh  shower,  but  of  poor  Ellen's  ttsEtt 
Is  silent ;  nor  is  any  Tealige  left 

Who,  at  her  heart's  light  bidding,  unvf  liad  ml 
Iti  virgin  fearlessnesa,  nitli  step  iJisi 
Caught  from  tlio  presanro  of  claslle  turf 
Upon  the  mnunt^ns  gcmined  w 
III  tlic  prima  liour  of  sweetest  a 
^Serious  and  thoughtful  wiu  h 
By  reeoni'ilement  aM]iiiBite  and  mi's, 
The  fDnii,  port,  motiona,  of  this  Cotla^giri  J 
Were  such  as  might  have  quickened  and  iae^ 
A  Titian's  Imnd,  nddreat  to  pietore  forth  ' 
Oread  or  Drj'ad  glancing  Ihrongli  the  sliade  i 
Wlut  time  the  hunter's  carlieBt  horn  ie  licallf 
Slartllug  the  golden  hills.  | 

A  u-idc-spreidi 
Stands  in  our  valley,  named  The  Jorrt  i.  TU 
From  dateless  usage  which  our  {lesHanti  iaH 
Of  giving  welcome  to  the  first  of  Slay 
By  daocoa  round  its  trunk — And  if  the  (ij 
rermit,  like  honours,  dance  and  song,  are  p^ 
To  the  Twelftli  Night,  beneath  the  frosty  tW 
Or  the  clear  moon.  The  queen  of  these  gsi  ^ 


mind ;  ao^ 
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eauty  yet  in  sprightly  wp, 

'ss  Ellen. — No  one  touched  the  ground 

and  die  nicest  maiden's  locks 

fully  were  braided ; — ^but  this  pnuse, 

would  better  suit  another  place. 

»d,  and  fondly  deemed  herself  beloved. 
d  is  dim,  tlie  ciurent  unperceived, 
less  painful  and  most  pitiful, 
a  virtuous  woman,  in  pure  youtli, 
livered  to  distress  and  shame. 
was  hers. — The  last  time  Ellen  danced, 
p  equals,  round  The  Joyful  Tree,     * 
secret  burthen ;  and  full  soon 
)  tremble  for  a  bi*eaking  vow, — 
ewail  a  stendy-broken  vow, 
lin  her  widowed  Mother's  house, 
season  of  unfolding  leaves, 
vancing  toward  their  utmost  length, 
birds  singing  happily  to  mates 
:liey.    With  spirit-saddening  power 
}  through  fading  woods ;  but  those  blithe 

'S 

deserted  to  the  heart ;  I  speak 
know,  and  what  we  feel  within. 
lie  cottage  in  which  Ellen  dwelt 
Jl  ash-tree ;  to  whose  topmost  twig 
esorts,  and  annually  chants, 
ud  evening  from  tliat  naked  perch, 
he  undergrove  is  thick  witli  leaves, 
uiling  ditty,  for  delight 
partner,  silent  m  the  nest. 
:,'  said  Ellen,  sighing  to  herself, 
tot  words,  and  kiss,  and  solemn  pledge  ; 
re  that  is  kuid  in  woman's  bi*east, 
•n  that  in  man  is  wise  and  good, 
Df  him  who  is  a  righteous  judge  ; 
lot  these  prevail  for  human  life, 
wo  hearts  together,  that  began 
ng-time  witli  one  love,and  that  have  need 
1  pity  and  forgiveness,  sweet 
or  be  received  ;  while  that  poop  bird — 
nd  hear  him  !     Thou  who  hast  to  me 
iless,  hear  him,  Uiough  a  lowly  creature, 
kI's  simple  children  that  yet  know  not 
?rsal  Parent,  how  he  sings 
nslicd  the  firmament  of  heaven 
ten,  and  give  back  to  him  the  voice 
imphant  constancy  and  love ; 
amation  that  he  makes,  how  far 
less  doth  transcend  our  ficklo  light !' 

«  the  tender  passage,  not  by  me 
w'Jthout  loss  of  simple  phrase. 


Whicli  I  permed,  even  as  the  words  had  been 
Committed  by  forsaken  Ellen's  hand 
To  the  blank  margin  of  a  Valentine, 
Bedropped  with  tears.    'Twill  please  you  to  be  told 
That,  studiously  withdrawing  from  tlie  eye 
Of  all  companionship,  the  Sufferer  yet 
In  lonely  reading  found  a  meek  resource : 
How  thankful  for  the  warmth  of  summer  days, 
When  she  could  slip  into  the  cottage-bam, 
And  find  a  secret  oratory  there ; 
Or,  in  the  garden,  under  friendly  veil 
Of  their  long  twilight,  pore  upon  her  book 
By  the  last  lingering  help  of  the  open  sky 
Until  dark  night  dismissed  her  to  her  bed  ! 
Thus  did  a  waking  fancy  sometimes  lose 
Tlie  unconquerable  pang  of  despised  love. 

A  kindlier  passion  opened  on  her  soul 
When  that  poor  Child  was  bom.    Upon  its  (ace 
She  gazed  as  on  a  piu^  and  spotless  gift 
Of  unexpected  promise,  where  a  grief 
Or  dread  was  all  that  liad  been  tliought  of, — ^joy 
Far  livelier  than  bewildered  traveller  feels, 
Amid  a  perilous  waste  that  all  night  long 
Hath  liarassed  him  toiling  through  fearful  storm, 
When  he  beholds  the  first  pale  speck  serene 
Of  day-spring,  in  the  gloomy  east,  revealed. 
And  greets  it  with  thanksgiving.    <  Till  this  hour,' 
Thus,  in  her  Mother's  hearing  Ellen  spake, 

*  There  was  a  stony  region  in  my  heart ; 

'  But  He,  at  whose  command  tlie  parched  rock 
'  Was  smitten,  and  poured  forth  a  quenching  stream, 
'  Hath  softened  that  obduracy,  and  made 
<  Unlooked-for  gladness  in  the  desert  place, 

*  To  save  the  perishing ;  and,  hencefortli,  I  breatlie 

*  The  air  witli  cheerful  spirit,  for  thy  sake 

'  My  Infant !  and  for  that  good  MoUicr  dear, 
'  Who  bore  me ;  and  Iiatli  prayed  for  me  ui  vain  ; — 
'  Yet  not  in  vain ;  it  sliall  not  be  in  vain.' 
She  spake,  nor  was  the  assurance  unfulfilled ; 
And  if  heart-rending  tlioughts  would  oft  return. 
They  stayed  not  long. — The  blameless  Infant  grew ; 
The  Child  whom  Ellen  and  her  Mother  loved 
They  soon  were  proud  of ;  tended  it  and  nursed ; 
A  sootliing  comforter,  altliough  forlorn  ; 
Like  a  poor  singing-bird  from  distant  lands ; 
Or  a  choice  shrub,  which  he,  who  passes  by 
Witli  vacant  mind,  not  seldom  may  observe 
Fair-flowering  in  a  thinly-peopled  house. 
Whose  window,  somewhat  sadly,  it  adorns. 

Through  fonr  months'  space  the  Infant  dvcvr  \U 
food 
From  the  maternal  breast ;  then  ncmplcs  ixmw  ; 
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Thoughts,  wMch  tlic  rich  are  tree  troro,  wme  tinil 

The  faud  BBecdon.    She  do  mDrc  conid  bear 

By  bur  oftencB  to  lay  a  twofold  weight 

On  B  kind  iiarenC  wiUiDg  to  forget 

Their  slcnclor  mrajia :  bo,  Io  that  parent's  Hire 

Trusting  her  ctiitd,  ahe  left  their  common  liome, 

And  usilertoak  with  dutiful  couteat 

A  Foster-niDthar'a  office. 

Tis,  pcTcboDce, 
Unkoonn  to  yon  tliat  in  these  liiaple  vales 
The  natural  feeling  ot  equaUtjr 
Is  by  ilomcflllc  scrnce  unimpaired  ; 
Yet,  ibongh  suck  sertieo  be,  with  uB,  removal 
From  Eciiie  of  degradalion,  not  tlie  lera 
TIte  ungentle  mind  can  easily  find  means 
To  impose  soTore  restrainla  and  laws  inijoEt, 
Wliicti  hapless  Ellen  now  was  doomed  to  fed  : 
For  (blinded  by  an  oTer-anuuus  dread 
Of  such  excitenient  and  divided  thoL^bt 
As  with  her  office  would  but  ill  accord) 
The  pair,  wbon  infant  she  wua  bound  Vi  nm^se. 
Forbad  ber  all  communion  with  hor  own ; 
Week  sTter  week,  tiie  nuindati!  they  pnforGe<l. 
— So  near !  yet  not  allowed,  upon  tliat  sight 
To  fix  bar  eyes — alas !  'twas  hard  to  beu' ! 
But  worse  aSUcUon  mtut  bs  borne — far  wonc ; 
For  'tis  Heaven's  wiU — that,  after  a  dinaie 
Bosun  and  ended  within  tliree  days'  space. 


huuid  d 


S  EllL'U 


lined. 


Her  oira — deserted  cliiid  1 — Ouw,  only  once, 

Sbe  saw  it  in  tliat  mortal  malady ; 

Anil,  on  the  burial-day,  could  scarcely  gain 

Pcmiiasion  to  attend  its  obseqnios. 

She  reached  (he  house,  hist  of  the  tunoral  tnin  ; 

And  some  one,  as  she  entered,  having  chaneed 

To  urge  unthinkuigly  their  pmmpt  departure, 

*  Nay,'  said  she,  with  conuniuiding  look,  a  ^pint 
Of  anger  never  seen  in  her  before, 

•  Nay,  yo  must  wail  my  time  I'  and  doivu  slip  Kite, 
And  by  the  unclosed  coffin  kept  her  seat 
Weeping  and  looking,  looking  on  and  wecpin'. 
Upon  tlie  last  Bwcel  slumber  of  her  Child, 

Until  at  leiiglh  her  soul  was  satisHed. 

You  see  tlie  Infant's  Gi-avc;  aud  to  this  spot. 
The  Mother,  oft  aa  elio  was  sent  abroad, 
Uu  whatsoever  ermnd,  urged  her  steps : 
U  itiicr  idle  came ;  hers  stood,  and  sometimes  knelt 
In  the  broad  day,  a  rueful  Magdalene  ! 
So  call  her ;  for  not  only  she  boniilled 
A  mother's  loss,  but  luoumcd  in  hiltemeas 

As  ever  raisoj  to  liea>cn  a  6lreamin~  eye ! 


— At  length  the  parents  of  llie  tostei^ulJ, 
Noting  thai  in  despite  of  their  DOmmaiuli 
She  still  rooewed  and  could  not  but  renew 
Those  viutatioDS,  coued  to  send  faer  furtli ; 
Or,  to  the  garden's  narrow  bounds,  confiuoL 
I  failed  not  to  remind  Ibem  that  ihey  erred ; 
For  holy  Kature  might  not  thus  be  craieed. 
Thus  wronged  in  woman's  fareaat:  in  vajn  ]  pluui 
But  tlie  green  stalk  of  Ellen's  life  was  SDippe 
And  the  flower  drooped ;  aa  erery  c}-e  cutiM  i 
It  hung  its  head  in  mortal  longni^inent- 
— Aided  by  tliis  appeanmcc,  I  at  length 
PrevMled;  and,froia  those  bonds  rvleaaed.iilie 
Home  to  her  mother's  house. 

The  Youth  m 
The  TBah  betrayer  could  not  faee  the  shame 
Or  sorrow  which  his  seDselesi  guilt  liad  cam 
And  little  would  Ids  presence,  or  pTooT  giwn 
Of  a  relenting  soul,  have  now  availed  t 
For,  like  a  shadow,  he  was  pannl  away 
From  Ellen'a  tliuugiits;  liad  perished  to  her  t 
Fur  all  concvmB  of  fear,  or  liopo,  or  bve, 
Save  ooly  tlio^ie  which  to  their  cfimmon  tiara 
Aud  to  bis  moral  being  appertainod : 
Hope  &om  that  quarter  would,  I  k(iuw,liarchni 
A  heavenly  comfort ;  tliero  she  rBcogniseil 
An  tmrcIaKiiig  bond,  a  mutoal  need; 
There,  and,  as  seemed,  there  only. 

She  had !« 
Her  fund  matcmat  heart  liaJ  buili,  a  iii'iit 
In  bliiidnisa  all  too  near  the  river's  edge ; 
That  work  a  aununer  flood  with  hasty  Bwrfl 
Had  swept  away  j  and  now  her  Spirit  longfd 
For  its  last  flight  to  heaven's  security. 
— The  botlily  frame  wasted  from  day  to  ikr ; 
Meanwhile,  rehnquiahing  all  otliiT  cam. 
Her  mind  ^e  strictly  tutored  to  find  pesn 
And  pleasure  iu  endurance.     Much  file  ihM^ 
And  much  she  read ;  and  brooded  fntin^T 

As  to  a,  spiritual  cumforler  and  friend. 

Her  heart  she  opened  ;  and  no  pains  Here  !(«i 

To  mitigate,  ds  gently  as  1  could. 

The  stuig  of  setf-reproacli,  with  heahii;  uuri* 

In  whom,  as  hy  her  lonely  lieartli  she  au. 
The  ghastly  face  of  cold  decay  put  ou 
A  sun-like  beauty,  and  appeared  diviael 
May  I  not  mention^thal,  within  llmac  inllh 
In  duo  observance  of  her  piona  tnaii, 
Tlie  congregation  joined  with  me  ia  piavR 
For  her  soul's  good  I     Nor  was  that  i.ffire  lit 
^Much  didslie  Buffer:  but,  if  any  fncii'li 
Beholding  her  condition,  at  the  sight 
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to  words  of  pity  or  complaint^ 
1  them  with  a  prompt  reproof,  and  siud, 
afflicts  me  knows  what  I  can  bear ; 
en  I  fail,  and  can  endure  no  more, 
rcifiiUy  take  me  to  himsetf.' 
^h  the  doud  of  death,  her  Spirit  passed 
pure  and  unknown  world  of  love 
jury  cannot  come : — and  here  is  laid 
il  Body  by  her  Infant's  side." 

ar  ceased ;  and  downcast  looks  made  known 
had  listened  with  his  inmost  heart 
he  emotion  scarcely  was  less  strong 
nign  than  that  which  I  had  felt 
ted  near  my  venerable  Friend, 
»e  shady  elms,  from  him  I  heard 
that  retraced  the  slow  decline 
ret,  sinking  on  the  lonely  heath 
neglected  house  to  which  she  clung, 
that  the  Solitary's  cheek 
the  power  of  nature. — Pleased  though  sad, 
sed  than  sad,  the  grey-haired  Wanderer 

» his  pure  imaginative  soul 
and  serene ;  his  blameless  life, 

[edge,  wisdom,  love  of  truth,  and  love 
kind !    He  was  it  who  first  broke 

ve  silence,  saying : — 

"Blest  are  they 

rrow  rather  is  to  suffer  wrong 

0  wrong,  albeit  themselves  have  erred, 
^ves  proof  that  Heaven  most  gently  deals 
I,  in  their  affliction. — Ellen's  fate, 

T  spirit,  and  her  contrite  heart, 

r  mind  dark  hints  which  I  have  heard 

lo  died  within  this  vale,  by  doom 

IS  his  offence  was  heavier  far. 

ir,  I  pray  you,  where  are  laid  the  bones 

d  Armathwaite!" 

The  Vicar  answered, 
;reen  nook,  close  by  the  Church-yard  wall, 
ron  hawthorn,  planted  by  myself 
y  and  for  warning,  and  in  sign 
less  where  dire  anguish  had  been  known, 
ilement  after  deep  offence — 
h  he  rest    No  theme  his  fate  supplies 
mooth  glozings  of  the  indulgent  world ; 
the  windings  of  his  devious  course 
etraced ; — enough  that,  by  mishap 
il  error,  robbed  of  competence, 
>bsc<|uiou8  shadow,  peace  of  mind, 

1  a  substitute  in  troubled  joy ; 

is  conscience  rose  in  arms,  and,  braving 
^pleasure,  broke  the  marriage- vow. 


That  which  he  had  been  weak  enough  to  do 
Was  misery  in  remembrance ;  be  was  stung. 
Stung  by  his  inward  thoughts,  and  by  the  smiles 
Of  wife  and  children  stung  to  agony. 
Wretched  at  home,  he  gained  no  peace  abroad ; 
Ranged  through  the  mountains,slept  upon  the  earth. 
Asked  comfort  of  the  open  air,  and  found 
No  quiet  in  the  darkness  of  the  night. 
No  pleasore  in  the  beauty  of  the  day. 
His  flock  he  slighted:  his  paternal  fields 
Became  a  dog  to  him,  whose  spirit  wished 
To  fly — but  whither !    And  this  gracious  Church, 
That  wears  a  look  so  full  of  peace  and  hope 
And  love,  benignant  mother  of  the  vale. 
How  fair  amid  her  brood  of  cottages  I 
She  was  to  him  a  sickness  and  reproach. 
Much  to  the  last  remained  unknown :  but  this 
Is  sure,  that  through  remorse  and  grief  he  died ; 
Though  pitied  among  men,  absolved  by  God, 
He  could  not  find  forgiveness  in  himself ; 
Nor  could  endure  the  weight  of  his  own  shame. 

Here  rests  a  Mother.    But  from  her  I  turn 
Afid  from  her  grave. — Behold — ^upon  that  ridge. 
That,  stretching  boldly  from  the  mountain  side, 
Carries  into  the  centre  of  the  vale 
Its  rocks  and  woods — ^the  Cottage  where  she  dwdt ; 
And  where  yet  dwells  her  faithful  Partner,  left 
(Full  eight  years  past)  the  solitary  prop 
Of  many  helpless  Cliildren.    I  begin 
With  words  that  might  be  prelude  to  a  tale 
Of  sorrow  and  dejection ;  but  I  feel 
No  sadness,  when  I  think  of  what  mine  eyes 
See  daily  in  that  happy  fiunily. 
— Bright  garland  form  they  for  the  pensive  brow 
Of  their  undrooping  Father's  widowhood. 
Those  six  &ir  Daughters,  budding  yet — ^not  one. 
Not  one  of  all  the  band,  a  full-blown  flower. 
Deprest,  and  desolate  of  soul,  as  once 
That  Father  was,  and  filled  with  anxious  fear. 
Now,  by  experience  taught,  he  stands  assured. 
That  Grod,  who  takes  away,  yet  takes  not  half 
Of  what  he  seems  to  take ;  or  gives  it  back. 
Not  to  our  prayer,  but  far  beyond  our  prayer ; 
He  gives  it — ^the  boon  produce  of  a  soil 
Which  our  endeavours  have  refused  to  till. 
And  hope  hath  never  watered.    The  Abode, 
Whose  grateful  owner  can  attest  these  truths. 
Even  were  the  object  nearer  to  our  sight. 
Would  seem  in  no  distinction  to  surpass 
The  rudest  habitations.     Ye  might  think 
That  it  had  sprung  self-raised  from  earth,  or  grown 
Out  of  the  living  rock,  to  be  adorned 
By  nature  only ;  but,  if  thither  led. 
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Ye  woalil  dincover,  Iheu,  a  studtoua  work 
Of  msny  Taiiciea,  prumptmg  idhu;  handa. 

Brouglil  from  the  wDod»  thehoneysuclde  t-wines 
Ai'uimd  tlie  jwrch,  and  eeeniB,  in  tlmt  trim  place, 
ilttnl  110  longOT  wild ;  Uie  tultureJ  i-obo 
're  btoBSoma,  atrong  in  beoltli,  &nd  vnll  be  soou 
ll<H)Mugh ;  tliB  wild  piub  cronnB  tlie  garden-nnJI, 
And  wilh  llie  flowere  are  intermingled  nUmra 
^littiTy  and  bright,  rough  ecatteringB  of  the  hJUs. 
TliMio  omoTTienta,  tlial  fade  not  widi  dm  fear, 
A  luirdy  Gii-l  continues  to  provide ; 
Who,  laoDDting  fearleaatj  tho  rocty  beighla, 
Iler  Father's  prompt  attendant,  docs  for  him 
All  tliat  a  boy  could  do,  but  wilh  delight 
Jlore  keen  and  prouder  duin;;;  yet  hnlh  she, 
Wiiliin  the  garden,  like  tlie  rcet,  a  bed 
For  lier  own  flowori  and  favourite  herba,  a  space. 
By  sftCTEil  cliarter,  holden  for  her  uac. 
— Thrao,  and  wliBlorer  cba  the  giirden  bears 
Of  fruit  or  flower,  perroission  aaked  or  not, 
I  (rccly  gather ;  nitd  my  leisure  draws 
lot  iinfreqnenl  pnstiiui-  from  the  hum 


Of  bcea  anund  their  nnge  of  elidtcrvd  hina 
Busy  in  tliat  enclosure  ;  while  tlie  rill, 
That  apartiling  Ihiida  the  rovka,  attains  his  i 
To  the  pure  course  of  liuiuan  life  wluch  Ilicn 
rs  on  in  solitude.     Bui,  when  the  ^oom 
Of  nigbt  is  falling  round  my  Mepe,  then  moN 
This  DwoUing  dianaa  me  ;  often  1  stop  ibnrf 
(Who  could  refrain !)  and  feed  by  atoiiih  mj 
With  prospect  of  the  company  wiUiin, 
Laid  open  tlxrough  the  blaring  window ;— 1!» 
I  mc  tliu  eldest  Dau^iler  at  her  whcd 
Spinnuig  amain,  as  if  to  overtake 
The  tiever-hidlinj  time ;  or,  in  her  nm, 
Teocliirig  some  Novice  of  the  Bislefhood 
Thai  skill  ia  this  or  other  household  wurk, 
Wliicli,  from  her  Fathtr'a  honomvl  hand,  be 
While  ahc  wna  yet  a  Ulth«nc,  liaJ  leani--A 
Slild  Man  1  he  is  oot  gay,  bnt  they  are  gay; 
And  the  wliolo  houfe  accms  tilled  villi  fitj. 
— Tlirito  Iiappy,  then,  the  Motlier  nisy  lie  <ka 
The  Wife,  from  whose  conaobtuir  ^«e 
I  turned,  tlint  ye  in  mind  miglit  witons  vbai 
And  how,  her  Spirit  yet  aurvivcs  on  einh  " 


nOOK    SRVESTn. 


Will 


'D  plat  ddllng— Tlumka  tbel 


;  til  lis  from  theme  t 


tl.t.1 


■the  lletn 


The  words  he  uttered,  and  the  scene  ihil  Uj 
Before  our  eyes,  awakened  in  my  mind 
Vivid  remembrance  of  Ihosi.'  loug-pasl  hiian; 
When,  hi  tlie  hollow  of  some  sliadowy  nk, 
(What  time  tlie  spteudoor  of  llic  scttiiig  sua 
Lay  beautiful  on  Snowdon's  Boicrcign  Iro*, 
On  Coder  Idris,  or  huge  Pcnniamnour) 
A  wiuidcring  Youth,  I  listened  wilh  dcb-hl 
To  paatoral  melody  or  wnrlikc  air, 
Dravru  from  tlie  chorda  of  the  ancient  Brioili  I 
By  somo  acconipliahed  Master,  white  he  ntv 
A  mid  the  quiet  of  tho  green  pctewi. 
And  there  did  ine\liaustibly  dispense 
An  Interchitnge  of  soft  or  solemn  lunra, 
Tender  or  blitlic  ;  now,  lis  ihc  larjins:  iiM»l 
Of  his  own  spirit  urged, — now,  as  a  voice 
From  youth  or  maiden,  or  suuie  bonoureJ  (Iw 
Of  liis  compatriot  viUagera  (tliat  hnu^ 
Around  bim,  drinliing  iu  the  iinpD.>^iineJ  wM 
Of  the  tune-hallowed  miustrclsy)  r<-<|uiitd 
For  tlieir  heart's  ease  or  pleasure.  StrainsoTl" 


THE  CHURCH- YARD  AMONG  THE  MOUNTAINS. 


they,  to  seize  and  occupy  Uie  Bense ; 
a  higher  mark  than  song  can  reach 
liis  pure  eloquence.     And,  when  the  stream 
1  overflowed  the  soul  was  passed  away, 
wiousness  remained  that  it  had  left, 
ted  upon  the  silent  shore 
-nory,  images  and  precious  thoughts, 
hall  not  die,  and  cannot  be  destroyed. 

lese  grassy  heaps  lie  amicably  close,'' 
,  "  like  surges  heaving  in  the  wind 
the  surface  of  a  mountain  pool : 
»  comes  it,  then,  that  yonder  we  behold 
raves,  and  only  five,  tliat  rise  together 
ably  sequestered,  and  encroaching 
smooth  play-ground  •of  the  village-school ! " 

Vicar  answered, — ^"  No  disdainful  pride 
n  who  rest  beneath,  nor  any  course 
kUge  or  tragic  accident,  hath  helped 
ce  those  hillocks  in  that  lonely  guise. 
3  more  look  forth,  and  follow  with  your  sight 
Dgtli  of  road  that  from  yon  mountain's  base 
;h  bare  enclosures  stretches,  'till  its  line 
within  a  little  tuft  of  trees ; 
reappearing  in  a  moment,  quits 
iltured  fields ;  and  up  the  heathy  waste, 
B,  as  you  see,  in  mazes  serpentine, 
wards  an  easy  outlet  of  the  vale, 
ttle  shady  spot,  that  sylvan  tuft, 
ich  the  road  is  hidden,  also  hides 
ige  from  our  view ;  though  I  discern 
arcely  can)  amid  its  sheltering  trees 
lokeless  chinmey-top. — 

All  unembowered 
iked  stood  that  lowly  Parsonage 
ich  in  truth  it  is,  and  appertains 
nail  Chapel  in  the  vale  beyond) 
hither  came  its  last  Inhabitant, 
and  forbidding  were  the  choicest  roads 
ch  our  northern  wilds  could  then  be  crossed; 
to  most  of  these  secluded  vales 
)  access  for  wain,  heavy  or  light, 
lis  dwelling-place  the  Priest  arnved 
tore  of  household  goods,  in  paiiniers  slung 
rdy  horses  graced  with  jingling  bells, 
I  the  back  of  more  ignoble  beast ; 
i-ith  like  burthen  of  effects  most  prized 


Each  in  his  basket  nodding  drowsily ; 
Their  bonnetSy  I  remember,  wreathed  with 
Which  told  it  was  the  pleasant  month  of  J 
And,  dose  behind,  the  comely  Matron  rod 
A  woman  of  soft  speech  and  gracious  smilt 
And  with  a  lady's  mien. — From  far  they  c 
Even  from  Northumbrian  hills;  yet  the 

been 
A  merry  journey,  rich  in  pastime,  cheered 
By  music,  prank,  and  laughter-stirring  jesi 
And  freak  put  on,  and  arch  word  drop 

swell 
The  cloud  of  fancy  and  uncouth  surmise 
That  gathered  round  the  slowly-moving  tn 
— *  Whence  do  they  come  f   and  with  what 

charged! 
'  Belong  they  to  the  fortune-telling  tribe 
'  Who  pitch  their  tents  under  the  green- wo 

*  Or  Strollers  are  they,  furnished  to  enact 

*  Fair  Rosamond,  and  the  Children  of  the 

*  And,  by  that  whiskered  tabby's  aid,  set  f< 

*  The  lucky  venture  of  sage  Whittington, 

'  When  the  next  village  hears  the  show  am 
<  By  blast  of  trumpet ! '  Plenteous  was  the 
Of  such  conjectures,  overheard,  or  seen 
On  many  a  staring  countenance  portrayed 
Of  boor  or  burgher,  as  they  marched  alonj 
And  more  than  once  their  steadiness  of  fac 
Was  put  to  proof,  and  exercise  supplied 
To  their  inventive  humour,  by  stem  looks, 
And  questions  in  authoritative  tone. 
From  some  staid  guardian  of  the  public  pe 
Checking  the  sober  steed  on  which  he  rode 
In  his  suspicious  wisdom ;  oftener  still. 
By  notice  indirect,  or  blunt  demand 
From  traveller  halting  in  his  own  despite, 
A  simple  curiosity  to  ease : 
Of  which  adventures,  that  beguiled  and  ch( 
Their  grave  migration,  the  good  pair  wonl< 
With  undiminished  glee,  in  hoary  age. 

A  Priest  he  was  by  function ;  kmt  his  oo 
From  his  youth  up,  and  high  as  manhood'i 
(The  hour  of  life  to  which  he  then  was  bro 
Had  been  irregular,  I  might  say,  wild ; 
By  books  unsteadied,  by  his  pastoral  care 
Too  little  checked.  An  active,  ardent  min 
A  fancy  pregnant  with  resource  and  schen 


I  Of  (ouiitry  'squire ;  or  U  llie  statelier  boni^l 

I  W  duko  or  earl,  from  BOeiics  of  courtly  pomp 

:  WilJiJnimi,—  to  wliile  away  Iho  aummor  lioiin 

I  In  couileeceiidioii  uuoug  runU  gueels. 


I        With  lliisto  high  comraJ™  ha  bail  reycllwl  long, 
Frollckad  iudnBlriiJU«ly,  a  siniphi  Clerk 

'    By  Ih>p«  of  coDiing  palrunage  beguiled 
Till  lliB  heart  Biokenod,     So,  «wh  lofliar  miii 
Aluuidaiiinu  and  ilU  hia  ehowy  friends, 
V'iir  a  litu'a  suiy  (Klendsr  It  wiu,  but  Hire) 
I  In  tiimril  to  this  secluded  clnpelry ; 
'rtiat  had  been  oflared  to  liu  doublful  uhoice 
lly  Ml  uiitli»iight-of  {latron.     BUnk  sod  bare 
They  found  the  cotCiLge,  their  allottol  home ; 
Naked  without,  Mid  rude  within  ;  a  spot 

;    With  wliicli  the  Cure  not  long  had  beeu  endowcil : 
And  for  remote  the  chapel  Bli>od,~i«iiote, 
And,  from  his  Dwelling,  unapproiu-liable, 
Save  through  a  gap  high  in  Ilia  hilia,  bb  opening 

'   ShodvleHs  and  abelter1e«a,  by  drinag  showers 

;    FrerinenUd,  and  bewt  with  howling  winds. 
Yet  cause  was  none,  whato'er  regret  might  haiif; 
On  his  own  mind,  to  quarrel  witli  the  choice 
Or  the  necessity  tliat  fixed  him  here  ; 
Apul  from  old  lempt&tiooa.  Hid  eonatraincl 
To  piualual  labour  in  hia  Hwr«il  charge. 
St-e  him  a  constant  preacher  to  the  poor  I 

'    An. I  viaiiiii;;.  tliongh  not  with  saintly  zenl, 

;     Yet,  wlien  neod  wni,  wilh  no  ri'luolaiit  Hill, 
Thi:  aick  in  body,  or  dietrest  in  mind  ; 
And,  by  as  salutary  change,  compelled 
To  rise  from  timely  sleep,  and  meet  tlie  day 
With  no  engngoiuent,  in  his  thoughta,  moiv  pron.l 
Or  Hplcnilid  than  his  garden  could  aifurd, 
IliB  lields,  or  mountains  by  the  healli-cock  niiii:-Hl, 
Or  Iho  wild  brooks ;  from  which  he  now  returned 
Conlantird  to  piu-tuke  the  quiet  meal 
Of  his  own  board,  where  ant  his  gentle  Mnt* 
And  Ihroe  fair  CbllOrfn,  plentifully  fid 
Though  simply,  from  their  little  houa-liold  farm; 
Nor  wanted  timely  treat  of  Hah  or  fowl 
By  nature  yielded  to  liia  practised  hand  ; — 
To  help  the  small  but  certain  comiiig4-in 
0(  that  spare  bonolico.     Yet  not  the  lo-s 
TlieiiB  was  a  hu!pitablo  board,  and  Ihilrs 

I    A  charitable  door. 

So  days  and  years 
Fussed  on  ;— (he  inside  of  that  rugged  \taaso 
Wns  trimmed  and  brightened  by  the  MatPin'e  Hin>, 
And  ijraduolly  enriched  with  tilings  of  pricf, 
Which  might  ho  lacked  for  use  or  omumifnt. 
A  M:,  though  no  soft  and  costly  sufa  there 
lii»iilian»ly  sti'ctehed  out  ila  lazy  lentil. 


And  no  vun  mirmr  glittered  upon  the  in 
VM  were  the  windows  of  Uie  low  abode 
By  shutters  Kcalber-fcnded,  wbidi  at  oni 
Repelled  [he  aloiTU  and  deailened  its  Wc 
There  snow-ahite  curtains  hnog  in  deees 

That  creep  along  the  groond  with  sinnm 
Were  niedy  brwded ;  and  euilipuaed  a  « 
Like  Indian  mats,  that  with  apfropriale ; 
Lay  at  tbe  tlireahold  and  ibe  inner  doort 
And  a  toir  carpet,  woien  of  hnocspiBi  ■< 
But  tinctured  duntil;  with  Korid  ha«. 
For  Bcemliueas  aod  warmth,  on  frsta!  da; 
Corered  the  smoolli  blue  sUlia  of  roouaii 
With  which  the  parlour- floor,  in  sisplMl 
Of  pastoral  homesleada,  bad  bt«n  long  in 

Those  pleasing  works  the  HmsewiTi 
produced; 
Heaowiiile  the  nnsedenlary  Jlasier^  hu 
Was  busier  with  his  task— to  rid,  to  |>1hi 
To  rear  for  fiiod,  for  shelter,  and  ddi^l . 
A  ihriring  covert ',  And  when  witlits,  ft 
In  yonth,  and  sanctioned  by  the  riper  urii 
Kcetored  me  lo  my  native  valley,  hm 
To  end  my  days ;  well  pleased  was  1  b)  ■ 
The  onctf-bare  cetuge,  on  the  inaunUMD-« 
Screen'd  from  anaolt  of  every  bitter  blsi 

Uanted  in  the  breew,  chequering  iu  ino* 
Time,  which  had  thus  atfonled  wilUng  hci 
To  beautify  with  nature's  fairctt  ^wiha 
This  rustic  tftienient,  had  gently  slirJ, 
Upon  its  Master's  frame,  a  wintry  grao' ; 
The  corailineas  of  unenfetblcd  tffi. 

But  huw  could  I  say,  gently  I  furhe  ^dl 
Retained  a  flashing  eye,  a  boming  palm. 
A  stirring  foot,  a  head  which  beat  at  ni.'tii 
Upon  its  pillow  wilh  a  ihonsand  sdirni''^' 
Few  liliings  had  be  dropped,  few  plouora 
Generous  and  charitable,  prompt  lo  lem; 
Anii  still  his  harsher  pnstiions  kept  thorl^' 
Anger  and  indignation.     Still  he  loml 
The  sound  of  titled  names,  and  edited  in  & 
Of  long-past  banqnetings  witli  high-boni  If' 
Tlien,  fnaa  those  lolling  fits  of  vim  dili{lK 
Uproused  by  recollected  injury,  nM 
At  Iheir  false  ways  disdainfully,— unl  o" 
ittomess,  and  with  a  ihrcaMnin;  t^' 
Of  lire,  incensed  beneath  its  hcarj  hrV' 
-Those  lrans|iort9,  with  staid  koki  of  p^ 

And  with  soft  smile,  hia  consort  wcnid  rif 
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ehind  him  in  the  race  of  years, 
ng  her  first  mildness,  was  advanced 
r,  in  the  habit  of  her  sool, 
ill  region  whither  all  are  bound 
t  we  liken  to  the  setting  son 
9t  seldom  on  some  gusty  day, 
:  and  bold,  and  shining  from  the  west 
Qconstant  and  nnmellowed  light ; 
soft  attendant  doad,  that  liuii;:; 
wish  to  veil  the  restless  orb ; 
ch  it  did  itself  imbibe  a  ray 
g  lustre. — But  no  more  of  this ; 
ve  to  sprinkle  on  the  sod 
divides  the  pair,  or  rather  say, 
unites  them,  praises,  like  heaven's  dew, 
eserve  descending  upon  both. 

y  first  in  eminence  of  years 

Ian  stood,  the  patriarch  of  the  Yale ! 

s  unmolested  mansion,  death 

r  come,  through  space  of  forty  years ; 

>th  old  and  young  in  that  abode. 

then  they  disappeared :  not  twice 

ner  scorched  the  fields;  not  twice  had 

en, 

ligh  peaks,  the  first  autumnal  snow, 

)  greedy  visiting  was  closed, 

)ng-privileged  house  left  empty — swept 

[ague.    Yet  no  rapacious  plague 

among  them ;  all  was  gentle  death, 

one,  with  intervals  of  peace. 

^nsummation  I  an  accord 

feet,  to  be  wished  for !  save  that  here 

thing  which  to  mortal  sense  might  Houiid 

mess, — that  the  old  grey-headed  Sire, 

;,  he  was  taken  last,  survived 

meek  Partner  of  his  age,  his  Son, 

iter,  and  that  late  and  high-prized  gift, 

qniling  Grandchild,  were  no  more. 

ne,  all  vanished !  he  deprived  and  ban?, 
he  face  the  remnant  of  his  life  ? 
11  become  of  him  ? '  we  said,  and  mused 
jectures — *  Shall  we  meet  him  now 
;  with  rod  and  line  the  craggy  brooks  ? 
nre  overhear  him,  as  we  pass, 
to  entertain  the  lonely  hours 
sic!*  (for  he  had  not  ceased  to  toiu'h 
or  viol  whieh  himself  had  framed, 
Bweet  purposes,  with  perfect  si: IP.) 
les  will  he  keep  ?  will  he  remal'.i 
,  gardener,  builder,  raeehaniMt, 
r,  and  a  rearer  from  the  seed  ? 
'f  hope  and  forward-looking  mind 


'  Even  to  the  last !' — Such  was  he,  misubdoed. 
But  Heaven  was  gradons ;  yet  a  little  while. 
And  this  Survivor,  with  his  cheerful  throng 
Of  open  projects,  and  his  inward  hoard 
Of  unsunned  griefs,  too  many  and  too  keen, 
Was  overcome  by  unexpected  sleep, 
In  one  blest  moment    Like  a  shadow  thrown 
Softly  and  lightly  from  a  passing  cloud, 
Death  fell  upon  him,  while  reclined  he  lay 
For  noontide  solace  on  the  summer  grass, 
The  warm  lap  of  his  mother  earth  :  and  so. 
Their  lenient  term  of  separation  past, 
That  fiunily  (whose  graves  you  there  behold) 
By  yet  a  higher  privilege  once  more 
Were  gathered  to  each  other." 

Calm  of  mind 
And  silence  waited  on  these  closing  words ; 
Until  the  Wanderer  (whether  moved  by  fear 
Lest  in  those  passages  of  life  were  some 
That  might  have  touched  the  sick  heart  of  his  Friend 
Too  nearly,  or  intent  to  reinforce 
His  own  firm  spirit  in  degree  deprest 
By  tender  sorrow  for  our  mortal  state) 
Thus  silence  broke : — ^  Behold  a  thoughtless  Man 
From  vice  and  premature  decay  preserved 
By  useful  habits,  to  a  fitter  soil 
Transplanted  ere  too  late. — The  hermit,  lodged 
Amid  the  untrodden  desert,  tells  his  beads. 
With  each  repeating  its  allotted  prayer 
And  thus  divides  and  thus  relieves  the  time ; 
Smooth  task,  with  his  compared,  whose  mind  could 

string, 
Not  scantily,  bright  minutes  on  the  thread 
Of  keen  domestic  anguish;  and  beguile 
A  solitude,  unchosen,  unprofesscd  ; 
Till  gentlest  death  released  him. 

Fur  from  us 
Be  the  desire — too  ciuriously  to  ask 
How  much  of  this  is  but  the  blind  result 
Of  cordial  spirits  and  vital  temperament. 
And  what  to  higher  powers  is  justly  due. 
But  you.  Sir,  know  that  in  a  neighbouring  va*e 
A  Priest  abides  before  whose  life  such  doubts 
Fall  to  the  ground  ;  whose  gifts  of  nature  lie 
Retired  from  notice,  lost  in  attributes 
Of  reason,  honourably  effaced  by  debts 
Which  her  poor  treasure-house  is  content  to  owe. 
And  conquests  over  her  dominion  gained, 
To  which  her  frowardness  must  needs  submit 
In  this  one  Man  is  shown  a  temperance—  proof 
Against  all  trials ;  industry  severe 
And  constant  as  the  motion  of  the  day ; 
Stem  self-denial  round  him  spread,  with  shade 
Tliat  might  be  deemed  forbidding,  did  not  there 
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All  generous  fi!cl'inge  flourielh  and  rejoice  ; 
Forbeoronpe,  cliaritj  in  deed  and  thought, 
Aiid  rciolution  cotnpelciit  to  talta 
Out  of  ilie  boiom  of  giiDplLciij 

tlinl  lier  hal}'  uustoma  recomtnend. 
And  the  be»t  »goa  of  the  world  preecribe. 
— Preftching,  administoring,  in  every  work 
Of  his  Bubliine  vocation,  in  tlie  wallu 
or  worldly  iQlenourae  between  man  nud  msn. 
And  in  his  hmnhle  dwelling,  he  appeura 
A  labourer,  witli  moral  virlne  girl. 
With  spuilual  graces,  like  a  glory,  crowned.'' 

"  Doubt  cm  be  Qone,"  llie  Poster  mid,  "  for 

This  portmitura  ii  sbetelied.     Tlie  great,  tlic  gmd. 
The  well-lieloved,  tho  fortunale,  the  wise, — 
These  titles  emperors  and  chiefs  liave  borue. 
Honour  wjsuraeii  or  given:  audhini,lheWoNtiERFi,*i., 
Our  simple  shepherds,  speaking  from  llif  lisiirt, 
Deservedlj  havB  sQ-led.— From  his  ibodo 
In  a  dependent  ehapdry  that  lies 
Behind  yon  bill,  a  poor  and  rugged  wilil, 
Wliich  in  hia  soul  he  lovinglj'  embraced, 
And,  having  once  Mipousod,  would  never  quit ; 
Into  ilB  graveyard  will  ore  long  bo  borne 
That  lowly,  greM,  good  Mwl.     A  umpls  stone 
May  cover  hini ;  and  by  its  help,  perdiance, 
A  cenlm-y  ebnll  hear  liis  imnie  pr..nouDeed, 
Willi  images  attendant  on  the  sound  ; 
Then,  sliidl  the  slowly-gathering  twilight  clow 
In  otter  night ;  OJid  of  his  course  remain 
No  cognisable  vestiges,  no  more 
Thou  of  this  brealb,  which  shupM  itself  in  noi'ds 
To  speak  of  him,  and  uiBtantly  dissolves.  " 

Tlic  Pnslor  pressed  by  tJiouglits  whicli  round  liis 
Uieme 
Still  linger'd,  after  a,  brief  pause,  resumed  ; 
"  Noise  is  there  not  euciugb  in  doleful  war, 
But  that  the  heaven-bom  poet  must  stand  furl 
Aud  lend  the  echoes  of  his  sacred  shell, 
To  multiply  and  ag),'ravatc  the  diu  I 
Pangs  are  there  not  enough  in  hopeless  love— 

Of  lurbuleuce,  anitiety,  and  fear— 
nut  tliat  the  minBtrol  of  Iho  rural  shade 
Must  tune  bis  pipe,  Insidiously  to  nurse 
Tlic  pcrturbution  in  tlie  suffei^ng  breast. 
And  propagate  its  kind,  for  as  he  may ! 
—Ah  who  (and  with  such  rapture  as  hefils 
Tlic  hallowed  theme)  will  rise  and  celebrate 
Tlie  good  man's  purposes  and  deeds  ;  retnioc 
struggles,  his  discomfitures  deplore. 


His  triumphs  hail,  and  glorify  his  cud; 
That  virtue,  like  tlie  fnme«  uid  vaponij  Anh 
TluTough  fancy's  heat  redouoding  in  the  IniD, 
And  like  the  soft  infediom  of  tlie  bein, 
By  charm  of  meosnred  wor4>  may  spmd  o'er  U 
Hamlet,  and  town ;  and  piety  sorrive 
Upon  the  hps  of  men  in  hall  or  bower ; 
Not  for  reproof,  bat  high  and  warm  delJgiA 
And  grave  encouragemeut,  bj  Bong  inspindl 
— Vain  lliouglit!  but  wherefore  mnmuir  ui  nft 
The  memory  of  the  jusi  survives  in  Iwareo  -. 
And,  witlioul  sorrow,  will  the  gmmid  msin 
That  veuerahh-  cUy.     Meanwhile  the  beat 
Of  what  lies  bore  coufiuea  us  to  degnes 
In  excellence  less  difiieuit  to  reaeh. 
And  milder  worth  :  nor  need  we  travd  bt 
From  those  to  whom  our  last  regu-ds  wen  fi 
For  such  eKampla. 

Almost  Bi  the  root 
Of  that  lAll  pine,  the  shatlow  of  whosv  tan 
Aud  atender  «tem,  nbilo  here  I  lit  aten^ 
Oft  strelclios  towiurd  me,  like  ■  lung  stni^|< 
Trucied  fiuntly  in  the  greensward ;  ibcn,  tifM 
A  plain  blue  Btvne,  a  genllc  OolesmaD  ho. 
From  whoED,  in  early  childhood,  wa«  wilUna 
The  precious  gift  of  hearing.     He  gre*  np 
From  year  to  ynr  in  lonelinMB  of  (do)  ; 
And  this  deep  monnUun- valley  was  to  Uai 

Did  never  rouse  thia  Cottager  from  sleep 
With  «tartling  summons ;  not  for  bit  dcligbl 
The  veniat  cuckoo  shouted  ;  not  for  bim 
SluiTuurcd  tile  labouring  bee.     When  sloniij™ 
Wei-e  wiirkiiig  the  broad  boBom  of  the  Ui< 
Into  a  thousand  ttiouKaud  sparkling  niis, 
Rocking  the  trees,  or  Jriviug  cloud  on  dmd 
Along  (he  slinrp  edge  of  yon  lofty  cngi. 
The  agitated  scene  before  hU  eye 
Was  Blent  us  a  picture ;  ei-ermore 


Were  all  tl 


I,wher 


Yet,  by  tlie  solace  ot  hia  own  pure  lloiiflin 
Upheld,  be  duleously  pursued  the  roiiii>l 

rural  labours  ;  the  steep  moanlaiD-«<l> 
Ascended,  n-ith  his  statf  and  failbful  dii; ; 
The  plough  lie  guided,  and  tlie  srithe  k  *",*■ 
And  the  ripe  com  before  his  Hckle  fell 

oug  the  jocund  roapers.     For  bimdlj 
All  watchful  and  iDdustrions  as  he  «a% 
Ho  wrought  not :  neiller  field  nor  H«l  be"™"' 
No  wish  for  w.-alth  had  plac*  nithin  hiioW; 
Nor  husband's  love,  nor  fiither'fl  hoi*  "  '"* 

Thougli  bom  n  younger  brother,  vM  •*  °*' 
Tliat  from  the  Boor  of  hia  paternal  bonB 
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i  depart,  to  plant  himself  anew, 
n,  mature  in  manhood,  he  beheld 
Its  laid  in  earth,  no  loss  ensued 
to  him ;  but  he  remained  well  pleased, 
ire  bond  of  mdependent  love, 
c  of  a  second  family  ; 
v-labourer  and  friend  of  him 
the  small  inheritance  had  fallen, 
em  that  his  mild  presence  was  a  weight 
ised  upon  his  brother's  house ;  for  books 
dy  comrades  whom  he  could  not  tire ; 
society  the  blameless  Man 
;r  satiate.     Their  familiar  voice, 
)ld  age,  witli  unabated  charm 
his  leisure  hours ;  refreshed  his  thoughts ; 
^  natural  elevation  raised 
verted  spirit ;  and  bestowed 
life  an  outward  dignity 
I  acknowledged.     The  dark  winter  night, 
ay  day,  each  liad  its  own  resource ; 
lie  muses,  sage  historic  tale, 
evere,  or  word  of  holy  Writ 
Jig  immortality  and  joy 
sembled  spirits  of  just  men 
feet,  and  from  injury  secure. 
Mthed  at  home,  thus  busy  in  the  field, 
•verse  suspicion  he  gave  way, 
3r,  peevishness,  nor  vain  complaint : 
,  who  were  about  him,  did  not  fail 
nee,  or  in  courtesy  ;  they  prized 
i  manners :  and  his  peaceful  smiles, 
fis  of  his  slow-varying  countenance, 
t  with  answering  sympatliy  and  love. 

;th,  when  sixty  years  and  five  were  told, 
^'ase  insensibly  consumed 
rs  of  nature :  and  a  few  short  steps 
)  and  kindred  bore  him  from  his  home 
a^e  sliaded  by  the  woody  crags) 
ofouiider  stillness  of  the  grave. 
IS  his  funeral  denied  the  gnice 
tears,  virtuous  and  thoughtful  grief; 
TOW  rendered  sweet  by  gratitude, 
that  monumental  stone  preserves 
!,  and  unambitiously  relates 
;,  and  by  what  kindly  outwai-d  aitls, 
hat  pure  contentedness  of  mind, 
privation  was  by  him  endured, 
in  tall  pine-tree,  whose  composing  sound 
ted  on  tlie  good  Man's  living  car, 
f  its  own  peculiar  sanctity  ; 
he  touch  of  every  wandei*ing  breeze, 
S  not  idly,  o'er  his  peaceful  grave. 
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Soul-cheering  Light,  most  bountiful  of  things  I 
Guide  of  our  way,  mysterious  comforter ! 
Whose  sacred  influence,  spread  through  earth  and 

heaven. 
We  all  too  thanklessly  participate, 
Thy  gifts  were  utterly  withheld  from  him 
Whose  place  of  rest  is  near  yon  ivied  porch. 
Yet,  of  the  wild  brooks  ask  if  he  complained ; 
Ask  of  the  channelled  rivers  if  they  held 
A  safer,  easier,  more  determined,  course. 
What  terror  doth  it  strike  into  the  mind 
To  think  of  one,  blind  and  alone,  advancing 
Straight  toward  some  precipice's  airy  brink ! 
But,  timely  warned.  He  would  have  stayed  his  steps. 
Protected,  say  enUghtened,  by  his  ear ; 
And  on  the  very  edge  of  vacancy 
Not  more  endangered  tlian  a  man  whose  eye 
Beholds  the  gulf  beneath. — No  floweret  blooms 
Throughout  tlie  lofty  range  of  these  rough  hills. 
Nor  in  the  woods,  that  could  from  him  conceal 
Its  birth-place ;  none  whose  figure  did  not  live 
Upon  his  touch.     The  bowels  of  tlie  earth 
Enriched  with  knowledge  his  industrious  mind  ; 
The  ocean  paid  him  tribute  from  tlie  stores 
Lodged  in  her  bosom  ;  and,  by  science  led. 
His  genius  mounted  to  the  plains  of  heaven. 
— Methinks  I  see  him — how  his  eye-balls  rolled, 
Beneath  his  ample  brow,  in  darkness  paired, — 
But  each  instinct  with  spirit ;  and  the  frame 
Of  the  whole  countenance  alive  wiih  thought, 
Fancy,  and  understanding ;  while  the  voice 
Discoursed  of  natural  or  moral  truth 
With  eloquence,  and  such  authentic  power. 
That,  in  his  presence,  humbler  knowledge  stood 
Abashed,  and  tender  pity  overawed." 

^  A  noble — and,  to  unreflecting  minds, 
A  marvellous  spectacle,"  the  Wanderer  said, 
'<  Beings  like  tliese  present !     But  proof  abounds 
Upon  the  earth  that  faculties,  which  seem 
Extinguished,  do  not,  therefore,  cease  to  be. 
And  to  the  mind  among  her  powers  of  sense 
This  transfer  is  permitted, — not  alone 
That  the  bereft  their  recompense  may  win  ; 
But  for  remoter  purposes  of  love 
And  charity ;  nor  last  nor  least  for  this. 
That  to  the  imagination  may  be  given 
A  type  and  sliadow  of  an  awful  truth  ; 
How,  likewise,  under  sufferance  divine. 
Darkness  is  banished  from  the  realms  of  death, 
By  man's  imperishable  spirit,  quelled. 
Unto  the  men  who  see  not  as  we  see 
Futurity  was  thought,  in  ancient  times. 
To  be  laid  open,  and  they  prophesied. 
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And  kanw  we  Dot  lliJH  from  the  Uind  lisveHiimil 
TUo  higheal,  holiest,  mpturcB  of  the  lyre: 
And  wisdom  nmrried  to  munorUl  Terse ! " 

Among  tho  limnlilBr  Worlhiegj  at  our  feet 
Lj'iug  inaensiljle  to  human  praise, 
U»e,  or  regret,— iiAo»(  lioeaments  would  next 
iUvo  been  portrayed,  I  gueoa  not ;  but  it  diuumi 
That,  nefcr  the  quiet  dioroh-jird  where  wo  mle, 
A  lOKii  of  horses,  with  &  pondsrous  freight 
ProKiiog  behind,  adown  a.  nigged  slope. 
Whose  sharp  descent  confounded  their  nrrav. 
Came  at  tliat  moment,  ringing  nolaly. 

"Here,"  uid  the  PMlor,  "do  we  muse,  and  mourn 
,    Tlic  *iiBle  of  death ;  and  lo  I  the  giant  oat 

Stretched  on  his  bier— that  taartj  timber  wiun  ; 
I    Nor  f^l  lo  note  the  Man  who  guides  the  team." 

lie  H-aE4  a  peasant  of  tlic  lowest  elasa : 
I     Grey  locls  profusely  round  bis  lempW  liuni; 

In  clustering  curls,  like  ivy,  whieh  tlie  bile 
I    or  wintor  isnnot  thin  ;  the  fresli  air  lodged 
I    Within  his  cheek,  as  light  witltiu  >  eloud; 
And  he  returned  onr  greeting  witli  a  smile. 
When  he  had  passed,  the  SoUlBry  spake ; 
"  A  Man  he  seems  of  cheerliil  yeilerdnys 
And  confldeni  to-morrows  j  willi  a  face 
Nnt  Korldly-minicd,  for  il  bears  t.Hi  i.iiii'li 
I II  future's  impress, — gaiolv  and  health, 
I'lTcdom  and  hope;  but  keen,  witha],  aurl  hlinn.l. 
His  gfstures  note, — and  hark  !  his  tones  of  vnii'i' 
Arc  all  vivacious  as  his  mien  and  looks." 


Tho  Pnalor  answered.  "  You  have  read  h 
\'oar  after  year  is  added  lo  his  sUiro 
WitlinirtK 'increase:  summer*,  wiu let 
Past  or  to  come  ;  yes,  boldly  miRlit  1  ( 
Ton  summers  and  ten  winti--rs  of  a  sp.icc 
'I'lint  lira  beyond  life's  ordinary  bound*. 
L'pon  his  sprightly  vigoui'  cannot  lix 
The  obligaboii  of  an  anxious  mind, 
\  ]iride  in  liaving,  or  a  fear  lo  luse  ; 
I'osspwed  like  outskirts  of  some  Inrgo  dutnoiii 
ily  any  one  more  tliouRht  of  than  by  him 
Who  holds  the  hmd  in  fee,  its  Dire1c»i  lord  I 
Vet  is  the  creature  rational,  endowed 
With  forewght ;  heara,  too,  everj-  sahUath  dnj 


How  many  B<.-rupulaus  woishippeis  M  do»o 
rpon  tlieir  knees,  and  daily  honage  pay 
l/?fls  worthf,  l{«s  religions  eren,  fliubial 

This  qualiiiod  rospeet.  the  oM  Mui's  diir. 
1 1  paid  without  reluclKnce  ;  but  in  IroUi," 
(Said  the  good  Vicar  with  a  fond  baU-anulci 
'*  I  feel  at  times  a  motion  of  despite 
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\s  you  hare  seen,  boir  such  con^imosi )« 
I  u  works  of  baroc  ;  taking  from  these  nlss, 
One  after  one,  their  pronden  omamenla. 
Full  oft  his  doings  leare  rao  to  deplore 
Tall  ash-tPBB,  sown  by  winds,  by  tenuis  BV 
In  the  dry  cianm'es  of  the  pendent  mcksi 
Light  birdi,  aloft  upon  ihe  horiaun's  edge, 
K  Teil  of  glory  for  the  aBeending  mom; 
And  oak  whose  roots  by  noon^de  dew  werr  ^ 
And  on  whose  for^icsd  inacceniblc 
The  raven  lodged  in  safny. — Many  a  iliip 
Launched  into  Morecamb-bay,  to  Um  hsUi  o 
Her  strong  knoe-timbtrs,  and  Ilie  mail  MmI 
The  loftiest  of  her  pendants ;  He,  from  |arli 
Or  forest,  fctolied  the  enortnouB  aal^tnv 
ThBtwhirls(howslow Itself !)  ten lhaimnilt|( 
,\iid  the  TKSt  engine  latKmring  in  the  tnmt, 
Content  with  mnner  prawea^  maal  hats  M 
Tho  tronk  and  body  DfitsmarreOauMiaf 
ir  Ills  nndannlcd  culerprise  bad  failed 

I  Yon  houBdioli: 

I   A  guardian  planted  to  fence  off  the  blast, 
llul  towering  high  (he  roof  ahove,  as  if 
lis  liumblB  destinadon  were  forgot — 
riint  sycamore,  which  annually  holds 
Within  its  dmde,  as  in  a  stalely  lent 
I  On  all  sides  open  to  Ibe  fanning  breete, 
I   .^  grave  assemblage,  sealed  while  llwy  ebmt 
I    Ihe  fli?ece-encmnherad  Sock— the  JorrcL  El' 
]    \round  whose  tnmk  tlie  maiden-  dance  in  .'t 
I   And  Ihe  Loan's  Oak— would  plrad  ibeir  *" 
1 11  vain,  if  he  were  □la'ster  of  their  fate  ;     !"■ 
I   I  lis  HenlcnCD  to  tlie  axo  would  duuci  thcni  (II 
and  Ins 


ishehs 
p  Ilia  hold  on  eanli 


The 


with  al 


Nur  will,  I  truHI,  the  Majeaty  of  Heaven 
il^jecl  the  incense  offered  up  by  him, 
i'hoiigli  of  the  kind  which  beasls  and  birds  |ire.=e::l 
I'l  gliivo  or  paslnro  ;  cheerfulness  of  soul, 
I'roni  trepidation  and  repining  free. 


ilul,  green  in  age 

And  promiMug  tt 

Less,  as  might  seem,  in  rivalahip  wilb  am 

Than  with  llie  forest's  more  enduring  gm"!!. 

ilis  own  appointed  hour  will  come  at  Ivl; 

And,  like  Ilie  haughty  Spoilers  u(  the  voHd, 

This  keen  Destroyer,  in  his  turn,  must  ItU. 

Now  from  llie  living  pass  we  onre  aiain : 
I'rom   Age,"  the  I'ricsl  conlinucJ,  "tu™  !' 
thoughts; 
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that  often  iinlameuted  drops, 
liat  daisied  hillock,  three  spans  long  I 
ty  Sons  sate  daily  round  the  board 
side ;  and,  when  the  hope  had  ceased 
•gcny,  a  Daughter  then 
the  crowning  bounty  of  the  whole ; 
owledged  wiUi  a  tremulous  joy 
centre  of  that  heavenly  calm 
by  nature  every  mother's  soul 
Q  the  moment  when  lier  throes 
ind  her  ears  faftve  heard  the  cry 
her  that  ft  firing  child  is  bom ; 
conMKNis,  in  a  blissful  rest, 
•d  storm  is  weathered  by  them  both. 

iT — him  at  this  unlooked-for  gift 
nsport  seizes.     From  the  side 
:  hearth,  and  from  his  open  door, 
y  the  gladness  is  diffused 
ome,  almost  to  all  that  pass ; 
moned,  to  partake  the  cheer 
le  never-empty  board,  and  drink 
^ood  wislies  to  his  new-born  girl, 
epienished  by  his  joyous  hand, 
sn  fair  brotliers  variously  were  moved 
thoughts  best  suited  to  his  years : 
all  and  with  most  thankful  mind 
randsire  felt  himself  enriched ; 
tliat  ebbed  not,  but  remained 
tal  measure  of  his  soul ! 
low  tenement,  his  own  abode, 
to  a  little  private  cell, 
drawn  from  bustle,  care,  and  noise, 
3  sabbath  of  old  age  in  peace, 
lay  he  duteously  repaired 
cradle  of  the  slumbering  babe : 
emale  infimt's  name  he  heai'd 
ime  of  his  departed  wife ; 
ig  music !  hourly  heard  tliat  name ; 
was,  *  Another  Margaret  Green,* 
ly,  *  was  come  to  Gold-rUl  side.' 

unthought  of,  as  the  precious  boon 
en  milooked-for ;  oh !  dire  stroke 
;  anguish  for  them  all ! 
e  Child  could  totter  on  the  floor, 
le  friendly  finger's  help  upstaycd, 
I  die  garden  walk,  while  she  perehauce 
g  at  some  novelty  of  spring, 
er,  or  glossy  insect  from  its  cell 
le  sunshine — at  that  hopeful  season 
f  March,  smiting  insidiously, 
le  tender  passage  of  tlie  throat 
struction  ;  whence,  all  uiiforewarucd, 


I 


The  household  lost  their  pride  and  souPs  delight 
— But  tine  bath  power  to  soften  all  regrets. 
And  prikyer  and  thought  can  bring  to  worst  distress 
Doe  resignation.    Therefore,  though  some  tears 
Fail  not  to  spring  from  either  Parent's  eye 
Oft  as  they  hear  of  sorrow  like  their  own. 
Yet  this  departed  Little-one,  too  long 
The  innocent  troubler  of  their  quiet,  sleeps 
In  what  may  now  be  called  a  peaceful  bed. 

On  a  bright  day — so  calm  and  bright,  it  seemed 
To  us,  with  our  sad  spirits,  heavenly-fair — 
'I'hese  mountains  edioed  to  an  unknown  sound ; 
A  volley,  thrice  repeated  o'er  the  Corse 
Let  down  into  the  hollow  of  that  grave. 
Whose  shelving  sides  are  red  with  naked  mould. 
Ye  rains  of  April,  duly  wet  this  earth  ! 
Spare,  burning  sun  of  midsununer,  these  sods. 
That  they  may  knit  together,  and  therewith 
Our  thoughts  unite  in  kindred  quietness ! 
Nor  so  the  Valley  shall  forget  her  loss. 
Dear  Youth,  by  young  and  old  alike  beloved. 
To  roc  as  precious  as  my  own ! — Green  herbs 
May  creep  (I  wish  that  they  would  softly  creep) 
Over  thy  last  abode,  and  we  may  pass 
Reminded  less  imperiously  of  thee ; — 
The  ridge  itself  may  sink  into  the  breast 
Of  earth,  the  great  abyss,  and  be  no  more ; 
Yet  shall  not  thy  remembrance  leave  our  hearts. 
Thy  image  disappear ! 

The  Mountain-asli 
No  eye  can  overlook,  when  'mid  a  grove 
Of  yet  unfaded  trees  she  lifts  her  head 
Decked  with  autunmal  berries,  th&t  outshine 
Spring's  richest  blossoms;  and  ye  may  have  marked. 
By  a  brook-side  or  solitary  tarn. 
How  she  her  station  doth  adorn :  the  pool 
Glows  at  her  feet,  and  all  the  gloomy  rocks 
Are  brightened  round  her.     In  his  native  vnle 
Such  and  so  glorious  did  this  Youth  appear ; 
A  sight  that  kindled  pleasure  in  all  hearts 
By  his  ingenuous  beauty,  by  the  gleam 
Of  his  fair  eyes,  by  his  capacious  brow, 
By  all  die  graces  with  which  nature's  hand 
Had  lavishly  arrayed  him.     As  old  bards 
Tell  in  their  idle  songs  of  wandering  gods. 
Pan  or  Apollo,  veiled  in  human  form : 
Yet,  like  the  sweets-breathed  violet  of  the  shade 
Discovered  in  their  own  despite  to  sense 
Of  mortals  (if  such  fables  without  blame 
May  find  chance-mention  on  this  sacred  ground) 
So,  dirough  a  simple  rustic  garb's  disguise, 
And  through  the  impediment  of  rural  cares, 
In  him  revealed  a  scholar's  genius  shone ; 
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)t  wlioU)'  hidden  from  meu's  sight, 
Id  him  the  spirit  of  a  hero  walked 
Our  unpretending  valley^— How  Ibe  qaoit 
Whinsd  from  the  Slriji^ing'a  Bcm  !    If  touched  bj- 

Tlie  ingloriouB  fooC-bnll  mounted  to  the  pitch 
Of  the  Inrk'H  flight, — nr  shaped  a  raiuhow  curve, 
Aloft,  in  prospect  of  the  !ihoaUng  field  1 
'Ilie  indelstignble  fox  had  learned 
To  dread  his  persereraneo  in  the  cluue. 
With  admiration  would  he  lift  hie  eyes 
To  the  wide-ruling  ongle,  nqd  hia  hand 
Wiw  loth  to  asmult  the  majesty  he  loved  : 
Else  had  the  BirongeBt  fastneEssB  proied  wenk 
To  guard  the  rojiiJ  brood.     Tlie  aniling  glred, 
The  wheeling  swallow,  and  the  darting  snijie. 
The  sportive  wa-guU  diuicing  with  the  wavea. 
And  cautioiiB  water-fowl,  from  distant  climes, 
Fixed  at  their  seat,  the  centre  of  the  Merc, 
Wfre  inbjcct  to  young  Oswald's  stendy  aim. 
And  llvod  by  his  forb<?arance. 

From  the  eons! 
Of  France  a  boastful  Tyrant  hurled  his  ihrenis ; 
Our  Countiy  marked  the  preparation  roat 
Of  hoBtilo  furcea ;  and  she  oUled— with  voice 
ThM  filled  her  pliuus,  that  reached  her  utmost 

And  in  remotest  vnlea  waa  heard — to  arms  I 
—Then,  for  the  first  time,  here  ynu  might  hnve  seen 
The  sliejihcrd's  grey  to  martial  scarlet  chaiignl. 
Thai  Ha-ilmlniicmitlily  through  the  wiiods  and  fitlds. 
Ten  hardy  Slrijilings,  all  in  bright  attire, 
And  gracud  willi  shining  weapona,  weekly  marchud, 
From  this  lone  valley,  lo  a  central  spot 
Where,  in  nsarmbla]^  witli  the  flower  and  choice 
Of  tlie  surrounding  district,  they  might  learu 
Tlie  rudiments  of  war;  ten— hardy,  stroni;, 
And  raliaiit;  but  young  Oswald,  like  a  chief 
Anil  yet  a  modest  commde,  led  them  forth 
From  their  shy  solitude,  to  faco  the  world. 
With  a  gay  conGdcnce  and  seemly  pride  ; 
Measnring  the  soil  hencatb  their  happy  fLt'l 
Like  Youths  released  from  labour,  and  yel  bound 
To  most  Uborious  scr>'ice,  though  to  them 
A  festiial  of  unencumbered  ease; 
■  spirit  keeping  hoUday, 
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Ih  have  1  nuu-ked  him,  at  some  leisure  liour. 
Stretched  on  the  grass,  or  scaled  in  (lie  shade, 
Among  his  fellows,  while  an  ample  map 
Uefora  their  eyes  lay  eaxefully  onl8]jreinl, 

m  whioli  the  gnUant  teacher  would  diacouiBe, 
vpoinlingthis  way, TOdnow  that.— 'Here  floBs 


Thus   would  he   say,  '  The   Rhine,  (hal 

Eastward,  the  Duiube  toward  this  inland 
A  mightier  river,  winds  from  realm  to  re 
And,  like  s  serpent,  shows  his  ghtlcrio;  I 
Beepotted — with  inniiraenblG  islm : 
Here  reigns  the  Roaeian,  there  the  Tnrt ; 
'  His  eapilal  city  ! '     Thence^  along  a  tnct 
Of  livelier  interest  to  his  hopes  and  fean. 
His  finger  moved,  distingniahiDf  the  spott 
Wliere  wide-spread  conflict  then  most  Sot^ 
XoT  left  unBligmatized  those  fatal  fields 
On  which  the  sons  of  mighty  Ccmisny 
Were  taught  a  base  submiseion.—'  Here  b< 
'  A  nobler  ntee,  the  Switzcrs,  and  (heir  hn 
<  Vales  deeper  far  than  these  of  ours,  hogs 


Andm 
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tnd,  surely,  he,  ^at  spake  with  tiiidlni| 

IS  a  true  patriotj  hopeful  as  the  best 
Of  that  young  prasantry,  who,  in  our  djyi, 
Hfive  foughl  and  perished  for  Rdvplia's  ri| 
not  in  vain  !~-or  those  who,  in  old  tint 
work  of  happier  uvme,  to  the  aide 
Of  Tell  came  trooping  from  a  thennnd  hiil 
When  he  had  risen  alone  [  No  braver  Vn 
Descended  Itom  Judean  baghta,  to  maidl 
With  righteous  Joshna ;  nor  appeared  n  K 
When  grove  was  felled,  and  altar  was  csM ' 


111™  the 


And  strung  in  hatred  of  idolaU 

The  Tttstor,  even  as  if  by  these  U«  whpI 
Raised  from  his  scat  within  the  chiH'n  ^\M 
Moved  toward  the  grave  ;— instineunJj  hi; 
We  followed  ;  and  my  voice  with  joy  eirfu 
"  Power  to  the  Oppressors  of  the  world  t»  r 
A  might  of  which  they  dream  not     Oh !  ife 
To  be  the  awakcncr  of  divinest  lhouihL% 
Father  and  founder  of  eialted  deeds ; 
And,  to  whole  naSotis  bound  in  seniles™! 
The  liberal  donor  of  capacities 
More  than  heroic  I  Ibis  to  be,  nor  yn 
Have  sense  of  one  connatural  wish,  nnr  j« 
Desen-e  the  least  rt-tum  of  human  Ibml:': 
Winning  no  recompense  but  dmJlv  hutt 
With  pity  miicd,  astonishment  with  win-' 

When  this  involuntary  str^n  hail  n«»i 
Tlie  Pastor  said :"  So  Providence  in  s"™' ' 
The  forked  weapon  of  the  skies  can  ted 
Illumination  into  deep,  dark  balds, 
I  Which  llio  mild  sunbeam  hath  DDtpoml°r 
Yo  Thrones  that  have  defied  remorsd,  wJ  <* 
'  I  Pity  away,  soon  shall  ye  cjuake  wilh/«ir' 
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ot  unconscious  of  the  mighty  debt 
1  to  outrageous  wrong  the  sufferer  owes, 
e,  through  all  her  habitable  bounds, 
sting  for  tfieir  overthrow,  who  yet 
e,  as  pagan  temples  stood  of  yore, 
tror  of  their  impious  rites,  presenred ; 
ill  permitted  to  extend  their  pride, 
edars  on  the  top  of  Lebanon 
ning  the  sun. 

But  less  impatient  thoughts, 
>ve  *  all  hoping  and  expecting  all,' 
allowed  grave  demands,  where  rests  in  peace 
ible  champion  of  the  better  cause ; 
f^ant-youth,  so  call  him,  for  he  asked 
;her  name ;  in  whom  our  country  showed, 
Ek  favourite  son,  most  beautiful. 
e  of  vice,  and  misery,  and  disease, 
I  with  the  spreading  of  her  wealthy  arts, 
id,  the  ancient  and  the  free,  appeared 
I  to  stand  before  my  swunming  eyes, 
querably  virtuous  and  secure, 
more  of  this,  lest  I  offend  his  dust : 
was  his  life,  and  a  brief  tale  remains. 

day — a  summer's  day  of  annual  pomp 
)lemn  chase— from  mom  to  sultry  noon 
ips  had  followed,  fleetest  of  the  fleet, 
^d-deer  driven  along  its  native  heights 
2ry  of  hound  and  horn  ;  and,  from  that  toil 
Qed  with  sinews  weakened  and  relaxed, 
enerous  Youth,  too  negligent  of  self, 
ed — 'mid  a  gay  and  busy  throng  convened 
ish  the  fleeces  of  his  Father's  flock — 
he  chilling  flood.     Convulsions  dire      [space 
i  him,  that  self-same  night ;  and  through  tlie 
elve  ensuing  days  his  frame  was  wTenched, 
&ture  rested  from  her  work  in  death. 
D,  thus  snatched  away,  his  comrades  paid 
ier's  honours.     At  his  funeral  hour 
was  the  sun,  the  sky  a  cloudless  blue — 
'n  lustre  slept  upon  the  hills ; 
>y  chance  a  stranger,  wandering  there, 
me  commanding  eminence  had  looked 

^liis  spot,  well  pleased  would  he  have  seen 
iTig  Spectacle  ;  but  every  face 
id  z   seldom  hath  tliat  eye  been  moist 
-s,  that  wept  not  then  ;  nor  were  the  few, 
n    tticir  dwellings  came  not  forth  to  join 
1   service,  less  disturbed  than  we. 
tecl  at  the  tributary  peal 
sajicoiis  thunder,  which  announced, 
hkG   still  air,  the  closing  of  the  Grave ; 
it;  znoimtains  echoed  with  a  sound 
iktaoTiy  never  heard  before  ! " 


The  Pastor  ceased. — My  venerable  Friend 
Victoriously  upraised  his  clear  bright  eye ; 
And,  when  that  eulogy  was  ended,  stood 
Elnrapt,  as  if  his  inward  sense  perceived 
The  prolongation  of  some  still  response, 
Sent  by  the  ancient  Soul  of  this  wide  land. 
The  Spirit  of  its  mountains  and  its  seas, 
Its  cities,  temples,  fields,  its  awful  power, 
Its  rights  and  virtues — ^by  that  Deity 
Descending,  and  supporting  his  pure  he%rt 
With  patriotic  confidence  and  joy. 
And,  at  the  last  of  those  memorial  words, 
The  pining  Solitary  turned  aside ; 
Whether  through  manly  instinct  to  conceal 
Tender  emotions  spreading  from  the  heart 
To  his  worn  cheek ;  or  with  uneasy  shame 
For  those  cold  humours  of  habitual  spleen 
That,  fondly  seeking  in  dispraise  of  man 
Solace  and  self-excuse,  had  sometimes  urged 
To  self-abuse  a  not  ineloquent  tongue. 
— Right  toward  the  sacred  Edifice  his  steps 
Had  been  directed ;  and  we  saw  him  now 
Intent  upon  a  monumental  stone. 
Whose  uncouth  form  was  grafted  on  the  wall. 
Or  rather  seemed  to  have  grown  into  the  side 
Of  the  rude  pile ;  as  oft-tunes  trunks  of  trees, 
Where  nature  works  in  wild  and  craggy  spots. 
Are  seen  incorporate  with  the  living  rock — 
To  endure  for  aye.    The  Vicar,  taking  note 
Of  his  employment,  with  a  courteous  smile 
Exclaimed — 

''The  sagest  Antiquarian's  eye 
That  task  would  foil ; "  then,  letting  fall  his  v< 
While  he  advanced,  thus  spake :  ^  Tradition  tc 
That,  in  Eliza's  golden  days,  a  Knight 
Came  on  a  war-horse  sumptuously  attired, 
And  fixed  his  home  in  this  sequestered  vale. 
'Tis  left  untold  if  here  he  first  drew  breath. 
Or  as  a  stranger  reached  this  deep  recess. 
Unknowing  and  unknown.    A  pleasing  tliougtn 
I  sometimes  entertain,  that  haply  bound 
To  Scotland's  court  in  service  of  his  Queen, 
Or  sent  on  mission  to  some  northern  Chief 
Of  England's  realm,  this  vale  he  might  have  sc 
With  transient  observation  ;  and  thence  caugh 
An  image  fair,  which,  brightening  in  his  soul 
When  joy  of  war  and  pride  of  chivalry 
Languished  beneath  accumulated  years. 
Had  power  to  draw  him  from  the  world,  resolv 
To  make  that  paradise  his  chosen  home 
To  which  his  peaceful  fancy  oft  had  turned. 

Vague  thoughts  are  tliese  ;  but,  if  belief  may 
Upon  unwritten  story  fondly  traced 
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llie  Knight  DiTiTiMl,witbapeu-BiidFliidd,vidlii>nie 

Upon  a  Cli»rger  gorgeously  bedecked 

With  broidcrod  houuogs.     And  Ilia  lofty  Steed— 

lli^  sole  co]u|tanioii^  OQd  hia  faithful  friend^ 

Whom  be,  in  gratitude,  let  louee  b>  range 

In  fertiie  puturea—wu  btheld  with  oyta 

Of  wlmirBliDn  uid  delightful  ave, 

By  those  untnivelled  Dalcamen.     With  leas  pride, 

Yet  free  lr«in  touch  of  onvioufl  diwonlent, 

They  «BW  ft  mnoaion  at  hie  bidding  rise. 

Like  a  bright  Btnr,  amid  tlie  lowly  baud 

Of  their  rude  homealends.  Herellip  Warrior  divdl ; 

And,  in  that  nuuuion,  diildren  of  hii  own. 

Or  kindred,  gathered  rooud  him.     As  a  tree 

That  falls  and  disappear?,  tliu  house  is  gone  ; 

And,  through  improvidoucc  or  waut  of  Iotb 

For  ancient  worth  aud  liotiourabie  things. 

The   Bpoar  and   shield   are   raniabed,  nliidi    tin- 

Knight 
Kong  in  his  malic  hall.     One  ined  arch 
Myself  have  Been,  a  gateway,  last  remains 
Of  that  fouudatioii  in  doraesUc  aire 
Raited  hy  his  hands.     Aud  now  no  InKe  is  left 
Of  tlie  mild-h««rt«d  Chunpion,  mve  lliia  stone, 
FaithleM  memorial  ]  and  his  Cunily  tame 
Borne  by  yon  olnBlBring  iMIinia.  thalsprtng 
fioB  OB*  the  mnn  of  lus  stately  lodge  : 

^ae,  and  tlic  muni.'  aiid  lUle  nt  full  length,— 
'    4'ir  ^Ifrrll  £rll)ing,  wiiii  B|ipni!imtc  words 
'    Accompanied,  still  extant,  in  a  wreath 
j    Or  posy,  girding  round  the  several  fronts 
I    or  thrco  clenr-sounding  and  liamionious  bells, 
i    That  in  (lie  atccple  hang,  his  pious  gift." 

"  So  fails,  so  languishes,  grows  dim,  and  dice," 
I  Tlie  grey-haired  Wanderer  pensively  excbumeil, 
I  "AlltliattliiaworldUproudof.  From IheirsijliiTea 
j    The  Blare  of  liunuin  glory  are  cast  down ; 

Perish  the  roses  and  the  flawcrs  of  kings, 
I     Princes,  and  emperors,  and  tlie  crowns  and  palms 
I    Of  all  the  mighty,  witlicred  and  consmned  I 
I     Nor  is  power  given  to  lowliest  innocence 

Long  to  protect  her  own.  Tlie  man  himself 
I  Departs ;  and  soon  is  spent  the  line  of  those 
I     Who,  in  the  bodily  image,  in  the  iniiiil, 

In  heart  or  soul,  in  station  or  pursuit, 
'     Did  most  resemble  bira.     Degrees  and  nuiks, 
'     I'raleniilies  and  orders — heaping  high 

New  wealth  upon  the  liiii^icn  of  tlie  old, 
I     And  placing  trust  in  privilege  confinncd 

And  re-confinnwl — are  scoffed  at  with  a  smile 

or  greedy  foretaste,  fivm  the  secret  stand 

Of  Desolnliun,  aimed :  toslow  docliue 


These  yield,  and  these  In  sudden  oceitiim : 
Their  virtue,  aervice,  happinen,  and  state 
Expire ;  and  nature's  pleasant  robe  of  grea 
Humanity's  appointed  shroud,  enwn|u 

Pnune 
Of  sodal  nature  changes  evermore 
Her  organs  and  her  members  with  decai 
Restless,  and  Tcatless  generation,  powers 
And  funclians  dying  and  prodaeed  at  needr 
And  by  ttus  law  tbe  mighty  whole  sabdsls: 
With  an  ascent  and  progreaa  in  the  main ; 
Yet,  oh  t  how  disproportjooed  to  the  hopn 
And  expectations  of  self-Qattrauig  miada  I 

Tlie  courteous  Knigbl,  whose  Imtes  tK 
interred. 
Lived  in  an  sge  oonspiouous  aa  our  own 
For  strife  and  fcnneut  in  the  mindnof  ma; 
Whence  alteration  in  the  forms  of  thinga, 
VfLTious  and  vast,     A  memorable  a^  ! 
Which  did  to  him  assign  a  pouire  lot— 
To  hngcT  'mid  the  last  of  these  b^Aab 
That,  on  Uic  steady  bRne  of  honour,  aikt 
In  long  pnin—Mi  aim  and  bcatalifiiL 
He  mho  had  seen  his  own  bright  order  Ut, 
And  its  dBTOtion  gndoally  decHne, 
(While  war,  mlinqnishiug  the  ianee  sad  dM 
Her  temper  chnngod,  a»d  boweil  li.  olhfr  ls« 

That  violent  cummotion,  which  o'erthn", 
In  town  anil  city  aud  seijueatered  gira, 
Altar,  and  cross,  and  cburch  of  solvina  n»l. 
And  old  religions  huuse^ pile  after  pile; 
And  shoi.k  tlicir  leuants  out  into  the  firtK 
Like  wild  beasts  without  home!     Their bw 

But  why  no  softening  thought  of  graiilnik, 
No  just  rcmerobrance,  scru|Oe,  or  wIm  liwbtl 
Benevolence  is  mild  ;  nor  borrows  help, 
Save  at  worst  need,  from  bold  impetuooa  f"tT* 
Fillieat  allied  to  anger  and  revenge. 
But  Human-kind  rejoices  in  the  might 
Of  mutability  ;  and  airy  hojies, 
Dniidng  nrcmnd  her,  hinder  and  ditturii 
Tliose  medilndons  of  the  aon!  that  feed 
The  rrtrospective  virtues       Fesliv*  BHip 
Break  from  the  maddened  nations  *l  the  BStii 
Of  sudden  overtlirow ;  and  cold  neglect 
Is  tlic  nam  consequence  of  slow  decay. 

I      Even,"  mid  the  Wanderer,  ■  as  that  ttn"^ 
Knight, 
klutmd  by  his  tow  to  labour  for  rrdress 
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0  suffer  wrong,  and  to  enact 
i  and  lanoe  the  law  of  gentleneM, 
venture  of  myself  to  speak, 
that  not  incongnioasly  I  blend 
^  with  lofty)  I  too  shall  be  doomed 
c  the  kindly  use  and  fair  esteem 
or  calling  which  my  youth  embraced 
mworthy  prospect.    Bat  enough ; 


— ^Thoughts  crowd  upon  me-— and  'twere  seemlier   \ 

now 
To  stop,  and  yield  our  gradous  Teacher  thanks 
For  the  pathetic  records  which  his  voice 
Hath  here  delivered ;  words  of  heartfelt  truth,         i 
Tending  to  patience  when  affliction  strikes ;  I 

To  hope  and  love ;  to  confident  repose  ! 

In  Grod ;  and  reverence  for  the  dust  of  Man.** 


BOOK  EIGHTH. 
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ARGUMENT, 
lology  and  apprehensions  that  he  might  have 
1  his  Auditors  too  long,  with  the  Pastor's  invita- 
lis  house— Solitary  disinclined  to  comply— rallies 
iderer— and  playfully  draws  a  oomparison  be- 
Is  itinerant  profession  and  that  of  the  Knight- 
which  leads  to  Wanderer's  giving  an  account  of 
in  the  Country  from  the  manufacturing  spirit 
irable  effects— The  other  side  of  the  picture,  and 
8  H  \amaMmtad  the  humbler  classfs  Wanderer 
he  hollowness  of  all  wallMal  ^amdmar  if  aa- 
!d  by  moral  worth— Physical  science  unalite  to 
itself— Lamentations  over  an  excess  of  manu- 
g  industry  among  the  humbler  Classes  of  Society. 
«  of  a  Child  employed  in  a  Cotton-miU— 
X  and  d^radation  of  Children  among  the  agri- 
Population  reviewed— Conrersation  broken  olT 
iwiid  Invitation  from  the  Pastor— Path  leading 
ouse— Its  appearance  deecribed^His  Daughter 
ife— His  Bon  (a  Boy)  enters  with  his  Companion 
bappy  appearance— The  Wanderer  how  affected 
«ht  of  them. 

ive  Sceptic  of  the  lonely  vale 
icknowledgments  subscribed  his  own, 
date  compliance,  which  the  Priest 
b  to  notice,  inly  pleased,  and  said : — 
'  whom  invited  I  began 
Tfttives  of  calm  and  humble  Ufe, 
^,  'tis  well, — the  end  is  gained ; 
etum  for  sympathy  bestowed 
int  Ufitenmg,  thanks  accept  from  me. 
oath,  eternity !  momentous  tliemes 
—and  might  demand  a  seraph's  tongue, 
L7  not  equal  to  their  own  support ; 
refore  no  incorapetenoe  of  mine 
>  tliem  wrong.     The  universal  forms 
ill  nature,  in  a  spot  like  this, 
themselves  at  once  to  all  men's  view : 
cd  for  act  and  circumstance,  that  make 


The  individual  known  and  understood ; 
And  such  as  my  best  judgment  could  select 
From  what  the  place  afforded,  have  been  given  ; 
Though  apprehensions  crossed  me  that  my  leal 
To  his  might  well  be  likened,  who  unlocks 
A  cabinet  stored  with  gems  and  pictures — draws 
His  treasures  forth,  soliciting  regard 
To  this,  and  this,  as  worthier  than  the  last, 
Till  the  spectator,  who  awhile  was  pleased 
More  than  the  exhibitor  himself,  becomes 
Weary  and  faint,  and  longs  to  be  released. 
^-^BBtletosiiflBoei  Bgr  dwaliioig  is  ia  i|gli^ 
And  there— ^ 

At  this  the  SoUtary  shrunk 
With  backward  will ;  but,  wanting  not  address 
That  inward  motion  to  disguise,  he  said 
To  his  Compatriot,  smiling  as  he  spake ; 
— **  The  peaceable  remains  of  this  good  Knight 
Would  be  disturbed,  I  fear,  with  wrathful  scorn. 
If  consdousness  could  reach  him  where  he  hes 
That  one^  albeit  of  these  degenerate  times. 
Deploring  changes  past,  or  dreading  change 
Foreseen,  had  dared  to  couple,  even  in  thought. 
The  fine  vocation  of  the  sword  and  lance 
With  the  gross  aims  and  body-bending  toil 
Of  a  poor  brotherhood  who  walk  the  earth 
Pitied,  and,  where  they  are  not  known,  deqrised. 

Yet,  by  the  good  Knight's  leave,  the  two  estates 
Are  graced  with  some  resemblance.    Errant  those, 
Exiles  and  wanderers — and  the  like  are  these ; 
Who,  with  their  burthen,  traverse  hill  and  dale, 
Carrying  relief  for  nature's  simple  wants. 
— What  though  no  higher  recompense  be  sought 
Than  honest  maintenance,  by  irksome  toil 
Full  oft  procured,  yet  may  they  claim  respect, 
Among  the  intelligent,  for  what  this  course 
Knables  them  to  be  and  to  perform. 
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Thar  iBniy  slepa  give  leisure  to  obacrro. 
While  solitDda  permits  tlie  niind  In  feel ; 
InatrnclH,  and  prompts  beF  to  suppl;  dcfccta 

ly  the  diTision  af  lier  inwiLrd  self 
For  gnilefa]  cooverM :  and  to  tbeee  poor  mcu 

;iire  (I  but  repeat  your  bvouritc  bout) 
le  boontiful— go  wheresoe'er  Ihcy  may  ; 
iOnd  Dsture's  various  wealth  is  all  thrar  ova, 
Versed  in  lbs  characters  uf  men  ;  and  bound. 
By  dea  of  duly  Interest,  to  miuiitain 
Coiiciliatury  nuumers  and  snoot]]  speech  ; 

ach  haie  been,  and  still  are  in  their  degrra. 


Bnde  intercourse  ;  apt  agents  to  expel. 
By  importation  of  unlooked-for  arts, 
Barbariao  torpor,  and  blind  prejudice  ; 
Rjuging,  tliroogli  just  gradation,  savsge  life 


Ton 


and  the  I 


—Within  their  moling  magaaues  is  loitgcd 
Power  tliat  comes  forth  to  quiclien  and  exult 
Affections  seated  in  the  mother's  breast, 
And  in  the  loier's  fancy ;  and  to  feed 
The  sober  sympnlbios  of  loog-tried  friends. 
—  hj  lliese  Iliaerants,  as  experienced  men, 
Counsel  is  given  ;  eouEcntion  they  appcsse 
With  gentle  language;  in  remotCHt  nilils, 
Toars  wipe  away,  and  pleasant  tidings  bring ; 
Could  the  proud  quest  of  ehivulrydo  more!" 

"Happv,"  rejoined  l(ieWHmtrrel-,"llio.v IV hogi 
A  pBLicgjric  from  yoor  generous  tongue! 
Bui,  if  to  theac  Wayfarers  odw  pertiiiuud 
Auglil  of  rouuuilic  interest,  it  is  gone. 
Tlieir  purer  scrviee,  in  this  reultn  at  least, 
Is  past  fur  ever, — An  inventivo  Age 
Hob  wrought,  if  not  with  spcinl  of  magic,  yet 
uoEtBtrango  issues.    I  lla^'e  lived  tu  mnrk 


ni  out  the  [abours  uf  a  [)eiH.'i'fid  Land 
Wielding  her  potent  enginery  bi  frnnie 

I  lo  piTidnce,  with  appetite  as  keen 
As  that  of  war,  which  rests  not  night  or  duy, 

istrious  to  deglruyl     n'ith  fruitless  pains 

Wliieh,  iu  hia  youtli,  he  trod,  and  trod  again, 
A  lone  pedestrian  with  a  eeanty  freight, 
Wished-for,  or  welcomCj  whereaoe'er  he  onie — 

ong  the  tenantry  of  thorpe  and  vill ; 
Or  straggling  burgh,  of  ancient  charter  prund. 
And  dignified  by  battlemenls  and  towers 
some  stem  castle,  mouldering  on  the  brow 
a  green  hill  or  bank  of  rugged  stre-im. 
The  fool-path  ^ntly  marked,  tlic  horae-lracli  wild. 
And  fumiidnble  length  of  plosliy  lane, 


{Piized  BTeuues  ere  olherR  had  been  thaptd 
Or  ea^cr  links  conneetiD;  pLue  with  place) 
Hare  vanished — swallowed  itp  by  atotel}  roall 
Easy  and  bold,  that  penetrate  the  gkwm 
Of  Britfun's  fanhost  glens.     The  E«lh  hwli 
Iter  waters.  Air  her  breezes ;  and  tbe  aH 
Of  trafGc  glides  with  ceaselrw  tntcnganF, 
Glistening  along  tbo  low  and  woody  dain 
Or,  in  its  progress,  on  the  lofty  aide. 
Of  some  bare  lull,  with  wonder  kenned  ftn  I 

Meanwhile,  at  social  Industry's  Eumnond, 
How  ijuick,  how  Taet  au  increase!  Fnnnik| 
Of  some  poor  hamlet,  npidly  produusd 
Here  a  hnge  town,  coutiniKnu  and  coanpad, 
Hidmg  the  face  of  earth  for  league*— laJ  lUl 
Where  not  a  lialulBIion  stood  bdare. 
Abodes  of  men  irregularly  massed 
Like  trees  in    foresta, — spnad   ihicti^  ^ 

O'er  which  the  smoke  of  nnremitling  En> 
llangs  permanent,  and  plentiful  aa  wiealti 
Of  vapour  glittering  in  the  momiog  loa. 
And,  wberesoe'ei  the  travella'  tnms  lot  arf^ 
He  sees  the  barren  wildemcss  cnteed. 
Or  disappearing ;  triumph  that  pnelaiDs 
Uow  much  the  mild  Directress  of  Ibe  plM^ 
Owes  to  allionoe  with  Ihess  new-bora  iili  I 
—Hen™  is  the  n-ide  sea  i-cpple.!.— I.euff  'b--ta 
or  britain  are  resort<-J  to  by  ship* 
Freighted  from  every  climate  of  the  n'oW 
With  the  world's  choicest  produce.    H™o  * 

Of  keels  Uut  rent  within  her  cn>wded  f«iV, 
Or  ride  at  anchor  in  her  sounds  and  it)*; 
Timt  animating  spectacle  of  sails 
Tliat,  through  her  inland  redoes,  to  lad  fra 
Pass  nnth  the  respirations  of  thc<  li'le, 
Perpetual,  multitudinous !     Finally, 
Hcnee  a  dread  arm  of  floating  power,  i  ™« 
Of  thunder  daunting  those  who  woulJ  tyfnA 
With  hostile  purposes  the  blessed  Ide, 
Trutli's  consocraleil  tvaidcnce,  the  Hat 
Impregnable  of  liberty  and  Peace. 

And  yet,  O  happy  Pastor  of  a  flock 
Foithrnlly  watched,  and,  by  that  kinagon 
And  Honven's  good  providence,  fmani  "* 

Witli  yoQ  1  grieve,  when  on  the  iartffBfc 

Of  this  great  change  1  hvk  ;  and  ihufMit' 
Such  outrage  done  to  nature  as  compcli 
Tlie  indignant  power  to  juKtify  hersidf; 
Yea,  to  avenge  her  violated  rights. 
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iiid^s  bane. — When  soothing  darknefls 

?ads 

(id  vale,"  the  Wanderer  thus  expressed 

'ctions,  **  and  the  punctual  stars, 

things  else  are  gathering  to  their  homes, 

uid  in  the  finnament  of  heaven 

at  undisturbing,  undisturbed  ; 

silent  company  were  charged 
eful  admonitions  for  the  heart 
)lding  Man,  earth's  thonghtful  lord  ; 
ill  many  a  region,  once  like  this 
'd  domain  of  calm  sim]>licity 
re  quiet,  an  unnatural  light 
'or  never-resting  Lal^ur's  eyes 
m  a  many- windowed  fabric  huge ; 
)  appointed  hour  a  bell  is  heard, 
'  import  than  the  curfew-knoll 
!  the  Norman  G)nqueror's  stem  behest — 
nmons  to  unceasing  toil ! 
are  now  the  ministers  of  day ; 
ey  issue  from  the  illumined  pile, 
nd  meets  them,  at  Uie  crowded  door — 

courts — and  where  the  rumbling  stream, 

the  multitude  of  dizzy  wheels, 
Q  a  troubled  spirit,  in  its  bed 
i  rocks  below.     Men,  maidens,  youths, 
d  little  children,  boys  and  girls, 

each  the  wonted  task  resumes 
8  temple,  where  is  offered  up 
he  master  idol  of  the  realm, 
sacrifice.     Even  thus  of  old 
rOTSy  within  the  still  domain 
hedral  or  conventual  church, 
8  kept ;  where  tapers  day  and  night 
1  altar  burned  continually, 
lat  the  House  was  evermore 
to  God.     Religious  men  were  they ; 

their  reason,  tutored  to  aspire 
\  tranator}'  world,  allow 

should  pass  a  moment  of  the  year, 
heir  land  the  Almighty's  service  ceased. 

I  who  will  in  these  profaner  rites 
a  generation  self-extolled, 
ly  perform  !     I  cannot  share 
complacency : — yet  do  1  exult, 
erve  away,  exult  to  see 
tual  mastery  exercised 
nd  elements ;  a  purpose  given, 
uice  fed ;  almost  a  soul 
to   brute  matter.     I  rejoice, 
tlie  force  of  those  gigantic  powers 
»  thinking  mind,  have  been  compelled 
i  will  of  feeble-bodied  Man. 


For  with  tlie  sense  of  admiration  blends 

The  animating  hope  that  time  may  come 

When,  strengthened,  yet  not  dazzled,  by  the  might 

Of  this  dominion  over  nature  gained. 

Men  of  all  lands  shall  exercise  the  same 

In  due  proportion  to  their  conntry's  need ; 

Learning,  though  late,  that  all  true  glory  rests. 

All  praise,  all  safety,  and  all  happiness, 

Upon  the  moral  law.     Egyptian  Tliebes, 

Tyre,  by  the  margin  of  the  sounding  waves. 

Palmyra,  central  in  the  desert,  fell ; 

And  the  Arte  died  by  which  they  had  been  raised. 

— Call  Archimedes  from  his  buried  tomb 

Upon  the  grave  of  vanished  Syracuse, 

And  feelingly  the  Sage  shall  make  report 

How  insecure,  how  baseless  in  itself. 

Is  the  Philosophy  whose  sway  depends 

On  mere  material  instrumente ; — how  weak 

Those  arts,  and  high  inventions,  if  unpropped 

By  virtue. — He,  sighing  with  pensive  grief. 

Amid  his  calm  abstractions,  would  admit 

That  not  the  slender  privilege  is  theirs 

To  save  themselves  from  blank  forgetfulness ! " 

When  from  the  Wanderer's  lips  these  words  had 
fallen, 
I  said,  "  And,  did  in  truth  those  vaimted  Arts 
Possess  such  privilege,  how  could  we  escape 
Sadness  and  keen  r^;ret,  we  who  revere, 
And  would  preserve  as  things  above  all  price, 
The  old  domestic  morals  of  the  land. 
Her  simple  manners,  and  the  stable  worth 
That  dignified  and  cheered  a  low  estate ! 
Oh !  where  is  now  the  character  of  peace. 
Sobriety,  and  order,  and  chaste  love. 
And  honest  dealing,  and  untainted  speech, 
And  pure  good-will,  and  hospitable  dieer ; 
That  made  the  very  thought  of  country-life 
A  thought  of  refuge,  for  a  mind  detained 
Reluctantly  amid  the  bustling  crowd  { 
Where  now  the  beauty  of  the  sabbatli  kept 
With  conscientious  reverence,  as  a  day 
By  the  almighty  Lawgiver  pronounced 
Holy  and  blest !  and  where  the  winning  grace 
Of  all  the  lighter  ornaments  attached 
To  time  and  season,  as  tlie  year  rolled  round  t" 

**  Fled! "  was  the  Wanderer's  passionate  response, 
"  Fled  utterly !  or  only  to  be  traced 
In  a  few  fortunate  retreato  like  this ; 
Which  I  behold  with  trembling,  when  1  think 
What  lamentable  change,  a  year — a  moutli — 
May  bring ;  that  brook  converting  as  it  nius 
Into  an  instrument  of  deadly  bane 
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For  Ihoae,  who,  ;et  uDtempted  to  foreake 

Tha  mnple  occapations  of  Iheii  nree. 

Drink  the  pure  w&ter  of  its  innocent  Btream 

With  lip  ■Imoal  ue  pure. — Domestiu  bliss 

(Or  o»ll  it  comfurt,  by  a  liumbler  name,) 

tluw  art  Uiou  blielited  for  tlie  poor  Man's  heart  1 

Lo  I  in  eupb  neighbourhood,  irom  mora  to  eve, 

Tbc  ImbitAljous  ompt^J  or  pcrch&nce 

The  Mother  left  alone,— no  helping  hiuiil 

To  rot'k  the  cradle  of  her  pcerieh  babe  ; 

No  Jaughlera  roond  her,  busy  at  the  whetl, 

Or  in  dispatch  of  each  day's  Utile  giowlli 

or  bousebold  occupation  ;  no  nice  uis 

Of  needle-work ;  no  bustle  at  the  fire, 

Where  once  the  dinner  waa  prepared  with  pride ; 

Nothing  lo  speed  the  day,  or  clit;er  the  mind  ; 

Nothing  to  praise,  to  leach,  or  to  conimanil  1 

The  Father,  if  perehuice  he  still  retain 
Bis  old  emplaymeuts,  goes  to  field  or  wood, 
No  longer  led  or  fallowed  by  the  Sana ; 
Idlers  perchance  they  were, — but  in  iu  sight ; 
Brnkthing  fresh  air,  and  Iroadiiig  the  green  earth ; 
'Till  their  short  holiday  of  childhood  censed, 
Ne'er  to  rotum  1     That  binluight  now  is  lost. 
Ecanomists  will  loll  yon  IhM  the  Stat« 
Thrivn  by  Iho  forfuture — onfeeling  thought, 
And  falae  u  monalrouB !  Can  tho  mother  thrive 
By  the  destruction  of  her  innocent  sons 


a  prenu 


Hlocka  out  the  forms  of  nature,  precon*unic9 
Tlie  rcSBon,  fnmishes  the  heart,  hIiuIs  up 
Tlie  infant  Being  in  itself,  and  makes 
1  la  very  spring  a  season  of  decay  I 
Tlie  lot  is  wretched,  the  condition  sail, 
Whether  a  pining  discontent  survive. 
And  thirst  for  change ;  or  liabit  liath  subdued 
The  soul  deprest,  dejected— even  to  love 
Of  her  close  tasks,  and  long  caplivily. 

Oh,  banish  far  such  wisdom  aa  condcunis 
A  native  Briton  Co  these  inward  ch^ns, 
FiKed  in  hia  aoul,  so  early  and  so  deep  ; 
Witliout  his  own  consent,  or  knouledge,  fixed  I 


Hei 


a^vc 


Aud  cuauut  come.     The  boy,  where'er  he  turns. 

Is  still  a  prisoner ;  when  the  wind  is  up 

Among  the  clouds,  and  roars  tlirough  Ilie  oncieu' 

Or  when  the  son  is  shining  in  tho  cu.1, 
liuiel  and  calm.     Behold  him— in  tlio  school 
Ofhisatwitiments!  no;  but  with  the  air 
Fnmiiog  liia  teroplea  under  licavon's  hluo  anii. 


Or  locks  of  wool,  announces  whcDce  be  cddm 
Creeping  his  gait  and  cowering,  his  lip  pale. 
His  respiration  quick  and  audible ; 
And  scarcely  could  you  Caacy  that  a  glism 
Could  breoU  from  onl  those  languid  ey<^  in 
Mantle  upon  his  cheek,     la  this  the  (bno. 
Is  that  the  countenance,  oud  ench  the  port. 
Of  no  moan  Being  I     One  who  ihoold  be  cbi 
With  dignity  befitting  his  proud  hope ; 
Who,  iu  bii  very  childhood,  should  g])peu 
Sublime  from  present  purity  and  joy  1 
The  limbs  increase  ;  but  liberty  of  mind 
Is  gone  for  ever ;  and  thia  organic  fnine, 
So  joyful  in  its  niodons,  is  became 
Dull,  lo  the  joy  of  her  own  motions  dad ; 
And  even  the  touch,  to  exquisin^ly  poornl 
Through  ibe  whole  body,  with  a  languid  tiB 
Performs  its  functionis ;  nuvly  compeiuit 
To  impress  a  vivid  feeling  on  the  mind 
Of  what  there  is  delightful  in  tho  bncv. 


gentl 


of  Ih 


Or  lapse  of  liquid  element — by  hand. 
Or  foot,  or  lip,  in  sununer's  warmth — pernif 
— Can  hope  look  forward  lo  a  manhood  tun 
On  such  foundations!" 

"  Hope  is  DDur  tec  k 
Tbe  pals  Reehue  indignantly  ei   ~ 
"Andtei 


it  asked,  l 


I  those  arts  ippdiwl, 
immingUug  oMind  jf 
I.  for 


If  there  were  not,  then,  in  our  far-lalsrJ  liJ'. 
MulCitudea,  who  from  iurancy  bad  bivsiM 
Air  ununpriauned,  aud  luul  lived  at  lar^ ; 
Yet  walked  beneath  the  sun,  in  bunuii  ihiie, 
As  abject,  as  degraded  t     At  this  daj, 
Who  shall  enumerate  the  cra^y  huis 
And  tottering  hovels,  whence  do  issoe  fooii 
A  ragged  Offspring,  with  their  uprifhi  bu 
Crowned  like  the  image  of  fanlasiit  f<«r; 
Or  wtaring,  (shall  we  say  [)  in  that  »liii*  p"' 
An  ill-adjusted  turban,  for  defence 
Or  fierceness,  wreathed   around  thdr  aiii-t 

brows, 
By  savage  Nature  1     ShnTelled  arc  their  lif 
Naked,  and  coloured  Uko  the  soil,  the  M 
On  which  they  stand ;  oa  if  llieteby  they  -nfl 
Some  nourishment,  as  trees  do  by  their  n"*' 
From  earth,  the  common  mother  of  U!  ill 
Figure  and  mien,  comjilcxioa  and  attire, 
Are  leagued  to  strike  dismay  i    but  wUI'^ 


I  And  whining  n 


e  denote  them  soppHtinti 


THE  PARSONAGE. 


607 


least  boon  that  pty  can  bestow 
the  breast  of  darksome  heaths  are  found  ; 
h  their  parents  occupy  the  skirts 
;-clad  commons ;  such  are  bom  and  reared 
nine's  mouth  under  impending  rocks  ; 
1  in  chambers  of  some  natural  cave ; 
re  their  ancestors  erected  huts, 
convenience  of  unlawful  gain, 
t  purlieus ;  and  the  like  are  bred, 
;land  through,  where  nooks  and  slips  of 
;round 

3d,  in  times  less  jealous  than  our  o^ni, 
le  green  margin  of  the  public  way, 
;nce  afford  them,  'mid  the  bloom 
ety  of  cultivated  fields, 
e  will  hope  the  lowest  in  the  scale) 
nember  oft-times  to  have  seen 
ixton's  dreary  heights.    In  earnest  watch, 
swift  vehicle  approach,  they  stand ; 
llowing  closely  with  the  cloud  of  dust, 
>uth  feat  exhibit,  and  are  gone 
'er  head,  like  tumblers  on  a  stage. 
>m  the  ground  they  snatch  the  copper  coin, 
the  freight  of  merry  passengers 
steady  eye,  maintain  their  speed ; 
1 — and  pant — and  overhead  i^;ain, 
rsuivants !  until  their  breath  is  lost, 
ty  tires — and  every  face,  that  smiled 
gement,  hath  ceased  to  look  that  way. 
ke  the  vagrants  of  the  gipsy  tribe, 
red  to  little  pleasure  in  themselves, 
itless  to  others. 

Turn  we  then 
ns  bom  and  bred  within  the  pale 
>olity,  and  early  trained 
by  wholesome  labour  in  the  field, 
d  they  eat.     A  sample  should  1  give 
this  stock  hath  long  produced  to  enrich 
er  age  of  life,  ye  would  exclaim, 
iie  whistling  plough-boy  whose  shrill  notes 
lew  gladness  to  the  morning  air  ! ' 
me  if  I  venture  to  suspect 
oy,  sweet  to  hear  of  in  soft  verse, 
0  finer  frame.     Stiff  are  his  joints  ; 
a  cumbrous  frock,  that  to  the  knees 
he  thriving  churl,  his  legs  appear,  i 

to  those  that  lustily  upheld  [ 

>deh  stools  for  everlasting  use, 
•n  cor  fathers  sate.     And  mark  his  brnw ! 
ffhose  shaggy  canopy  are  set  ' 

e»— not  dim,  but  of  a  healthy  stare —  I 

tlnggiah,  blank,  and  ignorant,  and  strange—  . 
ming  boldly  that  they  never  drew  | 

or  motion  of  intelligence 


From  infimt-conning  of  the  Christ-cross-row, 
Or  puzzling  through  a  primer,  line  by  line. 
Till  perfect  mastery  crown  the  pains  at  last 
— What  kindly  warmth  from  touch  of  fostering 

hand. 
What  penetrating  power  of  sun  or  breeze, 
Shall  e'er  dissolve  the  crust  wherein  his  soul 
Sleeps,  like  a  caterpillar  sheathed  in  ice ! 
This  torpor  is  no  pitiable  work 
Of  modem  ingenuity ;  no  town 
Nor  crowded  city  can  be  taxed  with  aught 
Of  sottish  vice  or  desperate  breach  of  law. 
To  which  (and  who  can  teU  where  or  how  soonT) 
He  may  be  roused.    This  Boy  the  fields  produce : 
His  spade  and  hoe,  mattock  and  glittering  scythe. 
The  carter's  whip  that  on  his  shoulder  rests 
In  air  high-towering  with  a  boorish  pomp. 
The  sceptre  of  his  sway ;  his  country*s  name. 
Her  equal  rights,  her  churches  and  her  schools — 
What  have  they  done  for  him  I    And,  let  me  ask. 
For  tens  of  thousands  uninformed  as  he ! 
In  brief,  what  liberty  of  mtTid  is  here ! " 

This  ardent  sally  pleased  the  mild  good  Man, 
To  whom  the  appeal  couched  in  its  dosing  words 
Was  pointedly  addressed ;  and  to  the  thoughts 
That,  in  assent  or  opposition,  rose 
Within  his  mind,  he  seemed  prepared  to  give 
Prompt  utterance ;  but  the  Vicar  interposed 
With  invitation  urgently  renewed. 
— We  followed,  taking  as  he  led,  a  path 
Along  a  hedge  of  hollies  dark  and  tall. 
Whose  flexile  boughs  low  bending  with  a  weight 
Of  leafy  spray,  concealed  the  stems  and  roots 
That  gave  them  nourishment     When  frosty  winds 
Howl  from  the  north,  what  kindly  warmth,  me- 

thought. 
Is  here — how  grateful  this  impervious  screen  I 
— Not  shaped  by  simple  wearing  of  the  foot 
On  rural  business  passing  to  and  fro 
Was  the  commodious  walk :  a  careful  hand 
Had  marked  the  line,  and  strewn  its  surface  o'er 
With  pure  cerulean  gravel,  from  the  heights 
Fetched  by  a  neighbouring  brook. — Across  the  vale 
The  stately  fence  accompanied  our  steps ; 
And  thus  the  pathway,  by  perennial  green 
Guarded  and  graced,  seemed  fashioned  to  unite, 
As  by  a  beautiful  yet  solemn  chain. 
The  Pastor's  mansion  with  the  house  of  prayer. 

Like  image  of  solemnity,  conjoined 
With  feminine  allurement  soft  and  fair, 
The  mansion's  self  displayed ; — a  reverend  pile 
With  bold  projections  and  recesses  deep ; 


MU 


TUE  EXCL-RSION. 


J,  jvt  f%;  lud  lij^tMine  u  il  BtiMcl 
j^  tbt'  Dnodtitle  nui,      W«  puiasd  1u  Kdmi 
Am  piUuvd  ponli,  vUlmnUJy  Hiibauwl  j 
TIh  Liw  «id<  wiuiluin  nilli  thrlr  maUicuu  dM  ; 
TIw  comiw,  Tiohl}  ft«n«l,  iif  ktt]'  Hone ; 
And  th>i  nnMHh  doiw  &wn  wliich  Uk  dveUinf:  rw 

y  bnl*  uhI  fawib  Ara^iMi  iif  itijr  Somen 
And  flMchnc  atraliii,  pn>i(n*i)  uhI  milomud : 
Jill  aiwTj  Hdwt  uaamiiig 
d  rividnoB  of  bo*, 
Fmn  ouUBnicd  conmai  wiUi  the  ^ooin 
or  nber  ij»|iii^  uid  ihc  darker  foil 
Of  jm,  in  ii4wli  iiirtiinrd  aDinr  Iruirai  ben 
Not  uobMocnini;,  of  gmtoqnr  drvio* 

li  huw]'.    FVom  bcliuid  111*  roof 
Rom  iba  (liiD  aah  uid  niu>}*  (tnouHV, 

If  their  dtTme  roUsi^  with  the  !;reni 
Of  h7,  fhmrlihiiig  and  thick,  tb«  cU»p«l 
Tba  hug*  raond  diimncrs,  iwrbvur  uf  ileligLl 

u  and  rodbmut, — iliere  they  hC  uul  aii 
Thar  ■leader  dittUa  mbm  ijir  Uvea  arv  bare 
It  1  httvc  untnncbed  (ilic  (ik-ture  else 
Mmpl(4c)  ■  ivUque  of  old  limcB 
Happil;  ipuwd,!  little  Godiii.-  niolie 

hU  (Hice  had  lield 
Th*  mlptured  inup  nf  HiiiW  (Alriiii-oaiiit, 
Or  of  tliv  bl«and  V'iipn,  lookinK  duwii 
ba  enteml  ihoir  relipouK  doora. 

1  where  from  the  rocky  earden-monnt 
Qmnied  by  ila  utiqne  ■unimer-houso — dacendi 
Ugfal  an  the  nlviT  fawti.  k  rs'liaiil  Girl ; 
Fiir  slif  Imh  reoogiiiscil  lioi'  luiucjuivil  friend, 
mi' !  A  jirumpt  kJM 
The  gladsome  Child  bt-stowa  at  his  request ; 
And,  up  (he  Howery  lawu  as  we  advance. 
Hangs  on  (he  uid  .Man  with  a  happy  louk. 
And  with  a  pretty  nwllt-ss  hand  uf  lovr. 
—We  otnar — by  the  LaJy  of  the  |Ja™ 
Cordially  greeted.     Gnccfnl  «a»  her  port : 

-e  imdi-]iresiii-d  by  timr, 
^Vhose  vistiHtloD  had  Dol  wholly  B|tiired 
The  liner  lineaiocnls  of  form  aiid  fare  ; 
To  that  vonipiexioii  brought  wliiiJi  prudv nev  11-11.1:11. 

id  wiadoui  loToa. — But  when  ■  stately  ship 
Sails  in  nuooth  weather  by  the  placid  coan 
On  homaward  voyage,  what — if  wind  and  vave, 
Aoil  hardship  midergoue  in  various  climea. 
Hare  caused  her  (o  abate  the  firgiu  pride. 
And  that  full  trim  of  iuexperieneed  hope 
With  which  she  left  her  haven—not  for  this. 
Should  tlie  sun  strike  her,  and  tlie  impsj^al  IrL'i'i 

B,  fiuEd  she  to  astmiDe 
Brighlnen  and  louihiiig  beauty  uflicr  on-n. 


That  L'harm  uU  eyes.     Si  bri^ii,  «i  (air,  tpf 
This  goodly  Matron,  shining  in  the  beams 
Of  oncTpeeted  pleasore-— ^^oon  the  boird 
Was  spread,  and  we  partook  a  plun  refaiL 

Here,  resting  in  cool  shelter,  we  bcgaikd 
The  mid-day  boim  with  desultory  talk  ; 
From  tii*ial  ihemee  to  gracrkl  argumem 
Fusitig,  M  acddenl  or  faney  led, 
Or  ffiurteay  prescribed.     While  ijiiealian  DM 
And  answer  flowed,  the  fetterc  of  reaerre 
DrDp|iiiif!  from  every  mind,  the  SoUluy        , 
Rnnimed  the  niaonera  of  his  hopiner  da;*^  ' 
And  in  the  various  Mmvenatian  bore  , 

A  *illin(c  nay,  at  linm,  a  furwari  pan  1 
Yet  with  the  gmcv  of  one  who  in  ihK  nurlJ  , 
Had  learned  the  art  of  plewng.  and  hwl  noV) 
OecBsion  given  lum  to  display  his  skill, 
Upon  tlie  slcdfaet  'Taalagp-gnnmd  of  inilb. 
H*  pxed,  with  admiration  nnsopprened, 
Up'in  the  laiidaeatx-  at  the  aun-bright  vale, 
Stm,  froiii  the  ahady  room  in  which  we  tM,' 
In  Mi(li-ni<d  pi^r»pe<Tliva  ;  and  more  than  laet 

Of  ^viiy  and  elegance,  ilifTuMsl  I 

Around  the  mansion  and  its  whole  domain; ) 
Nut,  duubtlias.  witliout  help  of  female  atle  , 
And  female  care. — "  A  hlcssod  lot  Isyoun!" 
Tlie  wui-ds  escaped  liis  tip,  with  a  lender  afff 
Urcatlied  over  than :  Imt  suddenly  the  <liiC| 
Flew  open,  and  a  pmr  of  lusty  Boys  ] 

Appeared,  CHufiisoii  diecking  their  drfijfln. 
—  Noi  brofhers  ilii-y  in  filature  or  ailir^, 
But  fond  eompaniuos.  so  I  guetBed,  iu  ficU, 
And  by  iJie  river's  marj^n — whcni-e  lliej  M 
Keen  anglers  »-ilh  unnEusl  spoil  elatcJ, 
One  bean  a  willow -pannier  ou  his  bsck. 
Tile  boy  of  plainer  gnrfa,  whose  bhoh  raniN 
More  deeply  tiiiKed.     Twin  mi^lit  the  otluf ) 
To  that  fair  girl  uho  from  the  garden-moiml 
Itoiiiided; — triumpbwit  ciitry  this  for  bin! 
Hclween  his  hands  he  holds  a  smmilh  blue  4 
On  whose  capacious  surface  see  outspread 
Large  store  of  gleaming  crimsoii-fpotlol  M 
iinuged  ndc  by  lude,  and  kssening  by  degn 
Up  (i)  the  dwarf  that  tops  the  pinoafle.       I 
Upon  the  board  he  lays  the  sky-blne  slune 
With  its  rich  freight ;  their  number  be  praJ 
Telia  from  what  ]h>u1  the  noblest  had  been  <li^ 
And  where  tlie  very  modan*  of  the  broot. 
After  long  stnigjilc,  had  escaped  at  last— 
Stealing  alteiiiaiely  at  them  and  us 
(As  doth  his  eomrsde  lou)  a  loot  of  pHilc^ 
Ami,  verily,  the  siienl  ci 
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I  sight,  together  thus  exposed ; 
I;  not  sullied  or  deformed  by  death, 
ed  to  pity  what  he  could  not  spare. 

the  animation  in  the  mien 

vo  boys !  yea  in  the  very  words 

h  the  young  narrator  was  inspired, 

our  questions  led,  he  told  at  large 

y's  prowess !    Him  might  I  compare, 

tones,  gestures,  eager  eloquence, 

brook  that  spUts  for  better  speed, 

)  self-same  moment,  works  its  way 

aany  channels,  ever  and  anon 

1  re-united  r  his  compeer 

1  lake,  whose  stillness  is  to  sight 

111— as  grateiul  to  the  mind. 

yhat  Object  shall  the  lovely  Girl 

t    She  whote  countenance  and  air 


Unite  the  graceful  qualities  of  both. 

Even  as  she  ahares  the  pride  and  joy  of  botli. 

My  grey-haired  Friend  was  moved ;  his  vivid  eye 
Glistened  with  tenderness ;  his  mind,  I  knew, 
Was  full ;  and  had,  I  doubted  not,  returned, 
Upon  this  impulse,  to  the  theme — erewhile 
Abruptly  broken  off.    The  ruddy  boys 
Withdrew,  on  summons  to  their  well-earned  meal ; 
And  He — ^to  whom  aU  tongues  resigned  th^  rights 
With  willingness,  to  whom  the  general  ear 
Listened  with  readier  patience  than  to  strain 
Of  music,  lute  or  harp,  a  long  delist 
That  ceased  not  when  his  voice  had  ceased — as  One 
Who  from  truth's  central  point  serenely  views 
The  compass  of  his  argument — began 
Mildly,  and  with  a  clear  and  steady  tone. 


BOOK   NINTH. 


EISE  OF  THE  WANDERER,  AND 
^ENING  VISIT  TO  THE  LAKE. 


ARGUMENT, 
sserts  that  an  active  principle  pervades  the 
,  its  noblest  seat  the  human  auul— How  lively 
ciple  is  in  Childhood— Hence  the  delight  in  old 
looking  back  upon  Childhood— The  dignity, 
ind  privileges  of  Age  asserted— Theee  not  to  be 
r  generally  but  under  a  Just  government — ^Right 
ui  Creature  to  be  exempt  from  being  considered 
e  Instrument— The  condition  of  multitndea 
—Former  conversation  recuned  to,  and  the 
T*»  opinions  set  in  a  clearer  light— Truth  placed 
?ach  of  the  humblest— Equality— Happy  state 
wo  Hoys  again  adverted  to— Earnest  wish 
I  for  a  System  of  National  Education  established 
lly  by  Government— Glorious  effects  of  this 
■Walk  to  the  Lake— Grand  spectacle  from  the 
bill — Address  of  Priest  to  the  Supreme  lieing 
ioune  of  which  he  contrasts  with  ancient  Ikir- 
he  present  appearance  of  the  scene  before  him 
lange  ascribed  to  Christianity— Apostrophe  to 
,  living  and  dead— Gratitude  to  the  Almighty 
1  over  the  Lake— Parting  with  the  Solitary- 
hat  circumstances. 

r  Form  of  being  is  assigned," 
lly  spako  the  venerable  Sage, 
'e  Principle : — ^howe*er  removed 
M  and  observation,  it  subsists 
ogB,  in  aU  natores ;  in  the  stars 


Of  aznre  heaven,  the  nnendnring  donds. 

In  flower  and  tree,  in  every  pebbly  stone 

That  paves  the  brooks,  the  stationary  rocks^ 

The  moving  waters,  and  the  invisible  air. 

Whate'er  exists  hath  properties  that  spread 

Beyond  itself,  communicating  good, 

A  simple  blessing,  or  with  evil  mixed ; 

Spirit  that  knows  no  insulated  spot. 

No  chasm,  no  solitude ;  from  link  to  link 

It  circulates,  the  Soul  of  all  the  worlds. 

This  is  the  freedom  of  the  universe ; 

Unfolded  still  the  more,  more  visible. 

The  more  we  know ;  and  yet  is  reverenced  leail^ 

And  least  respected  in  the  human  Mind, 

Its  most  apparent  home.    The  food  of  hope 

Is  meditated  action  ;  robbed  of  this 

Her  sole  support,  she  languishes  and  dies. 

We  perish  also ;  for  we  live  by  hope 

And  by  desire ;  we  see  by  the  glad  light 

And  breathe  the  sweet  air  of  futurity; 

And  so  we  live,  or  else  we  have  no  lif& 

To-morrow — nay  perchance  this  very  hour 

(For  every  moment  hath  its  own  to-morrow  I) 

Those  blooming  Boys,  whom  hearts  are  almost  sick 

With  present  triumph,  will  be  sure  to  find 

A  field  before  them  fresliened  with  the  dew 

Of  other  expectations ; — in  which  course 

Their  happy  year  spins  roiwd.    The  youth  obeys 

R  R 


THE  EXCURSION. 


A  like  glad  irapuUe ;  ftnd  bo  movM  tha  nuui 
'Mid  »U  hia  apprebimuonB,  careH,  and  tetat, — 
Or  so  ho  ought  to  moso.     Ah  1  why  id  age 
Do  WD  revert  so  fondly  to  the  walks 
Ofchildliood— but  (hat  tliere  tha  Soid  disceins 
The  dear  memorial  footsteps  nnimp^red 
Of  b(T  own  native  vigour ;  Ihttaee  can  hear 
Reiei'beratioiiB ;  and  a  clionl  song. 
Commingling  with  the  incengs  that  asocnda. 
Undaunted,  toward  the  imperiahablo  heavens, 
.    From  her  own  lonely  altar ! 
j  Do  not  think 

I    That  good  and  wise  ever  will  be  allowed, 
Thcugh  strength  deca;,  to  breathe  in  mch  ealMe 

s  eliall  iliviile  them  wholly  from  the  stir 
0[  hopeful  nature.    lUghtly  ia  it  said 
That  Man  descenda  into  the  Vile  of  years ; 
Yf  [  have  1  thought  that  we  might  also  speak, 
And  not  preeomptuonsly,  I  trust,  of  Age, 
As  of  a  filial  Emikeiccb;  though  hsre 
In  aspect  and  forbidding,  yet  a  poitit 
Oil  which  'tis  not  impciBiLble  to  at 
1  n  awfiil  Bovcreignty  ;  a  place  of  power, 
A  throiie,  that  may  bo  hkened  unto  his, 
Who,  in  some  placid  day  of  summer,  looks 
Dorni  from  a  mountain-top, — say  one  of  those 
High  pcaka,  that  bound  the  vala  where  now  we 

F^nt,  and  diminish^  to  the  {[azing  eye, 
Fon^t  nu^i  fuM,  and  liill  mul  ilidp  a^'i'sr, 
Witli  nil  Iho  •■liiipps  over  llnir  surfaoe  spread  : 
But,  while  the  gross  and  visible  frame  of  tijings 
RcIinquisliM  its  hold  upon  the  sense, 
Yea  almost  on  the  Mind  herself,  and  seems 
All  unsubstantializod, — how  loud  the  Toiee 

waters,  with  invigomted  peal 
From  tlie  full  river  in  tlio  vale  below, 
Ascending !     For  on  that  superior  lieight 
Who  luts,  is  disoncunibered  from  Iho  prcaa 

near  obstnielions,  and  is  priviloged 
To  breathe  in  sojitude,  above  (he  host 

:ver-humnnng  insects,  'mid  thin  air 

.t  suits  not  them.     Tlio  murmur  of  the  leaves 
Many  and  idle,  visits  not  hia  ear : 
j    Tlii-«  he  is  freed  from,  and  from  thousand  notis 
(Xnt  Ic-is  unceanng,  not  less  vain  than  these,) 
Ity  which  the  finer  pmsages  of  Heni,e 
I    Arc  occupied;  and  the  Sou!,  that  would  incline 
To  listen,  is  prevented  or  deterred. 

And  may  it  not  be  hoped,  that,  placed  by  i^ 
fn  like  removal,  tnutquil  though  severe. 


What  more  than  that  the  scvcnng  duold  < 
Fresh  power  to  commune  with  the  idi 
And  bear  the  mighty  stream  of  XeoioK} 
Uttering,  for  elevation  of  our  thought, 
A  dear  sanoToui  tchco,  InaadiUe 
To  the  vast  multitude ;  whose  doom  it  ii 
un  the  giddy  nnuid  of  vun  ddigfat. 
Or  &«t  and  labour  on  the  Plain  betow. 


But,  if  to  such  sublime  aseent  the  hopa 
Of  Man  may  rise,  m  to  a  weleomc  close 
And  termination  of  liis  mortal  coune; 
Them  only  can  sach  hope  inspire  ohose  miidt 

e  not  been  starved  by  sbeolnle  neglert; 
Nor  bodies  crushed  by  tmremitdng  toil ; 
To  whom  kind  Nature,  therefore,  may  aflord 
Proof  of  tlie  sacred  love  she  ban  for  tH ; 
Whose  birthright  Reason,  thcrrfor^  may  esaoK 

me,  coasulling  what  1  feel  within 

imea  when  most  existence  inlh  berwU 
t>  satisfied,  I  cannot  but  believe. 
That,  Ear  as  kindly  Nature  hatli  free  scrpc 
And  Reaeon's  sway  predominates ;  even  n  far, 
Comitry,  society,  and  time  itaelf. 
That  saps  the  individual's  bodily  &ame. 
And  lays  the  gencrationa  low  in  dust. 
Da,  by  the  almigliiy  Ruler's  gnK«,  pKtA* 

ne  roatetnal  spirit,  brining  forfi 
cherishin;  with  evet^constant  love, 

t  liri'S  iiiit,  nor  bpTitiv-.     Our  life  is  inrod 


Out  of  hi 


nhci 


But  for  some  fav. 


uiled  Ifl  our  need  ( 


^n  alTering,  or  a  Bacrificc,  a  tool 
Or  implement,  a  passive  thing  emploved 
I  brute  mean,  wilhonl  arknoicledgmnit 
ommon  right  or  interest  in  the  rvA ; 
Vwi  or  abused,  as  sclfiahocss  may  [ircinpC 
I,  what  can  follow  for  a  rational  soul 
n-erted  thus,  but  weakness  in  all  liooi, 
d  strength  in  evil  I    Hence  an  after^aO 
[■  chaetisecnent,  and  custody,  and  bcwl^ 
And  ofl-timcB  Death,  avenger  of  the  pad, 
And  the  sole  guardian  in  whose  hands  wf  ds" 

■ust  the  futore,— Not  for  these  sad  tsHlo 
Was  Man  created  ;  but  to  obey  the  law 
Of  life,  and  hope,  and  action.     And  'tii  know" 
That  when  we  stand  upon  our  native  nil, 
Unclbowed  by  such  objects  as  oppress 
Our  activa  powers,  tho«e  powers  thenHrfnah^" 
Strong  to  subvert  onr  ooiioos  quahtits : 
They  sweep  distemper  from  the  bnjy  dsv. 
And  make  the  chalice  of  the  big  mund  ynr 

o'er  with  gladncEs;  whence  (he  Bfini  nmw 
Id  beaaty  through  the  worid  ;  and  all  vrboB* 
9  him,  rejoicing  in  his  neighbonrhiiiid " 
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'  said  the  Solitary,  **  by  what  force 

;c  shall  a  feeling  heart  express 

V  for  that  multitude  in  whom 

)r  liealth  from  seeds  that  have  been  sown 

t,  and  for  increase  in  a  power 

3  but  by  extinction !    On  themselves 

ot  lean,  nor  torn  to  their  own  hearts 

hat  they  must  do ;  their  wisdom  is  * 

/o  the  eyes  of  others,  thence 

iicted  what  they  must  avoid : 

let  us  say,  how  least  observed, 

most  quiet  and  most  silent  death, 

iast  tunt  and  injury  to  the  air 

Bor  breathes,  their  human  form  divine, 

immortal  soul,  may  waste  away." 

9  rejoined,  "I  thank  you — ^you   have 
•ed 

10  utterance  of  a  keen  regret, 
npassion  which  with  you  I  share, 
stofore,  I  placed  before  your  sight 
le,  subjected  to  the  arts 
ingenuity,  and  made 

."ss  member  of  a  vast  machine, 
doth  a  Hpindle  or  a  wheel ; 
that,  pitying  him,  I  could  forget 
Boy,  who  walks  the  fields,  untaught ; 
>f  ignorance,  and  oft  of  want, 
tbie  hunger.     Much,  too  much, 
Appy  lot,  in  early  youth 
ive  witnessed,  lot  which  I  myself 
>ugh  in  mild  and  merciful  degree : 
s  mind  to  hinderances  exposed, 
hich  I  struggled,  not  without  distress 
imes  injury,  like  a  lamb  enthralled 
3  and  brambles ;  or  a  bird  that  breaks 
strong  net,  and  mounts  upon  the  wind, 
h  her  plumes  impaired.     If  they,  whose 

n  while  they  range  the  richer  fields 
England,  are  obstructed  less 
ce,  their  ignorance  is  not  less, 
bo  deplored.     For  who  can  doubt 
>f  thousands  at  this  day  exist 
3  boy  you  painted,  lineal  heirs 
ho  once  were  vassals  of  her  soil, 
its  fortunes  like  the  beasts  or  trees 
ustained.     But  no  one  takes  dchght 
>resinon ;  none  are  proud  of  it ; 
>  sounding  name,  nor  ever  bore ; 
;  grievance,  an  indigenous  vice 
Mintry  under  heaven.     My  thoughts 
9d  to  evils  that  are  new  and  chosen, 
JurkiDg  under  shape  of  good, — 


Arts,  in  themselves  beneficent  and  kind, 
But  all  too  fondly  followed  and  too  far  ;— 
To  victims,  which  the  merciful  can  see 
Nor  think  that  they  are  victims — turned  to  wrongs, 
By  women,  who  have  children  of  their  own. 
Beheld  without  compassion,  yea  with  praise  I 
I  spake  of  mischief  by  the  wise  diffused 
With  gUdness,  thinking  that  the  more  it  spreads 
The  healthier,  the  securer,  we  become  ; 
Delusion  which  a  moment  may  destroy  1 
Lastly,  I  mourned  for  those  whom  I  had  seen 
Corrupted  and  cast  down,  on  favonred  ground. 
Where  circumstance  and  nature  had  combined 
To  shelter  innocence,  and  cherish  love  ; 
Who,  but  for  this  intrusion,  would  have  lived, 
Possessed  of  health,and  strength,and  peace  of  mind; 
Thus  would  have  lived,  or  never  have  been  bom. 

Alas  I  what  differs  more  than  man  from  man ! 
And  whence  that  difference  t  whence  but  from  him- 
self! 
For  see  the  universal  Race  endowed 
With  the  same  upright  form ! — ^The  sun  is  fixed. 
And  the  infinite  magnificence  of  heaven 
Fixed,  within  reach  of  every  human  eye ; 
The  sleepless  ocean  murmurs  for  all  ears ; 
The  vernal  field  infuses  fresh  delight 
Into  all  hearts.     Throjighout  the  world  of  sense, 
Even  as  an  object  is  sublime  or  fair. 
That  object  is  laid  open  to  the  view 
Without  reserve  or  veil  ;  and  as  a  power 
Is  salutary,  or  an  influence  sweet. 
Are  each  and  all  enabled  to  perceive 
That  power,  that  influence,  by  impartial  law. 
Gifts  nobler  are  vouchsafed  alike  to  all ; 
Reason,  and,  with  that  reason,  smiles  and  tears ; 
Imagination,  freedom  in  the  will ; 
Conscience  to  guide  and  check ;  and  death  to  be 
Foretasted,  immortality  conceived 
By  all, — a  blissful  immortality. 
To  them  whose  holiness  on  earth  shall  make 
The  Spirit  capable  of  heaven,  assured. 
Strange,  then,  nor  less  than  monstrous,  mij^t  be 

deemed 
The  fulure,  if  the  Almighty,  to  this  point 
Liberal  and  undistinguishing,  should  hide 
The  excellence  of  moral  qualities 
From  common  understanding ;  leaving  truth 
And  virtue,  difficult,  abstruse,  and  dark ; 
Hard  to  be  won,  and  only  by  a  few ; 
Strange,  should  He  deal  herein  with  nice  respects^ 
And  frustrate  all  the  rest !    Believe  it  not : 
The  primal  duties  shine  aloft — like  stars ; 

The  charities  that  soothe,  and  heal,  and  bless^ 

er2 


na 
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Ai«  «allcr«i  M  llw  (net  uf  Han — lilw  Bvwisit, 

The  ftuiflroiu  uwIlnMinn,  tha  jiwl  role. 

Kind  wuhea,  and  good  kcUooi,  uid  piuv  dtnnshU-^ 

Ka  niTatKy  U  bere  t     Here  imn  bafm 

For  bigb — jM  nal  lur  Inw  ■  lor  (irnuiUj'  graeod — 

Yn  not  fnr  nuck  of  bmn,    TIm  lanolu  unmU 

Ti>  ttOBTWi  u>  liglilit  trum  Uw  oitUj[»lwitrUi 

Am  tnnn  lit*  liuKhtii*!  |«1mw.     H*,  ahnw  ooal 

PbmIu*  thin  tnw  wimlit}',  may  wklk 

Thn  Bnlda  of  MTlh  witli  gnUitwl*  Hid  hopi- ; 

YH.  m  tfau  madUukn.  will  Iw  And 

UoliTa  M  a«ddw  (tuf,  ■•  we  h>n<  rouod  ; 

lABanlEi^  Mdwl  liitnw  aivithniwD, 

Aed  for  (b*  ieiaMiw  pifvinf,  thiu  bittli  node 


TtHO  IM  HI  iMlin-  Gi  oar  EliuMiiiwd  thouebta 
Upon  dip  lihEliIi-T  KTUp.     Haw  bint  tlut  piur 
Of  hiaaming  Don  iwhom  wo  beheld  urea  now) 
DlcM  in  Ibmr  ■erpnil  and  ihur  eommon  lot  I 
A  tow  ihoTt  hovn  of  each  retnrmng  ity 
Tho  tbiiving  priHUciv  of  tbdr  TlIkt^iT-scliiMl : 
And  thmee  trt  li»i«.  lo  aeok  tbek  ploannt  hoovi. 
ilr  niURo  Hie  gri»J  Uwn  in  nK»iK)|  i 
To  brvaulic  ud  to  be  hapjif ,  run  *nd  shotil 
Idl*,— bill  no  deUf,  no  luum,  do  1o»; 
Fur  mrj  gaiial  power  of  heaTeo  uml  eartli, 
^iroQicb  rU  the  BeuoDB  of  tbe  diao^icrul  yi^AT, 
ObMqnioaidy  dotll  lako  upoD  benelf 
To  bbour  for  Ihoa  j  bringing  ewh  ia  mm 
TIm  Iribata  of  anjoynuml,  knowlodge,  bnllh, 
BhuiIt,  or  Blnnglli  I     Sucli  privUe(;i'  is  thei™, 
Grauldl  aliLe  in  iliv  inilH^l  of  thi-ir  coui-sc 
To  both :  and,  if  Uial  purlneraliip  miu*  wiise, 
I  gricre  nol,"  t/>  tlio  PaMor  bcre  bo  tnnicd, 
"  Much  aa  I  giory  in  ihat  child  of  joora. 
Repine  nol  for  iiis  coMageKumnuie,  whom 
Belike  no  higher  destiny  awaita 
Than  the  old  hereditary  wieb  fu]iill<^  ; 
The  wish  fur  liberty  to  liie — conlenl 
With  what   llesren  gnmta,  and  die— in  peace  of 

niitid, 
Williin  the  boeom  of  hia  unlivB  vale. 
At  leaat,  whatever  fate  the  noon  of  life 
Rowmii  for  either,  rare  it  ia  that  botti 
H»Te  been  permitted  to  enjoy  tlie  dawn ; 
Whellier  r^arded  aa  a  jocund  lime, 
Tliat  ill  ilMlf  may  lerounatB,  or  lead 
111  coiirM  of  nature  to  a  lober  eye. 
IJolh  have  been  fairly  dealt  Mth ;  looking  back 
'lliey  will  allow  that  justice  haa  in  tliem 
Bv-wn  sbowD,  alike  lo  body  and  io  mind," 

Ho  paiard,  as  if  wvolTing  in  lu«  iool 


Some  w«jf^^  mMter ;  tbcn,  witb  femni  *a 
And  VI  irajinBiooad  inaj«Qr,  ei 


'  O  for  tbe  coming  of  that  gltwioiiB  time 
When,  priang  knowleilgu  aa  her  noUett  waij 
And  beat  protectiMi,  Iliis  imperial  Realm, 
VVliilo  ihu  exaeu  all^ianee,  shall  admit 
An  ublijCatioD,  on  her  part,  lo  UaA 
Them  who  are  bora  to  wrre  her  and  obejj 
RitidbK  hcnclf  by  elatute  to  secnre 
Fur  all  ilie  diiklmn  whom  her  toil  niaintaial 
The  mdimenti  of  luIterE,  and  iufonn 
Tlie  mind  with  moml  aod  religious  truth. 
Both  Qudcratood  and  practJEcd, — ao  tlial  m^ 
However  destitute,  be  left  to  droop  ; 

By  timely  eultore  oiuiutfuiied  ;  or  nm         | 
Into  ■  wild  diaorder  [  or  be  forced  | 

To  drudge  throDgh  a  weaiy  life  withool  tlxl 
Of  intellectual  implemenU  and  tools ;  j 

A  savage  horde  among  Che  civilised,  I 

A  servile  band  among  the  lordly  &ee  I  I 

This  sacred  ri^it,  the  Kspiog  babe  prodanM 
To  be  inherent  in  him,  by  HeBreD'&  will, 
Fnr  the  proteetlon  of  hi«  innocoice ; 
And  the  rude  boy — who.  having  overpast 
The  sinless  age,  by  cooodonce  ia  enrolled. 
Yet  mutinously  knitH  Uia  angry  brow. 
And  lifts  his  wilful  band  on  misdiief  ImsI, 
Or  tonu  the  godlike  faculty  of  apeedi 
To  imptooa  me — by  proeeu  indiroct 
Declares  hit  duo,  w^e  be  tnakea  known  U 
— This  sacred  riglil  is  fruitlewdy  ani!DUiicf< 
This  uuii-ursal  pica  in  vain  addressed, 
~  id  ears  of  |>aivntB  who  theniselta 


Did,ii 


IBoftl. 


«ity, 

and,  therefore,  tike  a  pnj» 
mbk-at  floor  ascends 


Wlio,  if  indeed 
And  be  not  moat  uufeelingly  devoid  i 

Of  gratitude  to  PrDvidence,  will  graitt  , 

Tlie  unijueblionable  good — wliich,  Euglutl,  ^ 
From  interference  uf  external  force,  , 

May  grant  at  leieuru ;  without  risk  incnmlj 
That  what  in  wisdom  fur  herself  she  dotb, 
Oiliers  shall  e'or  be  able  to  undo. 

Look !   and  behold,  from  Calpc's  sanbiDI 
To  the  flat  margin  of  the  Baltic  b«, 
Loug-rbveienced  titles  cast  away  as  weeds  i 
Laws  overturned  ;  and  territory  Bplil, 
Like  fields  of  ice  rent  by  the  polar  wind, 
And  forced  to  join  in  less  obnonous  (Ju^ 
Which,  ere  Ihey  gain  cowdBtcnce,  by  a  gMt 
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3  breath  are  shattered  and  destroyed, 
he  flovereignty  of  these  fair  Isles 
itii-e  and  indivisible : 
:  ignoi*ance  were  removed,  which  breeds 
compass  of  their  several  shores 
Qtent,  or  loud  commotion^  eodir 
preserve  the  beautiful  repose 
y  bodies  shining  in  their  spheitn. 
ipline  of  slavery  is  unknown 
—hence  the  more  do  we  require 
ine  of  virtue ;  order  else 
sist,  nor  confidence,  nor  peace. 
!8  rising  out  of  good  possest 
at  caution  needful  to  avert 
evil,  equally  require 
lole  people  should  be  taught  and  trained, 
i^ntiousness  and  black  resolve 
:)ut,  and  virtuous  habits  take 
) ;  and  genuine  piety  descend, 
leritancc,  from  age  to  age. 

:h  foundations  laid,  avaunt  the  fear 
3  crowded  on  their  native  soil, 
v^ention  of  all  healthful  growth 
lutual  injury !     Rather  in  the  law 
!  and  the  mandate  from  above 
and  yc  have  special  cause  for  joy. 
he  element  of  air  affords 
.ssage  to  the  industrious  bees 
th  their  burthens ;  and  a  way  as  smooth 
>rdained  to  take  their  sounding  flight 
hronged  hive,  and  settle  where  they  list 
odes — their  labour  to  renew ; 
e  waters,  open  to  the  power, 
le  instincts,  and  appointed  needs 
do  invite  her  to  cast  off 
IS,  and  in  succession  send  them  forth ; 
stablish  new  communities 
hore  whose  aspect  favours  hope 
(renture ;  promising  to  skill 
rerance  their  deserved  reward. 

!  continued,  kindling  as  be  spake, 
ide,  and  deep,  and  silently  performed, 
shall  witness;  and  as  days  roll  on, 
iversal  frame  shall  feel  the  effect ; 
le  smallest  habitable  rock, 
lonely  billows,  hear  the  fiong» 
led  society ;  and  bloom 

arts,  that  shall  breathe  forth  their 
ranee, 

tribute  to  all-ruling  Heaven, 
ire,  unexclusively  bestowed 
s  noUe  Race  in  freedom  boniy 


Expect  these  mighty  issues :  from  the  pains 

And  faithful  care  of  unambitious  schools 

Instructing  simple  childhood's  ready  ear : 

Thence  look  for  these  magnificent  results  1 

— Vast  the  circumference  of  hope — and  ye 

Are  at  its  centre,  British  Lawgivers ; 

Ah !  sleep  not  there  in  shame  I  Shall  Wisdom's  voice 

From  out  the  bosom  of  these  troubled  times 

Repeat  the  dictates  of  her  calmer  mind. 

And  shall  the  venerable  halls  ye  fill 

Refuse  to  echo  the  sublime  decree  ! 

Trust  not  to  partial  care  a  general  good ; 

Transfer  not  to  futurity  a  work 

Of  urgent  need.— Your  Country  must  complete 

Her  glorious  destiny.    Begin  even  now. 

Now,  when  oppression,  like  the  Egyptian  plague 

Of  darkness,  stretched  o'er  guilty  Europe,  makes 

The  brightness  more  conspicuous  that  invests 

The  happy  Island  where  ye  think  and  act ; 

Now,  when  destruction  is  a  prime  pursuit. 

Show  to  the  wretched  nations  for  what  end 

The  powers  of  dvil  polity  were  given." 

Abruptly  here,  but  with  a  graceful  air, 
The  Sage  broke  off.    No  sooner  had  he  ceased 
Than,  looking  forth,  the  gentle  Lady  said, 
<<  Behold  the  shades  of  afternoon  have  fallen 
Upon  this  flowery  slope ;  and  see — beyond — 
The  silvery  hike  is  streaked  with  phund  blue ; 
As  if  preparing  for  the  peace  of  evening. 
How  temptingly  the  landscape  shines  I    The  air 
Breathes  invitation  ;  easy  is  the  walk 
To  the  lake's  margin,  where  a  boat  lies  moored 
Under  a  sheltering  tree." — Upon  this  hint 
We  rose  together :  all  were  pleased ;  but  most 
The  beauteous  girl,  whose  cheek  was  flushed  with  joy. 
Li^t  as  a  sunbeam  giides  along  the  hills 
She  vanished — eager  to  impart  the  scheme 
To  her  loved  brother  and  his  shy  compeer. 
— Now  was  there  bustle  in  the  Vicar's  house 
And  earnest  preparation. — Forth  we  went. 
And  down  the  vale  along  the  streamlet's  edge 
Pursued  our  way,  a  broken  company, 
Mute  or  ccmvening,  single  or  in  pairs* 
Thus  having  reached  a  bridge,  that  overarched 
The  hasty  rivulet  where  it  Uy  becahned 
In  a  deep  pool,  by  happy  chanee  we  saw 
A  two>fold  image ;  on  a  grassy  bank 
A  snow-white  ram,  and  in  the  crjrstal  flood 
Another  and  the  same !  Most  beautiful. 
On  the  green  turf,  with  his  imperial  front 
Shaggy  and  bold,  and  wreathM  horns  snpei^ 
The  breathing  creature  stood ;  as  beautiful. 
Beneath  him,  shewed  his  shadowy  counterpart. 


The  L»dy  whispered,  while  we  Mood  uid  gnzed 

Gathered  together,  kU  in  stiU  dulight, 

Not  without  Bwe.    Theuos  paaaing  on,  she  eud 

In  like  low  voice  to  my  particular  ear, 

"  I  loTe  to  hear  that  eloquent  old  Hao 

Puur  forth  hie  meditatioiu,  luid  descant 

hDiaan  life  &om  influicy  to  age. 
How  pore  hia  spirit  I  in  what  vivid  huiw 
Hii  mind  gives  back  the  varionB  fonnB  of  things, 
Can^t  in  their  fairest,  happiest,  attitude  ! 
While  he  la  speaking,  1  have  power  to  see 
Even  as  he  sees  ;  but  when  his  voice  limti  ueased, 
Then,  with  a  sigh,  aametJmes  I  feel,  aa  iioiv. 
That  combioationa  >o  senaia  and  briglil 
Cannot  be  lasting  in  a  world  like  ouis, 
Wlioae  highest  beauty,  beaatilul  as  it  is, 
IJke  that  reflected  in  yon  quiet  pool, 

aa  but  a  fleeting  sun-beam's  gift,  whuse  peace 
The  nlleiailoe  only  of  a  bmth  of  air  1 " 

Horehad  she  said — but  sportive  shouts  were  heard 
Sent  &>Dm  Ibe  joennd  bearts  of  those  two  Boy^ 
Who,  bearing  each  a  basket  on  his  arm, 
Down  the  green  field  came  tripping  after  na. 
With  mulion  we  embarked ;  and  now  the  pair 

prouder  aervice  were  addreat ;  bat  each, 
Wishfiil  to  leave  an  epoiing  for  my  choice, 
DiDpped  the  light  oar  hia  eager  hand  hadvraied. 

dIeb  given  far  that  becoming  eourteay. 
Their  place  I  took — and  for  a  gratefid  office 
Pregnant  with  reoollediona  of  the  time 
When,  on  thy  boaom,  ipaciona  Windermere  I 
A  Youth,  I  practiaed  this  delighted  art ; 
Tossed  on  the  waves  alone,  or  "mid  a  crew 
Of  joyous  cnmradea.     Soon  aa  tlie  reedy  inar^> 
WaH  clrartTl,  I  .lii)|>cd,  «ith  nmisiwcor-taiit,  oia-n 


And  mono  tains  bare,  or  clothed 
Surrounded  na ;  and,  aa  we  hd 
Along  the  level  of  the  glassy  fli 
They  ceased  not  to  nnound  m 
From  kindred  featurea  divcrael 
Producing  change  of  beanty  ev 
— Ahl  that  snch  bcau^,  varyi 
Of  living  nature,  cannot  be  poi 
By  words,  nor  by  the  pcndl'a  ■ 
Bot  is  the  properQr  i^  bim  aloii 
Who  hath  behold  it,  noted  it  w 
And  in  his  mind  recorded  it  wi 
Suffice  it,  therefore,  if  the  raiB 
Vouchsafe  sweet  Influence,  wfa3 
Uf  trivial  oecopations  well  devii 
And  unsought  pleasures  qiring 
Ab  if  some  Modlr  C«aiiu  had 
Tha^  as  the  day  thmt  tar  badl 
By  acquisition  of  aJneere  deligb 
The  BMUe  should  be  ccotjimad  t 

One  ajdrit  *"■■"**■";  old  and 
A  gipay-Gre  we  Undled  on  the  i 
Of  the  i^  Isle  with  lundi-treea  1 
Hemly  seated  in  a  ring,  paitoo 
A  chinoe  repast — served  b;  our 
With  rival  ei 
Launched   from    i 


ilndiu 


.■il 


With  shonta  we  nised  the  edra 
The  lovdy  CKil  supplied-— a  iiu 
Whose  low  tooea  readted  not  U 
To  be  repeated  thcnoe,  but  geal 
mr  bearia  J  and  ohaimad  t 
Rapaciously  we  gathered  flower 
Fn.ni  bind  nnd  wiktfr  ;  lilit-a  of  . 
Cildci.  and  while,  tlial  float  iiiw 
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;,  in  quest  4C  other  scenes,  the  shore 
wild  qppt,  the  Solitary  said 
f  voipe,  yet  careless  who  might  hear, 
rs,  that  burned  so  brightly  to  our  wish, 
is  it  now  \ — Deserted  on  the  beach — 
Dr  dead  !    Nor  shall  the  £uming  breeze 
its  ashes.    What  care  we  for  this, 
ends  are  gained  ?    Behold  an  emblem  here 
day's  pleasure,  and  all  mortal  joys ! 
this  unpremeditated  slight 
which  is  no  longer  needed,  see 
omon  course  of  human  gratitude !" 

plaintive  note  disturbed  not  the  repose 

itill  evening.     Right  across  the  lake 

nace  moves ;  then,  coasting  creek  and  bay, 

we  behold,  and  into  thickets  peep, 

couch  the  spotted  deer ;  or  raised  our  eyes 

gy  steeps  on  which  the  careless  goat 

1  by  the  side  of  dashing  waterfalls ; 

IS  the  bark,  meandering  with  the  shore, 

I  her  voyage,  till  a  natural  pier 

ig  rock  invited  us  to  land. 

to  follow  as  the  Pastor  led, 
nb  a  green  hill's  side ;  and,  as  we  clomb. 
Hey,  opening  out  her  bosom,  gave 
wpect,  intercepted  less  and  less, 
)  flat  meadows  and  indented  coast 
mooth  lake,  in  compass  seen : — far  off, 
;  conspicuous,  stood  the  old  Church-tower, 
sty  presiding  over  fields 
>itations  seemingly  preserved 
1  intrusion  of  the  restless  world 
&  impassable  and  mountains  huge. 

leath  this  elevated  spot  supplied, 
•ice  of  moss-dad  stones,  whereon  we  couched 
reclined ;  admiring  quietly 
eral  aspect  of  the  scene ;  but  each 
lom  over  anxious  to  make  known 
1  discoveries;  or  to  favourite  points 
ig  notice,  merely  from  a  wish 
at  a  joy,  imperfect  while  unshared, 
pturous  moment  never  shall  I  forget 
liese  particular  interests  were  effiused 
rery  mind  \ — Already  had  the  sun, 
with  less  than  ordinary  state, 
1  his  western  bound ;  but  rays  of  light — 
Idenly  diverging  frxnn  the  orb 
behind  the  mountain  tops  or  veiled 
lense  air — shot  upwards  to  the  crown 
lue  firmament — aloft,  and  wide : 
of  little  floating  clouds, 


Througli  their  ethereal  texture  pierced— ere  we. 
Who  saw,  of  change  were  conscious— had  become 
Vivid  as  fire ;  clouds  separately  poised^ — 
Innumerable  multitude  of  forms 
Scattered  through  half  the  circle  of  the  sky; 
And  giving  back,  and  shedding  each  on  each, 
With  prodigal  communion,  the  bright  hues 
Which  from  the  uuapparent  fount  of  glory 
They  had  imbibed,  and  ceased  not  to  receive. 
That  which  the  heavens  displayed,  the  liquid  deep 
Repeated ;  but  with  unity  sublime ! 

While  from  the  grassy  mountain's  open  side 
We  gazedy  in  silence  hushed,  with  eyes  intent 
On  the  refulgent  spectacle,  diffused 
Throu^  earth,  sky,  water,  and  all  visible  space. 
The  Priest  in  holy  transport  thus  exclaimed : 

«  Eternal  Spirit  I  universal  Grod ! 
Power  inaccessible  to  human  thought. 
Save  by  degrees  and  steps  which  thou  hast  deigned 
To  furnish ;  for  this  effluence  of  thyself, 
To  the  infirmity  of  mortal  sense 
Vouchsafed ;  this  local  transitory  type 
Of  thy  paternal  splendours,  and  the  pomp 
Of  those  who  fill  thy  courts  in  highest  heaven. 
The  radiant  Cherubim ; — accept  the  thanks 
Which  we,  thy  humble  Creatures^  here  convened. 
Presume  to  offer ;  we,  who— firom  the  breast 
Of  the  frail  earth,  permitted  to  behold 
The  faint  reflections  only  of  thy  £soe — 
Are  yet  exalted,  and  in  soul  adore  1 
Such  as  they  are  who  in  thy  presenoe  stand 
Unsullied,  incorruptible,  and  drink 
Imperishable  majesty  streamed  forth 
From  thy  empyreal  throne^  the  elect  of  earth 
Shall  be — divested  at  the  appcnnted  hoar 
Of  aU  dishonour,  cleansed  from  mortal  stain. 
— Accomplish,  then,  their  mimber ;  and  oondnde 
^Kme's  weary  course  1    Or  if,  by  thy  decree^ 
The  consommation  that  win  oome  by  stealth 
Be  yet  £sr  distant,  let  thy  Word  prevail. 
Oh  t  let  thy  Word  prevail,  to  take  away 
The  sting  of  human  nature.    Spread  the  Uw, 
As  it  is  written  in  thy  holy  book, 
Throagfaout  all  lands:  let  every  natSon  hear 
The  high  behest,  and  every  heart  obey ; 
Both  for  the  love  of  purity,  and  hope 
Which  it  affords^  to  saeh  as  do  thy  win 
And  pertevere  in  good,  thai  they  shaU  rise, 
To  have  a  nearer  view  of  thee,  in  heavoi. 
— Father  of  good !  this  prayer  in  boontgr  gimnty 
In  mercy  gimnt  it,  to  thy  wratohed  sona. 
Then,  nor  tin  then,  shall  perMonticQ 
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And  cnid  wars  eipire.    The  way  is  niarl:«l. 
The  guide  appomled,  and  the  ranfjjm  pBid. 
Alu  1  the  nation?,  who  of  jure  received 
Theaa  lidings,  miH  in  Chrislian  I«ni'les  meet 
Tho  aacred  irutb  lo  acknowledge,  linj^er  Btiil ; 
Proferring  bonds  nod  darfcneM  to  a  etate 
Of  holy  freedom,  by  rudeeimng  Ioto 
Profferod  to  all.  wUile  yet  on  eartli  dcl«ned. 

So  toe  tho  many  ;  and  the  tliouglilful  fnv. 
Who  in  Iho  angaisb  of  their  sonls  b«wul 
Thiadira  perrcrBeneM,  cannot  choose  but  ask, 
Shall  it  endure  1 — Shall  enmity  and  strife, 
Falsehood  uid  ^ile,  be  left  to  bow  their  eeed ; 
And  the  kind  nsYcr  perish !     la  the  hope 
Fallacioua,  or  shall  rigbteoUBDCBa  obUiin 
A  peaceable  dominion,  wide  as  i'«rth, 
And  ne'er  to  ful !     Shall  thai  bleat  day  arrive 
When  they,  whoso  choici*  or  lot  it  ia  to  dwell 

TTOwdcd  cities,  without  fear  shall  live 
ScudiouB  of  mutual  benefit ;  and  he, 
Whom  Mom  awakons,  among  dews  and  flowers 
Of  every  clime,  to  tillUia  lonely  field. 
Be  happy  in  himself  (—The  law  of  futli 
Working  through  love,  such  cmiijuest  shall  it  gain, 
Such  trinmph  over  sin  and  guilt  acliieve  I 
Almighty  Lord,  thy  further  grace  imparl  I 
And  wilh  that  holp  the  wonderBhall  be  seen 
Fulfilled,  the  hop«  actomplisbcd  ;  aiiJ  thy  praiiw 
He  sung  with  mmsport  auJ  unceasing  j"y. 

Once,"  and  with  mild  demfjmoiir,  as  he  sjiuLt, 
Oit  OH  the  venerable  Pastor  turned 
His  beaming  t^ye  that  had  been  raised  to  Heaven, 
"  OoL'C,  while  tlio  Name,  Jehovah,  waa  a  eound 
Within  die  circuit  of  tliia  sea-girt  isle 
Unheard,  the  savage  nalioiiB  bowed  Ihe  heaii 
To  Goils  delighting  in  remorseless  deeds ; 
GoJb  which  themselvea  had  fashioned,  to  pruiuoto 
111  purposes,  and  flatter  fuul  desires. 
Then,  in  tho  bosom  of  you  moontalu-cove, 
To  thoBO  iuveuliouB  of  comipled  man 
HyslcriouB  rites  were  solemnised ;  and  there — 
Amid  impending  rocka  and  gloomy  woods— 
Of  those  terrific  Idole  some  received 
Such  dismal  service,  that  the  loudest  voice 
Of  the  Hwoln  cataracts  (which  now  are  heanl 
Soft  murmuring)  was  too  weak  to  overcome, 
Though  ^dcd  by  wild  winds,  the  groans  aud  alirieka 
Of  human  victims,  oDered  up  to  appraso 

to  propitiate.     And,  if  living  eyes 
Had  vlnionary  faculties  (o  see 
Tho  thing  that  hath  been  as  the  thiuK  tlml  is. 
Aghast  we  might  behold  this  crystal  Mere 


Bedlmmed  with  snoke,  in  wloitlH  voJinniwiB, 

Flung  from  the  body  of  devouring  Bna, 

To  Tanuiis  erected  ud  the  heights 

By  prieilly  hands,  fur  sacrificfl  perfunnnl 

Eliultingly,  in  view  of  ojwn  day 

And  full  assemblage  of  a  barbanxa  host; 

Or  lo  Andstes,  female  Power  I  who  pn 

(For  HI  they  fonraed)  gluriooe  victiry. 

Survive  ;  all  else  is  swept  away. — How  bri^ 
Tlie  appianuiL-es  of  ihiiigsl      From  ineh,  kl 

clmoged 
Thd  eiisdng  woralup  ;  and  with  Ihtae  taofatt 
Tlie  worihippers  how  innocent  and  blcMl 
So  wide  the  differen^-e,  a  willing  nuod 
Might  almost  think,  at  this  affecting  hour, 
Tliat  paradise,  the  lost  abode  of  man. 
Was  raised  again  :  and  lo  a  ^Ppy  few. 
In  itH  original  beauty,  here  renlored. 

niience  but  from  Ihce,  the  trtio  and  only  GM 
And  from  the  bith  derived  through  Uim  dId  U 
Upon  the  cross,  this  ntarvelloiu  advanos 
Of  good  &om  evil ;  as  if  bite  eitreme 
Were  left,  the  other  gained. — O  ye,  who  ami 
To  kneel  devnotly  in  yon  reverend  Pil^ 
Called  (o  sach  ofBce  by  the  peaoefbl  tooDd 
Of  aabbath  bcUa ;  and  ye,  mho  ilecp  in  orA, 
All  cares  forgotten,  round  ils  bath.M-.il  n^: 
l'i>r  you,  in  presence  of  iliiR  liilli-  laud 
Gathered  together  on  the  grevu  lu]1.sidi.', 
Your  Pastor  is  emboldi-ucd  lo  prefer 
Vocal  thanksgivings  to  the  eternal  King: 
Whose  love,  whose  couosel,  whose  cammaail^hji 


Your  very  poorcsl  rifli  in  peace  of  ihooKhi 
And  in  good  works ;  and  bim,  who  is  rniloi 

Which  the  ealvatioo  of  his  soul  requires. 
Consdoue  of  tliat  abund-int  favonr  sbuorivd 
On  you,  Iho  children  of  my  humble  care, 
And  iliia  dear  land,  our  country,  while  on  fai 
We  sojourn,  have  I  liftid  op  my  snnl, 
Joy  giving  voice  to  fervent  gratitode. 
These  barren  rooks,  your  stem  inlieritaoct ; 
These  fertile  fields,  that  recompense  yoar  |ai 
Tho  shadowy  vale,  the  sunny  moontaio-lop; 
Woods  waviog  in  the  wind  their  lofly  head% 
Or  hushed  ;  Ihe  roaring  waters,  and  the  itiU. 
They  see  the  oflering  of  my  lifted  hands. 
They  hear  my  lips  preBent  their  aacrifio^ 
They  know  if  1  be  silent,  mom  or  even: 
For.  though  in  whispers  speaking,  the  full  ha 
Will  find  a  vent ;  and  thought  is  praise  lo  hb 
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•raise,  to  thee,  omniHcient  Mindi 

>m  all  gifts  desoend,  aU  blessingB  flow  I** 

sper-serrice  doeed,  without  delay, 
t  exalted  station  to  the  plain 
ig,  we  pursued  our  homeward  conne, 
omposure,  o*er  the  shadowy  lake, 
aded  sky.     No  trace  remained 
:elestial  splendours ;  grey  the  vanl^^ 
idless,  ether ;  and  the  star  of  ere 
ing ;  but  inferior  lights  i^peared 
)o  faint  almost  for  sight ;  and  some 
>  darkened  hills  stood  boldly  forth 
ng  lustre,  ere  the  boat  attained 
ing-place ;  where,  to  the  sheltering  tree, 
iful  Voyagers  bound  fast  her  prow, 
apt  yet  careful  hands.  This  done,  we  paced 
fields ;  but  ere  the  Vicar's  door 
lied,  the  Solitary  checked  his  steps ; 
3rmiugling  thanks,  on  each  bestowed 
i  salutation ;  and,  the  like 
;,  took  the  slender  path  that  leads 
e  cottage  in  the  lonely  dell : 


But  turned  not  without  welcome  promise  made 

That  he  would  share  the  pleasures  and  pursuits 

Of  yet  another  summer's  day,  not  loth 

To  wander  with  us  through  the  fertile  vales, 

And  o'er  the  mountain-wastes.    **  Another  sun," 

Said  he,  << shall  shine  upon  us,  ere  we  part; 

Another  sun,  and  peradrenture  more ; 

If  time,  with  free  consent,  be  yours  to  give, 

And  season  fitvoors." 

To  enfeebled  Power, 
From  this  communion  with  uninjured  Blinds, 
VIThat  renovation  had  been  brought ;  and  what 
Degree  of  healing  to  a  wounded  spirit, 
Dejdcted,  and  habitually  disposed 
To  seek,  in  degradation  of  the  Kind, 
Excuse  and  solace  for  her  own  defects ; 
How  far  those  erring  notions  were  refonned ; 
And  whether  aught,  of  tendency  as  good 
And  pure,  from  further  intercourse  ensued ; 
This — ^if  delightful  hopes,  as  heretofore. 
Inspire  the  serious  song,  and  gentle  Hearts 
Cherish,  and  lofty  Minds  approve  the 
My  future  labours  may  not  leave  imtold. 


il<VlM<ild>nH>n>jt|L' 


rb  twiiU  round 


.  DtuhbUc  Fteet.  u  PoUcsd  In  lu  tltld-pB^.  itui  j 

Kd  In  !)»-«.     It  U;  Durlj  from  Ihmt  Umo  tilt  I 

thp  lAAt  two  or  threv  mODtbi  uuregArdfd  Hmong  ' 
pen.  without  btLn^  mentlDDed  BTon  la  mj  moat 

te  Mendl.      HtTlnB.  howBTHr,  Impna^oni  npoa  I 

nd  which  nude  nu  QDwUUug  to  dcttroj  tlia  MS.,  | 
mined  to  ondertnlie  Che  reiponilbLlLly  of  pnbllih' 

luring  mj  own  llf^,  rit^er  thui  impoee  npoa  mj  i 
wn  the  tuk  of  deciding  lU  tut.    AccordiDglji  !t 

en  rerljed  with  niTae  cue ;  but,  u  It  wu  *t  tint  < 

I.  ud  li  now  published,  withont  mnj  riew  lo  lU  I 


mom  of  the  Druna,  1  fbll  no  Indncempat 
blin^.  The  Btadj  of  hummn  natDrs  tvg- 
al  trnlta,  that,  u  Id  the  triuli  to  which  Uh 


Advancing  to  Itt  extreme  of  wickedneee,  I  bad 
It  ofipoitanltjca  of  being  JU3  eje-witneti  of  tUi 
,  and  It  was  while  that  kiHwIedge  wat  freah  apon 
nu;,  Ibat  the  Tragedy  itf  "  The  Bordanra  "  *«■ 


'  Faji  de  Cani,^  about  a  league  from 

f  thii  Tm  doei  not  aoawer  to  II*  gtrlk : 

ae  la  hollow  thnnglu 

b  la  the  Oak  of  AllouTlUe,  In  lU  itata  of  natnra. 
id  of  Man,  bowew,  haa  endeaTonrad  to  Impraaa 
a  cfaaraetar  itill  mora  Intereetlng,  bj  adding  a 
I  ftoeUng  to  the  reapect  whldi  Ita  age  uaturmllj 


In  tUa  Ch^wL 
'11       'J  lie  aunumi  naa  oaen  broken  oS  manj  jaara,  but 

^  at  ti  vdrj  large  tree,  and  from  it  rlaea  a  pointed  rxuvi, 
I  c'^rereil  with  almtea,  la  the  form  of  a  ataeplD.  which  b 
I  surmounled  with  an  Iron  Croaa,  that  riaea  Is  a  ple- 
turi-sqiie  Bianner  from  the  middle  of  Iha  laaTn,  lUia  an 
,   ]  uni:ii'ni  Hermitage  aboTs  thsaumnmdlng  Wood. 


It'ToC 


rLadjDfPnco." 


■  To  tie  CbIv.' 
"      L       '  ^a  aa^a  m  ^  — a1 
n  tu  ttie  JHTTSB ;  which  la  mantlD 


w  trunk  haa  been  i 


'  Though  H  h^p*  nia  torahanln — 
'That  jahan  In  jour  f^vahs  aongla  la 
'  Forbolth  m^  and  Ih 


PagaU*. 

■  TU  Stttm  AWen.' 

TIu-  !*torj  of  tUa  Poen  la  from  iba  OmnaD  of  Fura- 


the  Poem,  In  cwnpaity  with  mf  Alnd.  th*  UM  Xr.  Cole- 
Higf.  1  h^paned  to  tkn  la  with  the  i 
nauienfBeqjaodnlaglTeii.    Upon  on 


30  good  oonld  ooma  out  ot  him  j  ha  waa  i 

The  fut  of  mj  dlaeaided  haro'a  fetUnf  th 
if  a  great  dUonh;  with  a  wtmi,  aa  raUtad  I 
wu  Ujld  ma  hj  u  eya-wUneaa. 


Mta*  Ow  Uaa,  *  Omo^  MrtilAv  (iiM  CD 

of  (h«  tlipug— 4  Hfiu  tliiU  hm  b«  jtIt* 
il>«  of  prlnU  ^Uoit,  vLIcli  Ih>  wiiU-<Ui 
lllltiidBadtlSralqlaaiciuUig.    TIwt  ar 


Bu  BaijiuiilB.  In  hii  •EiWlaD. 
lis  kvrtti  Ufl  imund,  a.aA  bapm  m 


tdeattbaubJKt  ud  nltli 
Roci  a*  Hauii  : 


wrded  th»l,  •  wha  n 

i»ed  DoU;  and  wfacj;  -,  Im  a| 

— "—  ~  Bib  CodH;  and  fi" 


Tidar  vf  Eof  Ibh   HltlDrj,  ■ 


iMiiII/  IB  Ihe  TtndictiTa  ii^rit  o« 
Bitcftvlhcr  Bi>  bad  ai  rcpnaoiLod ;  ' 
child,  u  Hme  wriHn  wuald  hare  t 


tM  AiuUa  VhiKD^  In  hli  Baakn(NobiUl.i,  | 
Lord  CUBiird.  wbo  mu  tlmi  blmscK  .ml; 

b*ean  IMa  llniv  ;  bad.  tfaerHarr.  would  be  I 
Ihinlc  [liat  tlie  Eul  of  Ralland  might  Iv  tnnil 
IWun  hi!  joath.— But,  iDdejicndcnl  of  Itiit  a 
miKl  and  ungv  OHO.  Ihc  F»niily  nt  CUatB 


Ilcnr;,  UiE  labjKt  at  Cbv  F. 
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rerefAehrtaekf^rettareritfpaAttodweUiifi.*  The 
of  Thanet;  the  preient  possessor  of  the  Estates, 
a  due  respect  for  the  memoiy  of  his  ancestors,  and 
per  sense  of  the  ralue  and  beauty  of  these  remains 
tiqnity,  has  (I  am  told)  giren  orders  that  they  shall 
eserred  from  all  depredations. 

Page  158. 

'Earth  helped  him  with  the  cty  of  Hood,* 

s  line  is  from  "  The  Battle  of  Bosworth  Field,"  by 
>hn  Beaumont  (brother  to  the  Dramatist),  whose 
s  are  written  with  much  spirit,  elegance,  and  har- 
;  and  hare  desenredly  been  reprinted  lately  in 
aers'  Collection  of  English  Poets. 

Page  159. 

'And both  the  imdjfing  Fish  that  tu/lm 
Through  BoneeedU'Tam,'  Ac, 

t  Imagined  by  the  people  of  the  country  that  there 
no  immortal  Fish,  inhabitants  of  this  Tarn,  which 
I  the  mountains  not  far  from  Threlkeld. — Blenoa- 
,  mentioned  before,  is  the  old  and  proper  name  of 
fountain  rulgarly  called  Saddleback. 

Page  169. 

*^rmottr  rrutkng  <n  hi*  Batte 
On  tiW  blood  of  Clifford  eaOe.' 

i  martial  character  of  the  Cliffords  is  well  known 
I  readers  of  English  history ;  but  it  may  not  be  im- 
r  here  to  say,  by  way  of  comn^ent  on  these  lines 
nrhat  follows,  that  besides  sereral  others  who  pe- 
i  in  the  same  manner,  the  four  immediate  Progeni- 
if  the  Person  in  whose  hearing  this  is  supposed  to 
oken,  all  died  in  the  Field. 

Page  165. 
'Dion,* 

is  poem  began  with  the  following  stanxa,  which  has 
displaced  on  account  of  its  detaining  the  reader  too 
from  the  subject,  and  as  rather  precluding,  than 
ring  for,  the  due  effect  of  the  allusion  to  the  genius 
ftto: — 

'air  is  the  Swan,  whose  mi^esty,  prerailing 
^er  breeaeless  water,  on  Locarno's  lake, 
lears  him  on  while  proudly  sailing 
[e  leares  behind  a  moon411umined  wake : 
tehold  1  the  mantling  spirit  of  resenre 
ashioos  his  neck  into  a  goodly  curve ; 
iU  arch  thrown  back  between  luxuriant  wings 
»f  whitest  garniture,  like  fir-tree  boughs 
'o  which,  on  some  unruffled  morning,  clings 
>  flaky  weight  of  winter's  purest  snows  I 
-Behold ! — as  with  a  gushing  impulse  heares 
'hat  downy  prow,  and  softly  cleaves 
lie  mirror  of  the  crystal  flood, 
'anish  inrerted  hill,  and  shadowy  wood, 
j^  pendent  rocks,  where'er,  in  gliding  state, 
Hnds  the  mute  Creature  without  risible  Mate 
^  Riral,  sare  the  Queen  of  night 
howering  down  a  silver  light, 
""^^^  bearen,  upon  her  chosen  Farourite ! 


Page  168. 
'tMaghUl* 


*  awhile  the  Uring  hill 


Hired  witb  eonmlsire  throes,  and  all  was  still.' 

DB.  DABWIIf. 


Page  178. 
'  The  WUhing^gaU.* 

*  In  the  Tale  of  Orasmere,  by  the  side  of  the  old  high- 
way leading  to  Ambleside,  is  a  gate  which,  time  out  of 
mind,  has  been  called  the  Wishing^ate.' 

Haring  been  told,  upon  what  I  thought  good  authorl^, 
that  this  gate  had  been  destroyed,  and  the  (opening,  where 
it  hung,  walled  up,  I  gare  wit  immediately  to  my  feeU 
ings  in  these  stansas.  But  going  to  the  place  some  time 
after,  I  found,  with  much  deUght^  my  old  fkroorit* 
unmolested. 

Page  197. 

'  SomeeMiyleM  (Aon  j^,  bed  mors  Cftan  ciiilZ  oontenC* 

ooDimss  or  whtobilsxa. 

Page  311. 
*  WUd  Bedbrtat^' iec 

This  Sonnet,  as  Poetry,  explains  itself  yet  the  scene 
of  the  incident  haring  been  a  wild  wood,  it  may  be 
doubted,  as  a  point  of  natural  history,  whether  the  bird 
was  aware  that  his  attentions  were  bestowed  upon  a 
human,  or  eren  a  liring,  creature.  But  a  Redbreast 
rrill  perch  upon  the  foot  of  a  gardener  at  work,  and 
alight  on  the  handle  of  the  spade  when  his  hand  is  half 
upon  it — this  I  hare  seen.  And  under  my  own  roof  I 
hare  witnessed  affbcting  instances  of  the  creatore's 
friendly  risits  to  the  chambers  of  sick  persons,  as  de- 
scribed in  the  rerses  to  the  Redbreast,  page  105.  One  of 
these  welcome  intruders  used  frequently  to  roost  upon  a 
nail  in  the  wall,  from  which  a  picture  had  hung,  and  was 
ready,  as  monring  came,  to  pipe  his  song  in  the  hearing 
of  the  Inralid,  who  had  been  long  confined  to  her  room. 
These  attachments  to  a  particular  person,  when  marked 
and  continued,  used  to  be  reckoned  ominous ;  bat  the 
superstition  is  passing  away. 

Pi«e  218. 

The  following  is  extracted  ftxnn  the  Journal  of  my 
fellow-trareller,  to  which,  as  persons  acquainted  with 
my  poems  will  know  I  hare  been  obliged  on  other  ooca- 
sions : — 

*  Dumfries,  August,  1803. 

*0n  our  way  to  the  chureh-yard  where  Bums  is  buried, 
we  were  accompanied  by  a  bookseller,  who  showed  us 
the  outside  of  Bums's  house,  where  he  had  lired  the  last 
three  years  of  his  life,  and  where  he  died.  It  has  a 
mean  appearance,  and  is  in  a  bye  situation ;  the  front 
whitewashed;  dirty  about  the  doors,  as  most  Scotch 
houses  are ;  florrering  plants  in  the  rrindow.  Went  to 
risit  his  grare ;  he  lies  in  a  comer  of  the  chmxhyard, 
and  his  second  son,  Francis  Wallace,  beside  him.  There 
is  no  stone  to  mark  the  spot ;  but  a  hundred  guineas 
hare  been  collected  to  be  expended  upon  some  sort  of  mo. 
nument.  *  There,'  said  the  bookseller,  pointing  to  a 
pompous  monument,  '  lies  Mr.  —  (I  hare  forgotten  the 
name) — a  remarkably  clerer  man  ;  he  was  an  attorney, 
and  scarcely  erer  lost  a  cause  he  undertook.  Bums 
made  many  a  lampoon  upon  him,  and  there  they  rest  as 
you  see.'  We  looked  at  Bums's  grare  with  melancholy 
and  painfhl  reflections,  repeating  to  each  other  his  own 
poet* s  epitaph  :— 

'  Is  there  a  man,  Ac. 

'  The  churchyard  is  frill  of  grare^stouM  and  expensire 
monuments,  in  all  sorts  of  fantastic  shapes  obelisk- 
wise,  pillar.wise,  Ac.  When  our  guide  had  left  us  wo 
turned  again  to  Bums's  grare,  and  afterwards  went  to 
his  house,  wishing  to  inquire  after  Mrs.  Bums,  who  was 
gone  to  spend  soiue  time  by  the  seashore  rrith  her  chil- 
dren.  We  spoke  to  the  maid^serrant  at  the  door,  who 
larited  us  forward,  and  we  sate  down  in  the  parlour. 


Tb*  ««ni  wtn  flolotmd  with  n  Uoa  wuh  ;  on  o 
tflteflTaina  ft  nmh.w.nj  rtMk;  oppwriu  tb*. 
ft  dook,  irtilflb  Bunu  mmttani,  tDoneof  hUktIn 
IBC  no«ltHl  »  ■  pFCHDU    The  houH  wiu  dcni 


c  dutli  of  WallKce. 


imberlind  moDDtidni  wllUa  hilti-Tnlle  of  Ellt>liuid, 

ki  piTltllj  deuribsd  Itac  »>nn«kni  which  thli  di<kIi< 
lurhubd  bu  wllti  oun.  whitil  ho  rnakn  gkidditr  >ni,— 
■  HcnilW.  tram  ttw  .ky 
Tb*l  AnnBuiliilD  lUilta  crown,  wlib  k  niu'l  mniiniui  cj< 
Sdiilei  m*  »<T7  dij^.  or  >t  mi  piida  look!  (crttn. 


<Wa  Ulkld  of  Bnnu,  ud  oT  the  proipcct  he 
Iwn  Iwd.  pvrtiaiM  train  hii  own  door,  of  Bklddnv 
bU  Goniihudaai ;  kndulHiiift  ourulrH  in  lb*  fuuj  ibst 
we  nlfbt  hHTe  been ' 


lejBMlM*.    WuwcreunJer^p'^ii. 


ns  of  ditH  Pwnw.  it  -Mil  W  ■v'tHv 
I  admlrMJon  of  (hi  loluilckMd  Jn»ol  tei 
•f  dejindulon  Ib  UrUUb  iHOgg  ud  hi 


•-  J     i.r    .     " -ii«ini|M^ 

WurHi  in  Lord  BroDli^i  Life  at  5lr  f  Wilmj.   ' 


til  thiu  neordtd  1b  tba  Jmn>b«t*r 
le  AniiriHii  tMk  Ilaekfa*ln.  )■  lat  fa 


httirt  IhmE  rhe  fcufl'urlngv  will  be  lruL«Jti»l7.     Upo 
n-Udom  of  n  terj  lor^  m^tditj  i>f  ibe  llriiiib  n 


It  the  Rndtr  will  Hcuie  thi* 


unllon  nhlch  Ihi'  King  oTSwoden  occupied,  and  of  the 

ETinAi-k  mlffht.  pcrhop*.  afl  well  baf«  iKi'n 
3r  [a  thoaa  who  ma;  bi<  la  Bjmpathj  uith 


dliTT^ard  of  uund  philmuphj,  Oibc  I  ba*«  i 
fwliJiKt  t^ndln;  Eo  pncnora^   ■   rav^ial 
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pobUe  mlod)  tiupoagli  a  leraimloni  dread  lest  the  tribate 
dae  to  the  past  should  prore  sn  i^jurioos  incentiTe  for 
tiM  ftatore.  Ereiy  man  deservlog  the  name  of  Briton 
•dde  Ilia  Toiee  to  the  ehorus  which  extols  the  exploits  of 
kit  eoontiTmen,  with  a  oonsdonsnesfly  at  times  orerpow- 
mt^  the  eflbrt,  that  th^  transcend  all  praise— But 
fliis  partlealar  sentiment,  thus  irrealatibly  excited,  is  not 
floffldent.  The  nation  woold  err  grieroasly,  if  she  sof. 
ftrsd  the  abuse  which  other  states  hare  made  of  militaxy 
power  to  prevent  her  flrom  peroeiving  that  no  people  erer 
was  or  can  be^  independent,  flree,  or  secure,  much  less 
f;real»  in  anj  sane  application  of  the  word,  without  a  cul- 
ttration  of  military  virtaes.  Nor  let  it  be  overlooked, 
that  the  benefits  derivable  ftom  these  sonrces  are  placed 
wlQiin  the  reach  of  Great  Britain,  nnder  conditions 
peeoUarly  fisvonrable.  The  same  insular  position 
^riiidi,  bj  rendering  territorial  incorporation  impossible, 
ntbaJj  precludes  the  desire  of  conquest  under  the  most 
•edoctive  shape  it  can  assume,  enables  her  to  relj,  for 
delbnce  against  forrign  foes,  chiefly  upon  a  species 
i  foroe  from  which  her  own  liberties  have  nothing 
to  fbar.  Such  are  the  privileges  of  her  situation ;  and, 
hf  ponnitting,  they  invite  her  to  give  way  to  the  courage- 
maa  inttineta  of  human  nature,  and  to  strengthen  and 
fliem  by  culture. 

some  have  more  than  insinuated  that  a  design 
to  subvert  the  civil  character  of  the  English  people 
hf  nneooslitutional  applicationA  and  unnecessary  in- 
I  of  military  power.  The  nflvisers  and  abettors  of 
a  design,  were  it  possible  that  it  should  exist,  would 
goiltj  of  the  most  heinous  crime,  which,  upon  this 
can  be  committed.  Trusting  that  this  appre- 
arisesflrom  the  delusive  influences  of  an  honour, 
jealousy,  let  me  hope  that  the  martial  qualities 
wlddi  I  venerate  wUl  be  fostered  by  adhering  to  those 
good  old  usages  which  experience  has  sanctioned ;  and 
ty  avaUiBg  ourselves  of  new  means  of  indisputable  pro- 
pardcnlarly  by  applying,  in  its  utmost  possible 
ttiat  system  of  tuition  whose  master.spring  is  a 
of  gradually  enlightened  subordination  ; — ^by  im- 
knowledge,  civil,  moral,  and  religious,  in  such 
tiiat  the  mind,  among  all  classes  of  the  com- 
ity, may  love,  admire,  and  be  prepared  and  accom- 
flUhcd  to  defend,  that  country  under  whose  protection 
Hi  freolties  have  been  unfolded,  and  its  riches  acquired ; 
«-4b|r  jttst  dealing  towards  all  orders  of  the  state,  so  that, 
of  it  being  trampled  upon,couragemay  every- 
oontinue  to  rest  immoveably  upon  its  ancient 
Ibondation,  personal  self-respect ; — by  adequate 
and  permanent  honours,  conferred  upon  the 
; — ^by  encouraging  athletic  exercises  and  manly 
among  the  peasantry  of  the  country ;— and  by 
care  to  proride  and  support  institutions,  in 
during  a  time  of  peace,  a  reasonable  proportion 
of  ttM  youth  of  the  country  may  be  instructed  in  military 


I  have  only  to  add.  that  I  should  feel  little  Ratisfaction 
In  giving  to  the  world  these  limited  attempts  to  celebrate 
010  virtues  of  my  country,  if  I  did  not  encourage  a  hope 
Ant  a  subjject,  which  it  has  fallen  within  my  prorince  to 
Iroat  only  in  the  mass,  will  by  other  poets  be  illustrated 
in  likat  detail  which  its  importance  calls  for,  and  which 
will  allow  opportunities  to  give  the  merited  applause  to 
maoirs  as  well  as  to  thinos. 

Tbo  ode  was  published  along  with  other  pieces,  now 
iaterspersed  through  this  volume. 

Page  258. 

'  IMscipline  the  rule  whereof  is  passion.' 

LoED  Beooxk. 

Page  255.    Sonnet  i. 

If  in  this  Sonnet  I  should  seem  to  have  borne  a  little 
too  hard  upon  the  personal  appearance  of  the  worthy 


Poissards  of  Calais,  let  me  take  shelter  nnder  the  autho- 
rity of  my  lamented  friend,  the  late  Sir  Oeorge  Beaumont. 
He,  a  most  accurate  observer,  used  to  say  of  them,  that 
thdr  features  and  countenances  seemed  to  have  con- 
ftwrned  to  those  of  the  creatures  th^  dealt  in ;  at  all 
•vents  the  resemblance  was  striking. 

Page  255. 

This  is  not  the  first  poetical  tribute  which  in  our  times 
has  been  paid  to  this  beautiAil  city.  Mr.  Southey,  in  the 
'*  Poofs  PUgrimage"  speaks  of  it  in  lines  which  I  cannot 
dopy  myself  the  pleasure  of  connecting  with  my.  own. 

'  Time  hath  not  wronged  her,  nor  hath  ruin  sought 
Buddy  her  splendid  struuUires  to  destroy. 

Save  in  those  recent  days,  with  evil  firaught» 
When  mutability,  in  drunken  Joy 

Triumphant,  and  firom  all  restraint  released. 

Let  loose  her  fierce  and  manyJieaded  beast. 

But  fiDr  the  scars  in  that  unhappy  rage 
Inflicted,  firm  she  stands  and  undecayed  ; 

Like  our  first  Sires,  a  beautifhl  old  age 
Is  hers  in  venerable  years  arrayed ; 

And  yet,  to  her,  benignant  stars  may  bring. 

What  fiUe  denies  to  man, — a  second  spring. 

When  I  may  read  of  tilts  in  days  oi  old. 
And  tourneys  graced  by  Chieftains  of  renown. 

Fair  dames,  grave  dtiaens,  and  warriors  bold. 
If  fancy  wonld  portray  some  stately  town. 

Which  for  such  pomp  fit  theatre  should  be. 

Fair  Bruges,  I  shall  then  remember  thee.' 

In  this  dtj  are  many  vestiges  of  the  splendour  of  the 
Burgnndian  Dukedom,  and  the  long  black  mantle  univer- 
sally worn  by  the  females  is  probably  a  remnant  of  the 
old  Spanish  connection,  which,  if  I  do  not  much  deceive 
myself  is  traceable  in  the  grave  deportment  of  its  in- 
habitants. Bruges  is  comparatively  little  disturbed  by 
that  curious  contest^  or  rather  conflict,  of  Flemish  with 
French  propensities  in  matters  of  taste,  so  conspicuous 
through  other  parts  of  Flanders.  The  hotel  to  which  we 
drove  at  Ghent  ftimished  an  odd  instance.  In  the  pas- 
sages were  paintings  and  statues,  after  the  antique,  of 
Hebe  and  Apollo ;  and  in  the  garden,  a  little  pond, 
about  a  yard  and  a  half  in  diameter,  with  a  weeping 
willow  bending  over  it,  and  under  the  shade  of  that  tree, 
in  the  centre  of  the  pond  a  wooden  {tainted  statue  of  a 
Dutch  or  Flemish  boor,  looking  ineflHsbly  tender  upon  his 
mistress,  and  embracing  her.  A  living  duck,  tethered  at 
the  feet  of  the  sculptured  lovers,  alternately  tormented  a 
miserable  eel  and  itself  with  endeavours  to  escape  from 
its  bonds  and  prison.  Had  we  chanced  to  espy  the 
hostess  of  the  hotel  in  this  quaint  rural  retreat,  the 
exhibition  would  have  been  complete.  She  was  a  true 
Planish  figure,  in  the  dress  of  the  days  of  Holbein  ;  her 
symbol  of  office,  a  weighty  bunch  of  keys,  pendent  from 
her  portly  waist.  In  Brussels,  the  modem  taste  In  cos. 
tume,  architecture,  Ac,  has  got  the  mastery  ;  in  Ghent 
there  is  a  struggle  :  but  in  Bruges  old  images  are  still 
paramount,  and  an  air  of  monastic  life  among  the  quiet 
goings-on  of  a  thinly-peopled  d^  Is  inexi>ressibly  sooth- 
ing ;  a  pensive  grace  seems  to  be  cast  over  aD,  even  the 
very  children.— £iKtraeC/rom  JommaL 

Page  356. 

'  Where wurtmiMng frotU tk$ roAjf  CVesoenl hUach* 

*  Let  a  wall  of  rocks  be  imagined  ftxnn  three  to  six 
hundred  feet  in  height,  and  rising  between  France  and 
Spain,  so  as  physically  to  separate  the  two  kingdoms — 
let  us  fancy  this  wall  curved  like  a  crescent,  with  its 
convexity  towards  France.    Lastly,  let  us  supptme,  thnt 


'  Kit,  Hit  Mt  ^nlill  CaOFm:  IndlinHHlljl 
Oalk  PanvlM  tprlat)  In  Uft .' ' 

M  FonHt  Wat  InhmbCltd, 


might  h< 


la  of 


t  1>  1 


detcriliodt  •»  pfMenl. 
Tli«  aprlos  sppenri  in  i  . 
of  >  Duo]  puJun,  Willi  s  pleumrii-gTsund  nppoilu ;  then, 
liualng  oiid»r  Ihs  prntrmant.  UI<o«  lliB  furm  of  liillle, 
elenr.  bright.  Uiick.  Tlpjmiu  rilL  burelj  wide  cooagh 
lo  umpt  tba  mrililj  of  ■  child  flve  yiuTi  old  to  1e«p 
o>«ril.— MdenleringihagnrdBa.  itjoini,  unof  ■coo™* 
of  n  fen  hundred  ^nnla,  a  ntTeim  mnrh  mon  oonaidH. 
■bio  thao  luelf.  The  Mjiinutiun  of  the  spring  at  nows- 
cUnpn  mult  ban  procured  for  it  tbe  htniDiir  at  bdag 


"The  Blanh-bieh " U  ■  nurroir  BttMin.  wblr.h.  tKer 
a  1an)i  mune  on  the  helgbtr.  coiaealalheibupidKeofs 
■omeirhBl  unrhuiging  prwMco.  overlMpa  It  with  > 
bnuDd,  end,  after  K  fiiil  Df Sao  fiet.  Ibnni  *geln  nriTuiel. 
The  Toul  powsn  at  theee  niul«l  Benin  mi;  Ham  to 
b(«ucE«l«di  balthliwlld«ndBiit«|««tr  wuntlerlj 

mo  frimi  ■  diiUnee.  end  on  wbiil  srmlan  thej  were 


rriird  tile  pecuUarilj  of  II 


i  Approached. 


judiclouilj  directed  to  paTyiotee  mon  itrvrt 
the  buiidiag  ^  lor,  Hea  trota  tbe  proqud,  tbt 
of  Ttew,  vblcb  le  half  wa^  up  the  vplrv.  iddi 


pLaced  within  euf  reai^^— Remembei'  tU 
ainn,  with  the  plain  of  Lombardy  belweea  i 


1  a  most  gratefiil  lichl  fir  no  Eeeli' 


NOTES.                                                                     82a 

Pageara. 

■  ye  UkU  oocujiji 

o«r  Co..-:il-.MU  (muat*  litoyadcg, 
H  f  ar7>e>.'>  ifaaN^' 

ie  of  Ihs  two  eni^tals  ol  the  CanlDo  of  Under. 
1  spot  here  alluded  to  is  cloie  to  the  town, 
1  the  Landenbeij,  fiDDi  the  tjrant  of  that 
e  ehlte.in  formerlj  ilood  there.    On  the  1st 
J308.  the  great  daj  which  the  confederwled 
chwcn  for  the  duUreTancc  of  their  country, 

ires,  lo  tho  fronllcm,  after  hiring  wllneeied 
[Ion  of  their  itrong-holdt.    From  that  Urns 
berg  hat  been  the  place  where  the  Legltlatcra 

rlbed  bj  Ebel,  1*  one  ot  the  most  boantlTal  to 

PageJfiS. 

jci  of  Luecmo  are  rooM,  and  open  al  the 
at  the  psHetiserboa,  nl  Ure  tame  lime,  Ihe 

»  iSe'illaelied  to  the  rafters ;  Ibote  fnim 

i,,„o^.lo«ll.    Sutjeet.  from  the  Old  Te.. 
c   the  paaeenger  ai   he  goes  towards   the 
andthuiefrom  the  Kcw  as  ho  returns.    The 
these  bridges,  as  well  a<  Ihoie  in  most  other 

ly  are  Inttr^menls  admUnbl;  answering  Ihe 

'AUkaUfk-tUfldr. 
■nrWicai.oticr  Tama.' 
,r<ts  were  quoted  to  me  fram  "  Tarrow  Un- 
Slr  Walter  Scatl.  when  I  visited  him  al  Abbot. 

idj  who  had  the  honour  ot  conduulinn  him 

PafTc)!!. 
■iTiJ  irpulAral  rerK." 
iglish  reader  should  be  deilrons  of  knowing 
mjuianedin  thus  describing  tlie  epitaphs  of 

Page  m. 
bo  nngenenms  not  lo  adrert  lo  (ho  religions 

lade  itself  felt,  more  or  leu  stroDglj.  Ihrongb. 
gli.bChun:h;-a  mo.emenl  that  cakes,  (or 
incipie,  ■  dcioul  deference  to  the  roica  of 

lo  (plrll  and  sjstem  of  Ramaniim  bos  been 

I  suspecteit  of  a  leaning  lliat  waj,  if  I  do  not 
grare  charge,  thrown  out,  perhaps  in  the  heal 
■r.,,  against  the  Icsmed  aud  plon.  men  lo 
urs  I  allude.    T  ipeak  apart  from  controrersj' : 
trong  talth  In  the  moral  temper  which  would 
1  present  hj  duing  re.orence  to  the  past,  I 
*  cheerful  au^niTlet  fvr  the  English  Church 

tone  of  pielj  more  earaeit  and  real,  than  that  produced 

in  a  degi«.  which  I  cannot  but  UiuenI,  that  Its  own 
temper  and  judgment  shaU  be  conlroUed  hj  Ibo.e  of 

Page  I7t. 

Withhi  a  couple  of  hours  otaij  arrirol  at  Rome.  I  inw 

fnm  UonU  Plndo,  the  Pine  tn»  ■>  described  in  the 

Mlow-trateller,  "ha  happened  tojoinutal  the  raomcnl, 
that  a  price  had  beeu  paid  ftir  It  bj  the  late  Sir  Ii.  Beau- 
mont, upon  condition  that  the  projjrietor  should  not  act 

Page  177. 

BBlonitod  the  niune}  in  the  lllh   century,  Ihe  gmund 
(eampo)  being  giron  bj  a  Count  Maldo.     The  Ca.naldo- 
lensl,  hoBsrcr,  hore  spread  wide  ai  a  branch  of  Uene- 
diftines.  and  may  therefttre  beclaiied  amonetho  fcvilr. 
BMaoflbe  monastic  orders.    The  sorlelj  comprehend  t 

monasterj  In  which  Ihe  monks  here  reside.  Is  beauliftill;i 
situated,  but  u  latEC  unallraetira  edifice,  not  unlike-  n 
factocj.    Thehennllage  Is  plaei^dla  aluftier -it]!!  oilit.'r 
region  of  the  forest.    II  eomprchends  between  go  and  m 

an  hiclosed  piece  ot  ground  and  three  »crj  small  npiut- 
menlii.    There  an  days  of  Indulgence  when  tho  hermit 
may  quit  hU  cell,  and  when  old  age  arrives,  he  descends 

monk,  Ibe  subject  ot  these  two  sonnets,  who  sl.ow.^  L,lm 
his  abode  among  the  hcimlli.    It  it  from  him  thut  1  re- 
ceived the  foliowing  parlltnlars.    lie  was  (hen  about  so 
years  of  age,  but  htj  appearance  was  that  of  au  older 
man.    Ha  had  been  a  painter  by  protnilon.  but  on 
laklngordert  changed  hli  nams  from  Santl  to  Raffiello, 
perhaps  with  nn  uncontdout  rehreece  as  well  to  the 

my  fHend  Iliac  ho  had  been  13  j-eart  in  the  heimllnge  and 

mysticol  theology."    On  being  asked  the  uoniei  of  the 
most  rsmous  mysUcs,  ho  enumenited  Scaramdii.  -V.. 

poting  the  work  which  bean  his  name  lo  be  really  hli), 

awellcs.    Thcte  names  may  interest  some  of  my  ntder.. 
We  beard  that  Itaffaeilo  was  then  living  lu  Ihe  con- 

The  reader  will  perceive  that  Ihoto  tonn.ts  were  sui^ 
posed  to  be  written  when  he  was  a  Toung  man. 

PageW:. 

■  IFJtal  .to  iad  (My  !*•  J«>(i- ^  ifcnl. /■ 

In  Jotdce  to  lbs  BeoedicUoes  of  CunaldoB,  hy  whom 

notke,  that  I  saw  among  tbsm  no  otherflgurts  at  all  iv. 

in  Ihis  Sonnel.    What  was  their  oBce.  or  the  moU<o 
which  hroughi  them  u  this  place  ormavtlflcatl<.i.,  which 
they.eoold  nut  bare  appro«^bea  wllhoul  behig  carried  lu 

funliitr  kept  fi 


rastoHordi  UiocDduf  tli 
Mljlnglhlck  undorlhcp 


PapiITT. 

of  iiiltoa  li  plo-ftidn^lj  codDectad  wtth  YaX~ 
mtajtiMii.  TbflpriilewithwblchllisHnnk. 
previous  qucatina  Imja  m*.  potnted  ODt  bis 


ddooiu,  wbewni  It 

flnden  Ana  thnnHlTiti  fnuukcn  ;  tue  winira£  wdwii  dt 
tbe  t«gLoa  of  YolktmbTOflA  are  dcddnout,  and  apnnd  tr> « 
gnatciUnC;  Ih«ii  nsnr  tbe  convcnl  an.  Indeed.  muttiT 

tlept  of  each  other,  and  Ibiu  compaaiag  lui^  tradi  of 
KtDod  i  ploU  of  which  Eire  perlodlcallr  cut  down.  The 
appdu-riDoc  of  Ibou  uurow  AtenueK,  upon  Keep  ilc^i 

ntuln  bj  being  /orttd  to  f?mw  npitHTde,  U  Dfton  t^ry 
lmpre«rfii!.  MJ  guide.  ab^otabnntfonrMen  jmm  old, 
pointed  tbla  on  lo  me  In  tereni  plusi. 


nillk  ■  gBnvTml  one ;  and  I  ha** 
m  encnwcbinj  upon  aoj  rifhi  H 
1  werciie.  bj  the  reilHniiiD  vhi4 
^ame  of  the  Sodom  Im^KMcd  upon  roe.  nairwiBt 
kToidablj  the  ran^  of  thonf ht.  and  pndn^De.  ISk 

nomaent  of  verto  would  natoraUj  bare  led. 

Har  I  not  TrnlDne.  Uiea.  ID  hope.  (bat.  iBBta 
idnff  a  hladenincf.  bj  uitlcIpatiDn  of  asj  ^rt  ■ 
nbjEct,  Ibeie  aonneu  mtj  rcmiad  Mr.  Dirierldga  ■ 

unotber;'  and  1  WDnld  gladlj  bellim,  thU  - 
~>uddon.~    Dot,  aildn^  pardon  for  lUa  fiscj.  I  I 

fat4d  vrhlch  can  enter  apon  nch  pkraaant  "all 
vivlng  and  ^rlnf  intp^raUofL 
rer  the  niad*  of  Poeli  Iw  ] 
oeknoirledped  firom  tbe  earii«t  af¥1  -, — thnnek 
-—  ■  LBmonnj-lTUqaeingloriaa' of  TUgtLdM 
apofllrophe  lo  the  grfat  rtrcrt  of  <h*  « 
itnpla  ^aoolatlai  ef  Bl 
ohoten.  if  t  rHoQect  right,  hi  Ur.  Odleridn  »  a  ■ 
\a  hit  efuhrjo  "  Brook.'] 

■  Tbe  Unie  nic  Pd«i  ctpt  tend  her, 


•JfowMj*  U(  AidaH/oiw. 

and  intn,  loe  Fonjlh- 

PaceHt. 
'  Tile  iN«r  Duadm,' 


"TheBeaolieiDfBprine,  iJut 
JoMpb  Bjmpeon.  He  na  ■  ni 
•docaled  In  the  vala  of  Gi 


'  The  lettioE  Sun  di«plnyi 
Hie  visible  great  ronod,  hetn-wn  jon 
Ai  IbTDUirh  Ivo  ihadj  tUITl.' 


I'.golf 


Ira  Ibeir  mdiatK*  >h 
glauy  ice  o'enpn* 

trnule  foot  In  lenellietiiac  a 
eli.<.llbi^oal.pl«id.)isk 
with  tott  effnlEvDce  irVanu ; 


Hi^  wu  ■  man  of  . 
Brief' noUcta  ofhla 


roip-wing  upon 
intention  -cnl. 


appoarann.  a*  thej  hi 


bou^  oear  lU  bulks : 


I  ipecltfi  of  fowl,  pbrdculvlf 


id  perfection  of  be 
can,  uUUtj.  or 


n  the  nuntln  of  fiydsl  IkIio,  a  coin 
iiered  lery  !»tr1y.~Thc  Bamn  Fu 

iprpiiiTelj  bitiuted  half-way  donil  t 
of  Ihe  roBd  Ihu  deicendi  from  Itard- 
>.    It  tau  ...ciped  Iho  not 
i(  but  B%liily  mcnliuned  lj 


ui  tiqpatience  to  rove  imon^  Iti  iutbwit7Ei,  to  bo  Ri-ntcd 

^□g  '  ^oiMl-iaoiTO^Ts '  u  he  polled  tho  open  doort ; 
at  creniDir,  vhen  fho  tun  Ib  tet.  uid  a  peftrlj  Upht 


country  pDople  ckU  kt  ■■  plfun^n  Outreh^" 
"be  rcBder  who  nmj  hare  b«CQ  inlernBtod 
^olng  3oanBCi,  {which  together  niiLj  be  com 
Fdbh,)  wUI  not  bedlipleoed  to  Had  hi  Uil>  p 

henilT*  OuUt  to  Uf  Lata,  hitol>  pobllihed.  '  The  roaA 
ItAdin^frtHu  CoDlBton  to  BrouifhfoQia  overhigh  ^ouod, 
Bnd  commaodi  a  tIcw  uf  the  Itinr  Dnddon ;  which,  at 
blah  water,  ii  a  grand  light,  hailng  the  beautiful  and 
f^rtUo  liDJi  of  Lnncuhim  luid  ComherUnil  itntchlng 
Each  waf  IKim  lu  margin,  la  thli  eitDnilie  tIcw,  the 
bceoroanireliiilsplajcdin  ■  wonderful  inrlet;  of  hill 
anddale;  vt-uodadgrounilfl  andbulldln^i^  nmongit  the 
latter  Broughlon  Tower,  leatud  on  the  crown  of  a  bill, 

BUT  InltreiC  Pertillt/  on  each  ilde  li  gTBduallj  di- 
mlidihed,  and  Ion  In  the  rapnior  helghu  of  Blackcumb. 
lo  Cnmberland,  and  the  high  tandi  between  Kirkhj  and 
Ulrermtona. 

'The  road  from  Brogfrhlon  lo  aealhwalle  !■  on  the 
hanki  of  the  Snddon,  and  on  Iti  LancanlOre  aide  It  la  of 
(arfovi alerallooi.  Theriier  lien  amusing  companion, 
OBtwhBabnwUoc  and  tumbUnK  oicrrockj  prcdi^eu, 
mUI  the  BgltaUd  water  becomei  ifiiin  calm  hjorrliing 
I  UBOOtheF  and  leii  iirtdplloui  bed.  buIlUconne  li 
B  icalD  raSed,  and  the  current  thrown  Into  ercij 
taiic^  ot  finim  which  the  rockj  channel  of  a  rJTer  can 
Kin  ta  nraHr.'— fida  Crun'i  OVUt  lo  (AiZuto,  (ol  I. 

Aflor  aU,  the  truTcUer  would  he  moM  gralUled  who 
alioold  apprvach  thii  beautiful  Btream,  n^thor  at  ita 
aonrcB,  aa  ig  done  In  the  S<nineU,  nor  ftom  Iti  tomdna- 
ti«n ;  but  tron  Conlaton  oirr  Walna  Scar :  flnt  dcuend- 

o*  the  loan  nlndlng  rale  'through  which  flowi  the 
Saddon.    Thii  receia,  towardi  the  cloie  of  September. 


4eii,  he  would  be  oowilKng  lo  mo 
From  a  reluctance  to  reUnqnlih  w1 
Ihtm  an  apprehemlau  of  dfiturhing, 


it  the  IT 


foaming  brook  ; 
10  beholdi.  than 


r  inan;  of  the  trecj  faded,  but 
tmlj  enchanting.    At  a  point 

I  to  dIminUh  their  Importanee, 
IvelT  halt    On  Ibo  forcgnHind. 


one  oppQflte  is  called  WaLLt-a' 

character.  The  cAoatie  aapccl  of 
by  Hid  oipreiiloa  of  a  >craai|er 

hiihotC,  "WhDtway'faahadho 
-'Aihrultle/HiiAed.'" 

The  bed  of  tlie  Duddon  la  I 
fragment*  of  focki  fallen    ft 


deaolale  places,  I  mjielf  hare  had  proof;  for  one  night 
an  hnmcniB  man  of  rock  fell  upon  the  rerr  ipot  whne, 
with  a  ftiend,  I  had  lingered  Ihc  daj  before.  '  The  con. 
oiiilon.'  laji  Mr.  Green,  iiKuiklng  of  Iho  erent,  (for  he 


following  Inicription ' — 

'  In  mcmor;  of  the  Reverend  RobenWelki 
the  Ifith  of  June,  iai».  In  the  OSd  jeai  of  h 


lodledlhesathof  Jon 


In  the  parlih-Rglitcr  of  Senthwalie  Chapel,  la  tl 

'  Butied,  Jnne  S8Ui.  the  Rer.  Robert  Walker.  Ho  w 
curate  of  SealhwallE  ilitf-nii  ^reon.  He  wai  a  mi 
■lingular  for  hl>  temperance,  iDilaicrj,  and  Intent j.' 

Thia  indliidnal  U  [he  Taator  alluded  to.  hi  t 
elghlcenlh  Sonnet,  u  a  worthj  i 


ctof  hli< 


itrj 


life  lUf  h  doubla 

it  l(  wortliy  of  being 


{.  la  Snlbwsllo;  be  wu  Ihs  jmingant  at  tirelie 
devil.     Hlh  rUcHt  ttrthlhfr.  wfaa  Lnhcrited  Ihs 
bmlljf  uUIr,  died  at  Uniler-crsg,   agsd  niDctji 
'idnit  twenty -four  Te>n  older  itiiD  tha  >u1t|ect  of  this 
(mnoir,  -who  wb>  bom  of  the  iinu  mother,  noboit  • 
i  ilckly  Influit '.  and,  Ihrongli  hit  bDjbood  Hud  joutli. 
«DtJDiiliif!  to  bo  of  delicolo  fhime  and  tendnhen^  ^ 

»  able  lo  oim  n  Uvetihiiod  by  bodUj  Ubour,    A(    " 
'  Udren  boEDp  toufhC  to  rend  mid  wi 


(hip  wilb  them ;  ud,  1  b. 
Kn  exeeedfOf^Lj  HmtliAed 
bow  thootd  the;  be  dlitnli 
*f  to  inaeh  worth  dnd  probltj 
wbo,  for  bia  CBDdour  and  meclco 


It  are  bMpfij  Bnttnt  ih 
Hi  ODUilinlt}  and  Mn«> 


thee 


DtBiiteled  fa 


ant,i,tb 


■  called  upon,  probsbly.  in  tl 
■re  than  reading,  wrldng,  i 


Bcamo  iiualiflcd  fOr  taklai 
In  the  lale  of  Conialoa,- 


ni^^bboarbood.  he  Acqui 

iwlcdESoftheebiMlci.Bndl 

holjrordere.    Vpon  bli  onllni 

other,  Seitthwilte!  In  hii ' 
youn;  peniOD  on  ivhom  hie  aB 


he1|iimiEfl  of  a  man  entorla^r  upon  a  plan  ol 

be  had  markod  ont  for  hlnuElC    Bj  her 

had  tiorsd  ap  a  anull  lom  of  monax.  ollh  wtdeh'ther 

iKgan  holuekeeplng.    In  1T3S  vt  ITM,  he  enb 

■  ■    rnracj ;  nod,  ninfteei.  jenr*  anirwardi.hli 


land  In  the  (ame  |dace. 

F»oii  TOM.  Rty.  Bob 

>  me'br  Hr.  C .  and  I  thmtM  taan 

nnwdiats  anewer.  but  the  band  tt  T 
iirlng faear^ Bpno  an  ■miabla  r''lEi  nf  rnnjimi  piilri 
>enl,  batta  aloce  taken  from  me  ■  ptuBiaiiig  fhi,  iliU 
liedlKoiieoUteioolbcruwpiaulnjylaaaliilbilMiiil;  I 
though  wa  ban  jet  sigh)  ll>in(.  all  hAUhAil.  bafbt 

Zaccheua,  afed  almotE  Dlj;bteeii  feara;  EliiabetL  lii' 
teenjauaand  ten  nonthi ;  Marf.  SAkbi  lEanlkB-  ' 
tceii  Jean  otid  three  monthi;  Sarah,  tan  jnn  nl  i 
tbm  moDtfaa;  UabeJ,  right  jeara  and  Ihro  mVu-.  \ 
William  Tjvm,  three  yeut  and  rieht  milhi :  aad 
lear  and  Ihree  Dioollu :  bedte  la 

aged  batween  nine  and  t» 
IM  Init.  lannarf ,  agnd  A 

-    -hiti.  b  n 


Biihofi  of  Chi?>l«r  r«»mm«a<le<I  th«  ichcmii  of  joining 
Ihe  conK7  <rf  Ulpha  to  Ibc  condguomoncof  Seitliirmlle, 
DDd  tbB  nDuiiDOIiQii  mi  oSircd  to  Ut.  Walker ;  but  aa 


■ir  hi 


■nlng  o 


I  inch  ohJKtlon 


be  dlMgTHible  to  inj  Auditory  qt  Soathirkite,  ai  Ihtj 
havft  beea  aLvnji  Jicctuconud  to  double  ilnlj.  aad  tho 
inbaUlanti  of  Vlphi  dnpulr  of  b^ng  able  to  luppurt  ■ 


our  Lord, 
d  Ulpba, 


pmi^  bU  ttaooghlf  Id 

in  ■  Kcond  Inner  Id  the  ouaop  o 

'Hi  Lou>,— I  bun  the  bTou 
lastHDt,  And  am  tioudiaRj;  obii 
Dlpb»  ■ffair  :  If  thU  carmcj  ehoul 
■bip^  huda.  I  muld  beg  leace 

conttDI  amoog  (he  iohsWunti  u( 
tfaioUiig  IhemieirH  iliKliied.  b. 
xmaXj,  or  noglepted  la  the  <Jaf; 

I  would  wUlinglj  avoid.'    And  in 

oRuiDa.  '  dxlring,  It  il  be  poiil 

Ttie  jenr  ftiUoiring.  Iha  mrm 
kf:itn  lagmuiud  -  and.  to  ciTrct  i 
ponndt  bad  b«en  adtanced  bj 
land*  werepurchaicd  with  eighth 


■Tbel 


T  (mj 


Ea«on  of  Dj  flHiig  jour  Grace  the 
ton]  la  dedrout  of  oiferlng  hbnaelf 


ordlmilkrD  ;  the  Drat,  no  Iht  Kth  initut,  ao  that  hli 
papen  could  not  be  trKolniillrd  la  doe  tbna.  At  ha  li 
DOW  fnllx  at  mgt.  and  I  haie  aflbrdid  hbn  adoAtlon  la 
the  utnuHt  of  mj  abiUtj,  it  wvuM  ghe  ma  fTt«l  lada- 
fkelion  (If  jov  Oraee  would  lake  him,  aad  Bod  Mm 
quallfted)  to  bare  him  ord^ned.  Bit  eautllDlInii  haa 
been  Undrr  for  ansa  jean ;  ha  aatanil  the  e-Mif  of 
Ihtbtln.  bat  bia  health  wosid  not  permll  him  to  eontlaiM 


The  ■ane  man,  who  wai  thna  tlbrral  In  111*  pdnraUDIl 
of  hii  Dumerout  fUmllj,  wai  aran  munlBnnl  In  I 
iritallt^aaapariibprleit.  Erirj  Sanilajr,  wan  aer 
upon  tbe  long  table,  at  which  he  haa  bean  iltwrl 
■iithig  with  a  child  upon  hli  knee,  Difiiaa  of  broih,  tar 
Ihe  reftrBhineDl  of  Ihoie  of  hLi  nngrejfntioh  wliu  i-j 
froD]  a  dietonef,  and  nauall/  tooh  (heir  •«■(»  aa  pan 
aoarwljpoMlblalhat 


cuHom  could  hsT< 
of  hli  oore ;  and  < 

famll;,  for  thli  gn 
providKl  by  drriil 


■  hiCh 


*tj  foollaldj.'  and  pnimMng  ta  aand 
.nc>  annuallj  t<a  lb*  •an        -      ~ 


1  eaanot  forbear  lo  Iraneeriba  IL  '  We 
Ifeaodhimaeir,  'areln  uor  wr>nl*d  eUti 
rlog  for  the  haa^  atrldet  of  old  age  knM 
r  dour,  and  (brtalenlnglT  Ulling  ua,  ■■  i 
al,  but  muat  aipect  era  long  to  lake  our  1 


Pra;  pardon  di/  Hflael  Id  anawer  Jira 

BOOuar  from  joo.  to  aagmeot  the  rnlrlli  in  llx  r.-hrtalmai 

boUd^i.    Wlahlat(  jou  all  the  pleaaurH  i r  th«  appmarPi* 

Ing  aeaeon,  I  am,  dear  Sub,  wllh  laatlnf  ilmvrllj.  fin* 

BlTactloiuulj, 

'  lloaiaT  W4»n.' 

He  lored  old  nutAme  uil  <M  iiace*,  and  la  aMM 


Ac*  to  hie  Dwn.  Jeit  he  «hf'a14  h*  jH>pAM^  fpf  en|44tl^r— 

fr^  tcacUiif  tchofl ;  ■orb  a*  r'^ild  ikK"r<t  Ui  ytf.  t*r* 
him  what  Ihej  p4eawd.  Wh«i  r*T/  fftrrt.  ha«tfi4 
Itqit  B  diarr  of  bia  evpcnm.  h-rwrrr  trMttnt.  Ih*  Ufxt 
amnniil,  u  (ha  eBd  of  Ifca  f  xr.  inrprien:  Mai :  aad  tr^m 
(hat  Ibsa  Iha  mla  M  Ma  Hf*  waa  in  h-  arnwMriul.  ivM 
Ma  daeesH  b*  Mt  b>hliu)  him  ba  Im  * 


prondalBg  waj  lA  ae^iBira  '  Ibe 
■B  BOBeei  uTeuDooa  tor  amwtlf.  aia  WurrVmr.  m  Itr  " 
in  life,  baa  bees  irrepniaf  tiabia  ;  md  I  liopa  h*  will  km 
datresrrata,  in  prineiplea  oi-  pr»rtl™.  frrm  ih*  pnuvpu 
Bad  paBani  of  aa  Indnigeol  parml.  It-nr  traiv'i 
bemnUe  recapdon  of  Ibia,  bnn  a  iflrtaiH  rorwr  if  Om 
dtescB^  and  BB  obaemi*  haod,  will  aeiu  Alia)  xnultade. 


whole  nlghf 

athitdtlk.     Hie  garden  alio  WBl  tilled  hj 

Induitr;  for  the  humUcit  use*,  ta 

d  I  he  had  a  right  of  pailnjage  upon  the 

frequently  bent  upon  leeular  cone 

r  a  few  sheep  and  a  caupls  of  cowt,  which 

InJUTj  to  the  mors  precioof  pwta 

eould  Ihe  powen  of  Intellect  th 

Lejolimd  the 

disputed.  In  Ihe  midst  ot  elccmg 

renting  two 

or  thne  acre.  In  additioa  to  hU  own  lau 

unfarouralde,  and  wheni,  to  Uh  d 

oTglcbe  ;  and  the  hnmhlort  drudjtetT  which 

mind,  so  email  a  porllon  of  tlnM  i 

n  of  Ihcie  flcldi  required  wb»  performed  bj 

himself. 

He  alto  a 

onl;  for  being  chute  and  pore, 

.henrlng  the 

which  II  wai  ferrent  and  ehiqv 

bo  was  emlnentlT  deitcnnii.    Tbej.  In 

warn  correct,  rimple,  and  anlnuti 

Mnpllmcntni  him  with  the  present  of  a 

tioni  •offer  inoTO  than  Ui  Intelli 

hnjcock.  gr 

all.,  to  aU  the  dntie.  of  hie  pai 

tIpuUr  lervt 

e  than  el  a  general  acknowledgment.    The 

and  newlj  "he  nerer  sent  emptj 

m  a  strict  sente  kept  holj ;  the  Sundaj 

—the  sick  wiro  rltlted;  and  the 

fjiinilT  praj 

r.     The  principal  fotiral.   appointed  bj 

found  further  eiandae  amons  a 

the  Church  • 

other  dej  In 

the  week,  throngh  e'«7  week  In  the  year. 

which  his  talenta  for  botlneii  n 

bewnliiuxi 

antlj  occopied  In  work  of  hand  or  mind ;  not 

and  the  dltintercetedneu,  Impartj 

■Uowlnic  a  m 

omentfor  recreation,  except  upon  a  Batur. 

which  he  maintained  in  the  man 

.  when  he  Indulged  himself  with  a  News- 

confided  to  hltn,  wen^  Tirtnea  eel 

own  coudtnee  from  rallgloiu  o 

Bod  tnnper 

•ucb  conduct  hU  to  remind  tboM 

elndustiT.    Nothing  to  whieh  the  name  of 

■I^t  nobler  than  law  or  eoitom 

lninT7  coul< 

be  given  wae  there  known :  In  the  tatter 

partofhlil 

e.  indeed,  when  tea  had  been  brooght  Into 

afltordod,  that.  »  in  the  praetiM 

almo.t  „ene 

was  no  guile,  >o  in  hi.  faith  than 

■urh  or  ht. 

roof,  and  hn 

occaslooa,  telllibneaa,  abaHnacj,  a 

where  ;  but 

neither  he  nor  hit  wife  erer  partook  of  it. 

gi.e  waj  before  the  breathing* 

The  mlmcn 

worn  b)  his  famil;  was  cDmel;  and  decent. 

lalnti;  Integrity,    It  ma;  be  pres 

humble  congregation  were  liitcDl 

•^  "f°^o" 

dci^aic  of  tbltt  thriftjF  pair,  their  cottage 

eontalncd  ■ 

boun  ■>  thenselro,  and  do  u 

.iloth,  B^ren 

from  thread  of  their  awn  .pinning.     And 

nnto-thal peculiar eBcacywaa  g 

II  l>  miiM-k 

ble  thnt  the  pew  In  the  chapel  In  which  Ihe 

fiaMy  u-od 

to  lit.   remains   neallj  lined  with  woollen 

cloth  iiinn  bj  the  pmlor'.  own  haadi.    »  li  Ihe  onlj 

actione  were  daUj  setting  before  ti 

pewlo  tbo 

The  afternoon  serriee  In  th*  e 

other  Install 

0  of  hit  conformitj  to  the  dollcnte  nccem- 

inodutloni  o 

modem  times.    The  fuel  of  the  honiB,  Uke 

sedou.  andltoi?  1  th.  le»on  (hm 

that  of  IhH 

from  tha  m 

M>»  bT  their  own  Ubonr.    The  lighta  bj 

which,  In  th 

wiiller  crcnlnga,  their  work  was  pcifbrmad. 

emptauls,  ftcqiunllT  drawinf  tenn 

iMring  .  laMng  lapmtlon  up. 

hr  u-»l  <n  th 

;'?,  !^v''.'!!^Ll'^,7-""  ""!•',"  tl^, Mli.'hm:-' 

devotional  frcliniH  and  the  powen 

ft  certain  clefgyinan  has  regularly  officiated  above  sixty 
years,  and  a  few  months  ago  administered  the  sacrament 
of  the  Lord's  Supper  in  the  same,  to  a  decent  number  of 
devont  communicants,  \tter  the  clergyman  had  re- 
ceired  himself,  the  first  company  out  of  the  assemoly 
who  approached  the  altar,  and  kneeled  down  to  be  par- 
takers of  the  sacred  elements,  consisted  of  the  parson's 
wife ;  to  whom  he  had  been  married  upwards  of  sixty 
years ;  one  son  and  his  wife ;  four  daughters,  each  with 
her  husband ;  whose  ages,  ail  added  together,  amount  to 
above  714  years.  The  several  and  respective  distances 
£rom  the  place  of  each  of  their  abodes,  to  the  chapel 
where  they  all  communicated,  >vill  measure  more  than 
1000  English  miles.  Though  the  narration  will  appear 
surprising,  it  is  without  doubt  a  fact  that  the  same  per- 
sons, exactly  four  y^m  before,  met  at  the  same  place, 
and  all  joined  in  performance  of  the  same  venerable  duty.' 

He  was  indeed  most  zealously  attached  to  the  doctrine 
and  frame  of  the  Established  Church.  We  have  seen 
him  congratulating  himself  that  he  had  no  dissenters  in 
his  cure  of  any  denomination.  Some  allowance  must  be 
made  for  the  state  of  opinion  when  his  first  religious 
impressions  were  received,  before  the  reader  will  acquit 
him  of  bigotry,  when  I  mention,  that  at  the  time  of  the 
augmentation  of  the  cure,  he  refused  to  invest  part  of  the 
mon^  in  the  purchase  of  an  estate  offered  to  him  upon 
advantageous  terms,  because  the  proprietor  was  a  Qua- 
ker;—whether  from  scrupulous  apprehension  that  a  bless- 
ing would  not  attend  a  contract  framed  for  the  benefit 
of  the  church  between  ];)ersons  not  in  religious  sympathy 
with  each  other ;  or,  as  a  seeker  of  peace,  he  was  afraid 
of  tiie  uncomplying  disposition  which  at  one  time  was 
too  frequently  conspicuous  in  that  sect.  Of  this  an 
instance  had  fallen  under  his  own  notice  ;  for,  while  he 
taught  school  at  Loweswatcr,  certain  persons  of  that 
denomination  had  refused  to  pay  annual  interest  due 
nnder  the  title  of  Church-stock* ;  a  great  hardship  upon 
the  incumbent,  for  the  curacy  of  Loweswater  was  then 
scarcely  less  poor  than  that  of  Seathwaite.  To  what 
d^^ree  this  prejudice  of  his  was  blameable  need  not  be 
determined ; — certain  it  is,  that  he  was  not  only  desirous, 
as  ho  himself  says,  to  live  in  peace,  but  in  love,  with  all 
men.  He  was  placable,  and  charitable  in  his  judgments ; 
and,  however  correct  in  conduct  and  rigorous  to  himself, 
lie  was  ever  ready  to  forgive  the  trespasses  of  others,  and 
to  soften  the  censure  that  was  cost  upon  their  frailties. — 
It  would  be  unpardonable  to  omit  that,  in  the  mainte- 
nance of  his  virtues,  he  received  due  support  from  the 
partner  of  his  long  life.  She  was  equally  strict,  in  attend- 
ing to  her  share  of  their  joint  cares,  nor  less  diligent  in  her 
appropriate  occupations.  A  person  who  had  been  some 
tfane  their  servant  in  the  latter  part  of  their  lives,  con. 
eluded  the  panegyric  of  her  mistress  by  saying  to  me, 
**  She  was  no  less  excellent  than  her  husband ;  she  was 
good  to  the  poor ;  she  was  good  to  every  thing ! "  He 
survived  for  a  short  time  this  virtuous  companion.  When 
she  died,  he  ordered  that  her  body  should  be  borne  to 
the  gprave  by  three  of  her  daughters  and  one  grand- 
daughter; and,  when  the  corpse  was  lifted  from  the 
threshold,  he  insisted  upon  lending  his  aid,  and  feeling 
about,  for  he  was  then  almost  blind,  took  hold  of  a 
napkin  fixed  to  the  coffin ;  and,  as  a  bearer  of  the 
body,  entered  the  chapel,  a  few  steps  from  the  lowly 
parsonage. 

What  a  contrast  does  the  life  ot  this  obscurely-seated, 
and,  in  point  of  worldly  wealth,  poorly-repaid  Church- 
man,  present  to  that  of  a  Cardinal  Wolsey ! 

'  O  'tis  a  burthen,  Cromwell,  tis  a  burthen 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  who  hopes  for  heaven ! ' 


•  Mr.  Walker's  charity  being  of  that  kind  which 
'  seeketh  not  her  own,*  he  would  rather  forego  his  rights 
than  distrain  fur  dues  which^  the  parties  liable  refused, 
as  a  point  of  conscience,  to  pay. 


We  have  been  dwelling  upon  images  of  peace  in  the 
moral  world,  that  have  brought  us  again  to  the  quiet 
enclosure  of  consecrated  ground,  in  which  this  venerable 
pair  lie  interred.  The  sounding  brook,  that  rolls  close 
by.the  church-yard,  without  disturbing  feeling  or  medita- 
tion,  is  now  unfortunately  laid  bare  ;  but  not  long  ago 
it  participated,  with  the  chapel,  the  shade  of  some 
stately  ash-trees,  which  will  not  spring  again.  While 
the  spectator  from  this  spot  is  looking  round  upon  the 
girdle  of  stony  mountains  that  encompasses  the  vale, — 
masses  of  rock,  out  of  which  monuments  for  all  men 
that  ever  existed  might  have  been  hewn — it  would  sur- 
prise him  to  be  told,  as  with  truth  he  might  be,  that  the 
plain  blue  slab  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  this  aged 
pair  is  a  production  of  a  quarry  in  North  Wales.  It  was 
sent  as  a  mark  of  respect  by  one  of  their  descendants 
from  the  vale  of  Festiniog,  a  r^on  almost  as  beautiful 
as  that  in  which  it  now  lies ! 

Upon  the  Seathwaite  Brook,  at  a  small  distance  firom 
the  parsonage,  has  been  erected  a  mill  for  spinning 
yam ;  it  is  a  mean  and  disagreeable  object,  though  not 
unimportant  to  the  spectator,  as  calling  to  mind  the 
momentous  changes  >vrought  by  such  inventions  in  the 
firame  of  society— changes  which  have  proved  especially 
unfavourable  to  these  mountain  solitudes.  So  much  had 
been  effected  by  those  new  powers,  before  the  subject  of 
the  preceding  biographical  sketch  closed  his  life,  that 
their  operation  could  not  escape  his  notice,  and  doubt- 
less excited  touching  reflections  upon  the  comparatively 
insignificant  results  of  his  own  manual  industry.  But 
Robert  Walker  was  not  a  man  of  times  and  circum- 
stances :  had  he  lived  at  a  later  period,  the  principle  of 
duty  would  have  produced  application  as  unremitting; 
the  same  energy  of  character  would  have  been  displayed, 
though  in  many  instances  with  widely-different  effects. 

With  pleasure  I  annex,  as  illustrative  and  confirma- 
tory of  the  above  account,  extracts  firom  a  pa];)er  in  the 
Christian  Remembrancer,  October,  1819 :  it  bears  an 
assumed  signature,  but  is  known  to  be  the  work  of  the 
Rev.  Robert  Bamford,  vicar  of  Bishopton,  in  the  county 
of  Durham ;  a  great-grandson  of  Mr.  Walker,  whose 
worth  it  commemorates,  by  a  record  not  the  less  valuable 
for  being  written  in  very  early  youth. 

'  His  house  was  a  nursery  of  virtue.  All  the  inmates 
were  industrious,  and  cleanly,  and  happy.  Sobriety, 
neatness,  quietness,  characterised  the  whole  family.  No 
railings,  no  idleness,  no  indulgence  of  passion  were  per- 
mitted. Every  child,  however  young,  had  its  appointed 
engagements ;  every  hand  was  busy.  Knitting,  spinning, 
reading,  writing,  mending  clothes,  making  shoes,  were 
by  the  different  children  constantly  performing.  The 
father  himself  sitting  amongst  them,  and  guiding  their 
thoughts,  was  engaged  in  the  same  occupations.    "*       ** 

'  He  sate  up  late,  and  rose  early ;  when  the  family 
were  at  rest,  he  retired  to  a  little  room  which  he  had 
built  on  the  roof  of  his  house.  He  had  slated  it,  and 
fitted  it  up  with  shelves  for  his  books,  his  stock  of  cloth, 
wearing  apparel,  and  his  ntensils.  There  many  a  cold 
winter's  night,  without  fire,  while  the  roof  was  glased 
with  ice,  did  be  remain  reading  or  writing  till  the  day 
dawned.  He  taught  the  children  in  the  chapel,  for  there 
was  no  schoolhouse.  Tet  in  that  cold,  damp  place  he 
never  had  a  fire.  He  used  to  send  the  children  in  parties 
either  to  his  own  fire  at  home,  or  make  them  run  up  the 
mountain  side. 

*  •  •  •  • 

'  It  may  be  further  mentioned,  that  he  was  a  passionate 
admirer  of  Nature ;  she  was  his  mother,  and  he  was  a 
dutiful  child.  While  engaged  on  the  mountains,  it  was 
his  greatest  pleasure  to  view  the  rising  sun ;  and  in 
tranquil  evenings,  as  it  slided  behind  the  hills,  he 
blessed  its  departure.  He  was  skilled  in  fossils  and 
plants ;  a  constant  observer  of  the  stars  and  fiinds  :  the 
atmosphere  was  his  delight.  He  made  many  experiments 
on  its  natm*e  and  properties.    In  summer  he  used  to 
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im  I  iTHS  Tet7  jouiV'  1  hvi  Aa  pLf4ftiint  of 

■eimon,  unciiaod  nnd  itdnnied  b:t  th«  vli- 
haln.  Bad  the  iDthoTilr  of  tirtdp.  hod  luiih 
a  hou^-lieaded 


—Thoofb  bs  Hrnldcd  nil  nll^oai  conlroFEnln,  7 
when  Hf^  bud  allivETd  hla  head,  and  ¥lftiiout  iHetj  hi 
fer-uFed  tx>  hii  appewuice  revnencA  AUd  tUmb  bonDU 
na  oBt,  bBKCTei  ddennlnid  In  hli  hotnd  af  spoitsl 
dMHDt,  could  hare  Uitened  Id  htl  dUcoaniD  on  hcI 
•laillual  hlilorjr  and  anctsnt  llmH,  wilbunt  llilnkia: 
UkE  DOS  of  Ihu  belaied  opostlfi  had  rctumiid  Id  mo 
InUlf ,  nod  hi  Ihat  vale  of  pracE  had  Pinn  10  (Itfnplll 
(Ut  iHMUtT  of  hoUaMii  in  tli»  life  nud  eharacUr  t 
Ur.  ITalher. 


crocpC  iljh^  aljlt  pRtcrred  II 


a  gndoill;  dwnjid. 


n  Pnnidmicg  of  Ood,  cbuw  1:17  Im  u  iliu 


who  oasjeted  Robfrrt  Wallur  ju  bis  flajsicaf  tta 

TalMapnriAnfbterUprcSinl  >  fnalta,  atirt 
falloHiog  vuitt  are  a  pan : 


•  TU  Vnur  I'm  t-f  Ir^UoM'  ■ 

The  Poem  of  160  WWte  Dm  of  R;bt«H  to  Ml 
nalAuilmdlllan,  and  no  (he  BiJIad  InFfnTSOil 


.oludon,  ■■  While  D«,'  ujr  Du  .col  |mitJi  rf  1 
DclGhbonrfaoDd,  'luogefmtlDDcd  lo  mika  a  ■wUii 
grinii^ftwii  R]Fliton«  BTer  Ihi- ^:>!i  •!  riidlnL  ■<  1 
RHuluitlj  IMod  to  ttw  AMmjt  CluiTA.jmM  ta^« 
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.  vrhlth  break  out,  ln!tt«d  u 
ic  Smith  ttl  in  tofl  and  dellclo 
ding  hill]  IxifDiid,  ai>lth-^T  tuo 


n  IVant,  uid  immediauli  ""*"  ' 

a  elm,  aili,  ±c  at  the  Sneil  fmirtli :  ta  I 
lirting  oak  •nwd.  nitli  Jotlinc  poinu  nf  F' 

of  Bolton  Patlt,  the  giMirtb  of  wBtnri 


cent  wai  ■Inion  liwcrtulbla  Itll  of 
'  )«n  sul  QD  bulb  iMn  ul  Uis  rinr. 
'fiik^  Itnlnb  iMid  o|i«a b^  Jndlduui 

I  ininii  Uinnxh  ■  iroodj  glra  to 
■1.  Uw  fhtji:  tl.=n.  Ihe  Wlurf 
.  u  t>Brf  cleft  la  tlw  rwk.  *nil  dm! 


0  (rf  nrk-bailM,  nr'pciCa  of  Ihu  Lliui.'i> 
'  9  Iha  twIlaH  ImlHluaillT  nf  id  munjr  !i< 
,    IlBl.lfliweWh.ff  I.  iMt  10- 
cnu  bf  lU  duop  anil  tol 
E>g>pa  of  11«  110517  8|drit  ■*  tin  W.I. 


■Fomarlj.'  •■;•  Dr.  Whlukn.  ■a»r<h> 
I  ■  tuMir.    Thii  1<  pronJ  Hi  wilf  fKmi  lb> 
illa  u  Uu  tHusliUloa.  "bn  Ibtj  hmM  linta 
Ba«lHrpU».bnlb<nBtlupo4iil«Ifaofafibacbidr, 


1^  fom  Kfe  if^  fD4  eitiBtwy  daof ; 
■  «ad  of  lb.  Kotli  .lain  Df  Bulun  Prioi? 
M  Oslbmnlj  tl.ll,  mud 


of  Lord  CUSerd,  tlu  SbaiilHrd,  la  t 

and  Honour*  of  hi>  ARi-sUnn.''    To  ibu  pnrni  I*  u. 

ne^ed  ■&  u«oiidI  of  Ibto  per«ouf*.  ohUd;  ntrutad 

fpiKD  Dnnu  .nd  KkhgtwB'i  UitVirj  tt  Carubvlaad  .nd 
W«tiiiori>Uad.    f Iflrak  m.  p1«UBrv  In  add  Uw  furtb*r 


r  (smnt.  could  ntmn  lltm.  iiba  bid  liitd  lu  Uw  tif 
r  lUnj  ■  HTTuI  htiBHir.    1  Uilnk  Udi  noUniun  n. 
idcd  tun  •Imoai  HiUnI;  *bra  la  TnTltitaliv.  tor  *U  bl> 
Iwrtsn  nMeh  I  h*rt  wf  B  wa  dU^  U  Dardtn. 
'  lUi  nrl]f  halilu.  nd  Unnni  riTrlinif  inlfd^l  niM. 


rlTm  blin  ■  turn  Ait  obaarvlni: 
bodlui  aBd,  bailnc  pan.'li  1 
Dould  tlwq  b«  procurwl.  be  :ii^ 


*7*ir.fr^na  tho  fkmllj' trldannn.  Ituu  .1 
USS.  DD  Uw  tutiject  ut  Alrtmnjr,  trblob.  fbvii 
l=r,  •p.lUw,  dr..  Bwjr  bUddM  muIdIj  In  rrf 
rdgn  of  UHtjr  Un>  Semuli.  II  Uwat  hbi. 
dcpotlUd  wilb  th*  UBB.  nf  Uu  CUKnk,  11  oiiAl 

bHabcUHOHnflbia-  '■ 

oluOos,  Ihn  bum' 

OU  UCllUllclj  (MB. 

'  In  IbHt  pHccftil  (iHiilsjBwaD  Idn  ClUtutd  iimi  1)10 
irbolo  t*l(;a  of  Oanr;  tb«  aiiaiUi.  ud  Uw  arnjnnor 
liiiHD.  Unl  la  Iha  jurina.  whaBliii«l>lil7)Hn 
Did,  be  wu  .tvolBlad  la  ■  prlndp.1  khbdiuhI  war  Ika 
mnaj  which  tmwhi  tn  risddfn.  ud  abofiid  Outi  Uw 
mUlUo  Cn>l<u  <>(»"  &»»;  hud  uriibs  Iwa  chitted 
la  him  bj  •«•,  nor  txllnculabad  bj  b.blu  of  |wu(. 

•  Ba  HBnirad  Iba  baula  of  PlodiJaB  m  f  a.n.  and  dM 
April  Hrd,  »U,  ifwl  abaai  :a,  I  th.tl  tMlMtwr  k> 
apyniKl.to  tn  blai  a  unb.  lauli.  and  clinotTi.  la  Uw 
cbulr  of  Oh  ctmrch  (/  HoltMi.  u  I  ahwlil  ba  aorrj  Bi 
bfUai*  UiU  ba  m  dcpoalM.  wIkb  daul.  «  •  dl«u» 
rrwn  llw  idM«  nUcli  Is  hia  UfoilBia  ba  knad  ■>  nlL 

■BTbUlutvUlbearonlatadhtt  bsdjr  m  b*  lalmnl 
U  ajiap.  It  ba  diad  In  WaUBenluid  j  or  M  Uel  Wo.  It  ha 
dladlnrorkiUra. 

Wlib  raaptO  U  Iha  Cbmm  if  BoMoa.  Dr.  WUuktf 
tbon  from  HSS.  Omi  bm  obIj  aliAaBj  bol  BUrsaoajr 
wai  B  IhTowfta  vannli  wlr'  "- — 


vq 


li  of  Wstmordand.    9?«  Di 


'  fit  Omt  ofllcr  dif  of  A'ctii 


f  ths  obbq;  0 


Darbam,  ■  ViBion.  Mmioanding  him  1 
Coiporm-ololh,  wlicreniUi  Bl,  Collilltrl  Ail  Cora  lie 
ehatlce  when  be  Died  la  tnj  quuu.  nnil  to  pot  the  eame 
boljrellqtiallkflU  n.  bauner-cltjlli  upaD  the  ptrint  D^  * 
■pear,  And  the  DMt  motning  to  j^o  and  repair  Cd  a  pluce 
UB  the  nmt  ilile  ol  tbo  elty  of  Darfaun.  called  the  Red 
Bills,  when  the  Hidd't  Bower  iront  ta  be,  imd  thwe  to 
remain  and  abUle  lUl  tba  end  of  Ibe  battle.  To  nhioh 
Ti«ion,  Uio  Prior  obejlng,  and  taking  the  isnie  for  a 
revelation  of  God's  prace  and  mercj  by  the  roediadoD  of 
Ilolj  SI.  Outhhert,  did  aceordinglj  the  noit  moming, 
wltb  the  monki  of  the  >ald  abber,  "P^  »  ">«  •^i  ^'^ 
suit,  and  there  most  deronlljbuiuiillDg  and  prinlnilliig 

theoi,  iplth  iotoD^oa  to  have  apoUed  then.  ynX  bad  no 
power  tocennoit  aoj  rlolcnce  under  i 
H>  iKcupled  In  pnuw.  being  protecterl 
the  might;  Protldenee  of  Abnlgbt;  Ood.  and  b;r  tlie 
medlDtiao  ol  BOI}  SL  CulhberC,  aod  the  pruenoe  of  the 
ticjr  relique]  Ajid,  after  manjr  canfticti  and  mrllke 
BKpJoitd  there  had  and  done  between  the  EngllBh  nien 
and  the  Etne  of  Scoti  and  hli  compan;  the  laid  battle 


and  11                                                        St.  CuthTiert  fur  the 

wa>  raneed  bj  an  bnndreJ  and  thinj  nrf  d«r,  »>'  1 

T,  lorj  ad          1  thai  dDj 

petty  of  the  Liml,  which,  together  nith  the  wo^  1 

Thl.  battle  wfl«  a(Urw-ml«  called  tbo  BalOe  of  No- 

rilli  .  Cross  from  the  followine  drrom.lanoe  :- 

air  Stephen  Tempest.    Ihe  .rood.  11  scan  had  H 

roB  ll    pai<   eech  other,   a  melt  notable    fsmaiis,  and 

that  the  ncighlMurhood  most  havo  eihiliud  a  far 

EMdl,  cross  of  s lone-work  was  eroeWd  gad  srl  np  to  the 

honour  of  God  for  the  riclor;  tliero  obtained  in  the  Held 

of  battle,  and  kaonn  by  the  Dame  of  Xevll'i  C^ol^  and 

He.  Norton,  ulio  roH  iu  rcbelUon  with  his  mHUt, ' 

built  at  the  »le  cmt  of  Ibe  Lurd  Ralph  NevU,  one  of  the 

wascieentedatRipon.' 

Kellqiiu  of  St.  rmhtacil  ariFrwoTdl  bl^canio  at  great  im- 

porlanee  In  militnt7  erenU.     For  luon  after  thi>  lialtle. 
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siijs  tlic  inmu  niithor,  '  The  prior  coused  a  gooill]'  and 

' /i.  0«  d«p /ilrH./ J  «nlJ(  i  ■ 

'Atlheeitrrmityuf  Ihepari'hof  RuninLlhtnl 

at  erc.1t  leogtb.l  'and  in  Iho  midst  of  the  Bnmo  banner- 

of  Wbnrf  forks  00"  into  two  |rre.il  branchea.  eoe  uf  ^ 

elolh  wo<  the  lald  holyrcllcjue  and  corporal-cloth  en- 

riier  1  the  other  ii  uiuoUj  called  Liit-^ndalK  bi  b 

lulately  perfected,  thl>  banner  nu  dedicated  to  Holj 

St.  Cutlibcrt,  of  intent  and  purpose  thai  for  Iba  future  it 

runt  along  an  obscnrc  ralley  &om  the  N.V„  Is  dist< 

■huuld  be  carried  to  nnjF  battle,  ai  occoilon  dioold 

Ihin    a    Tcotonio    word,    dgnitirii^    concotnM*. 

Mrre ;  and  wai  ncrer  carried  and  showed  at  nnj  battle 

D..  WHITiUl. 

but  bj  Ihe  eipeeial  gioM   Of  God  AlmlRhtT,  and  tho 

'  mum  (fc  BfOi  0/ ff»(JWM  i>(njrt 

T*cir  S^ftalk  m««-'  £>■  M  I|bl  •■  ■ 

On  one  of  Uie  hell,  of  Rrl.looe  ehu^^^  .birb  « 

Juriouily  bum  the  same  In  btr  Bre.lo  the  open  contempt 

coe-al  Milli  Ihe  building  of  the  low«.  i.  ll.'  'TJ* 

and  disf^raeo  of  all  ancleut  and  goodlj  reliqucH.' — Ej- 

■  t  N.  ■  for  John  Norton,  and  the  molt*  ■  «•»  i*  •!• 

Iractedfrom  a  book  entitlsd,  "Dorluun  Calhtdnl,  i 
Oiioi  before  the  OiMoloiion  of  tho  Monjateij.' 
appears,  from  iha  old  metrical  Hiilor;.  thai  the  it 
mentioned  banner  wu  canicd  by  the  Earl  eC  Gain 
Flodden  Field. 


It  Ia  io  called  to  this  day.  and  ia  thna  daacnbvd  In 

(he  old  waifarn  between  the  Norluni  and  CUAvda. 
a  prfnl  of  .ory  high  graond,  comnnndins  an  iu 
proepect,  and  protected  bj  two  deep  rarisiaa.  an 
remains  of  a  square  tower,  eipreaUy  aaid  ^  IMM 
to  hue  been  built  by  Richard  Kortns.  Tba  woDta 
■ttong  grout-work,  abnnt  foor  feet  thick,  tt  laH 
have  been  three  ecori*a  high.  DreochBI  Itfn  I 
iodoslrion^ly  made  in  all  tha  eidea,  aloioat  10  Ibtpv 

■But  Norton  Tower  was  prabaUy  a  aonatflsM 


•After  the  atlalnd. 
wen  Ibrfelted  to  the  c 
JodortrdorJaiDet; 
Ear]  of  CamberlaDd.* 


Uchanl  Iforton,  U 


r.  Whluker;— 'On  the 


nil  itnii^lilDic  (Kim 


tUccoTenhle,  pidfnE  bfJo^  tbo  oolv  fencv  timt  could  itAiid 


Ih  at  ScoUuiid.    the 


ait]j  lirel  irllh  Itae  lorfua  on 
a  OQUlde.  j»t  io  high  irllhln,  that  wLthoul  viagt  it 
u  impoiilble  Id  cicapo  io  iho  Dppotln  dlfectiun.    Can 

ttatr  feed  than  the  neighbDuring  piirki  or  Tareita ;  and 
oner  It  scqiiiiliiUd  with  the  bkblu  of  Ihue  Kquo- 

mot  conclude  wUhont  reeommondlnB,  ta  Uio 
>f  oU  [onn  or  beauUfUl  tccoct?,  Sulton  Abbuy 
nelghbourbaod.    Tbii  cncbaDllii) 


tuptriou 


t.  WlllLai 


(a  oC  th<  Kma  ; 

t  DatqrHllj  Ud  Io 

wonder  and  gmtilud 


■k  buck  upon  V 
and  oa  the  (lit 


TIm  CathoUc  Ituaallvn.  which  ira>  aj^Inud  In  Parlln- 
vw&t  nbiHil  that  time,  kept  mj  thought!  la  tha  bojdo 

riaalkal  HlitoTj  of  our  Countrj  m.igbt  idiulagcouilj 


tt*  nlflNt,  and  nbiii 


—eh  other,  it  will  prote  i 
I    wfckk  I  va  nin  mj  Mend  I 

I        rortlMeoD'eniencenf  pi 


leader,  it  i>  k  bo  hoped,  will  find  that  the  pletiina  an 
9  no  ubjcrtiun  but  die  thil  bran  opon  the  Foet  out;— 


'i>idl,iIyiMul,'^. 

duces  manj  argumenU  In  lupport  of 
t   Ihe/  ore  uoconiincing.    Tba  lauer 


il  Bia,  iclUHcJIoairf  plalfom 


;  St.  Alban'i  mu 

«b«oi. 

a  nbjectot 

'abloBodi^ 

Bibei  it,  witb  a 

M  Df  which  an  (Ire- 


Jnm  oliia  nddeni,  qui  be 


'  yor  •eatU  Ot  mtn  lit  panlMtrUiinf  aid 
llndio^  to  Uio  TictW7  gained  under  Garmaniu. — Saa 
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ili»>ncc««  of  their  couTiKjin.n;  -if  [hey  in 
.liut  na,'  be  eiDlolmiid.  'Ibej  are  (Ightliij 
, '  Bod  he  ordered  them  to  be  flnl  alUcked 
ilnftrojed  ;  and,  appalled  bj  their  fate,  Lhi 


,1;  ita  librajj,  which  la  mentloovd  an  a  lai^e 

Lit  pre*ent  at  the  battle  which  preceded  tbli 
nt  Bade  gitea  of  Ifall  rantarkabla  arenl,  tog. 


IS  agiiaa  NadaoDl  und  lUIt- 


1  1>  ihui  itaaibeS  hy  Beds, 


luluiica,  poraani,  T«e»bfUi  tlmul  *l  (orlblUi  up» 
PngtSIB. 

9«  thn  origlniU  of  Ihl*  ipeecb  In  Bale— The  Con 
■Ina  of  Ednin.  bi  i»Ut»d  bj  him,  i>  highlj  InBrrMlii  . 
and  IbK  b™i*lng  np  of  lbi»  Counall  nccgmpiiaBl  with 
■oeimt  ao  EtiikiDfC  nnd  cbirutiHiUo,  IhKt  I  atn  teiQrted 
u  liTE  It  at  lonftlli  'n  •  Ironrintion.  '  Wbo.  eieUlnioa 
tli>  Kin^.  when  Ih«  Ctmacll  wu  ondid.  ihiU  Unt  duc- 
ml*  Ibe  ilun  and  lb«  umplu  t  I.  u»»«nd  Ihe  Oiiit 
PrtMl ;  («■  -ho  more  Bt  Uion  mlMlf,  Ihroiigh  tlie  wl"- 

the  Kood  uun)do  of  olhcn.  irliat  In  IdolUluiua  I  wit 
ihipprd  1  Immrdlalelj,  cuUnR  am)  iitin  lui-wmlUon 
he  bMougbl  Uie  Kliu!  lo  gninl  him  what  thu  lam  did  im 

Iniuw  fa4  prwepdc^  to  ilettKty  Ihfl  Idolt.  Tho  crowd 
■King  Uili,  IlionBhl  him  mad— Ii*  howrnr,  halted  flnl 
Init.  appntachinj?,  be  proCmed  the  temple.  cattin( 
■gainil  It  thalnncE  which  he  bod  hold  Id  hl>  hand,  and 
emltlng  In  admnnledtment  of  (he  wonhip  of  Uio  tnn 
I     Ood,  ho  ordend  hli  cninpanloiu  lo  pnll  dowD  IheHunple. 

idnlit  fbimBrlsr  itood,  not  for  from  Torli.  at  t 
Die  tint  Dtrwenl.  and  li  at  tbli  duf  ollc 
Oihuo,  uhi  pODtifcx  lUc,  iniidniita  Deo  ren 

pmiion  Lb  b  plciflinff  proof  Ibal  the  venaml 


mriua.  Hui^c  vciotilui,  lubedli  e;tiiCio>,  41 


•  ir\m  OU97XJI  fsTMU  a(k  Udiow  td>*  : ' 


The  doH  of  the  piweding  Sobom  a 
aiDeii  li  takeo  ftvm  ihe  anina  aoWHw  Mum 


elerjjof  IboMliiaei,  Bede  Ihot  iiticbhIi  : 
.  mo^n  erat  rencratione  tfimpote  Qlo  re- 
]i,  ItA  Dt  ohlcunque  derlcuB  aiiqoifl,  aul 


'.  Latimer  RiiifflTed  hia  kv^ttrrvej  iiolrtlj  t«  jiall 
ftimpJe:  and  hcin^  itripped  lata  hU  ibreviL 

IhouM  ilghllj  iee  :  and  whenni  in  hU  cl«hM  hi* 
ptnnd  a  withered  and  crooked  tlliielanhlnld'iiu. 

■load  boll  npright,  ni  cmnelj  •  (athm  u  oM  Bi 
ilghtlj  behold.    ■  ■  ■  •   Then  their  brouihi  ■  fien' 


J.  In  THmW!!  ni.tury,  vol.  ili.  p.  639.  ihenccoutil 
mwlion  of  Raiiurej  Monnatqij.  PenaneM  wo 
TabLe  bj  tho  performance  of  acta  of  charity  v 

Figa  SIC. 

ranch  tha  whole  of  his  lirb.  Allied  was  ant^ect 
oku  pLoladipt. 

Fain)  SIT. 


i;nct  In  Eoglasd,  a*  I  tnut  ihall  ne'er  b« 

Similar  nltcmlloni  In  the  ontward  flfrnn 


TaseKS. 

■  Tin  gift  rz^Hng.  mi  ttUti  tAqM  *^ .' ' 
'  On  Coot  the;  went,  and  took  Baliibor^  In  tbi 

mehim  f^ood  counnel  and  his  benrdlclioo.  bal  {1 


NOTES, 
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jid  at  Ridiard't  retanu  the  Bishop  Mid  to  him, 
ard,  I  sent  for  you  hack  to  lend  jon  a  horse  which 
;arried  me  many  a  mile,  and  I  thank  Ood  with 
ease,'  and  presently  delivered  into  his  hand  a  walk- 
iff,  with  whldi  he  proflsssed  he  had  trareUed 
;h  many  parts  of  Oermany ;  and  he  said,  *  Richard, 
lot  give,  bat  lead  yoa  my  horse ;  be  sure  you  be 
;,  and  bring  my  horse  back  to  me,  at  your  return 
ay  to  Oxford.  And  I  do  now  give  you  ten  groats  to 
oar  charges  to  Exeter ;  and  here  is  ten  groats  more, 
I  charge  you  to  delirer  to  your  mother,  and  tell 
tend  her  a  Bishop's  benediction  with  it,  and  beg 
ntinuance  of  her  prayers  for  me.  And  if  you  bring 
rse  back  to  me^  I  will  gire  yon  ten  groats  more  to 
f  on  on  foot  to  tiie  college ;  and  so  Ood  Mess  yoa« 
Uchard."—  SeefTolloii's  £</e  <^iNoftanl  JBbolMr. 

Page  825. 


'  eraftMjf  hteiUt 


The  ooenoeenibtfft  penomatu  tfte  mad.* 

nnmon  derice  in  religious  and  political  conflicts. 
^Crxpe  i»  sapipori  oftkU  fastowoe. 

Page  826. 
*Laud,* 

his  age  a  word  cannot  be  siUd  in  praise  of  Laud,  or 
in  compassion  for  his  &te,  without  incurring  a 
B  of  bigotry ;  but  foarless  of  such  imputation,  I  con- 
ith  Hume,  *  that  it  is  sufficient  for  his  rindication 
erre  that  his  errors  were  the  most  excusaUe  of  all 
which  prerailed  during  that  sealous  period.'  A  key 

right  understanding  of  those  parts  of  his  conduct 
rought  the  most  odium  upon  him  in  his  own  time, 
«  found  in  the  following  passage  of  his  speech 

the  bar  of  the  House  of  Peers :— *  Ever  since  I 
in  place,  I  have  laboured  nothing  more  than  that 
tcmal  publick  worship  of  €k>d,  so  much  slighted  in 

parU  of  this  kingdom,  might  be  preserved,  and 
rith  as  much  decency  and  uniformly  as  might  be. 
evidently  saw  that  the  public  neglect  of  God's  ser. 
1  the  outward  face  of  it,  and  the  nasty  lying  of 
places  dedicated  to  that  service,  Kad  aJm(»t  caM  a 
upon  iU  true  oitd  hntard  tearthip  cf  Ood,  wkick  wkSU 
:  in  tke  bodp,  needs  external  hetpe,  and  aft  lUOe  cnom^ 
» it  in  any  tigour,* 

Page  829. 
•  The  POgrim  FatUn,* 

erican  episcopacy,  in  union  with  the  church  In 
nd,  strictly  belongs  to  the  general  sul^eot ;  and  I 
lake  my  acknowledgments  to  my  American  friendSi 
p  Doane,  and  Ifr.  Henxy  Reed  of  Philadelphia,  for 
f  suggested  to  me  the  propriety  of  adverting  to  it, 
>inted  out  the  virtues  and  intellectual  qualities  of 
p  White,  which  so  eminently  fitted  him  for  the  great 
he  undertook.  Bishop  White  was  consecrated  at 
eth,  Feb.  4, 1787,  by  Archbishop  Moors ;  and  before 
I'X  life  was  closed,  twenty-six  bishops  had  been  con- 
etl  in  America,  by  himself.  For  his  character  and 
IK,  see  his  own  numerous  Works,  and  a  *'  Sermon 
nmemoratinn  of  him,  by  Oeorge  Washington  Doane^ 
p  of  New  Jersey." 

Page  829. 
'A  genial  heartk- 


And  a  t^/Uted  nutieitjf,  belong 
To  tKe  neat  maiuion,* 

oog  the  benefits  arising,  as  Mr.  Coleridge  has  well 
red,  firom  a  Church  establishment  of  endowments 
ponding  with  the  wealth  of  the  country  to  which 


it  belongs,  may  be  reckoned  as  eminently  importaalt 
the  examples  of  civility  and  refinement  which  the  Clerior 
stationed  at  intervals,  afford  to  the  whole  people.  Tb  i 
established  clergy  in  many  parts  of  England  have  long 
been,  as  they  continue  to  be,  the  principal  bulwark 
against  barbarism,  and  the  link  which  unites  the  seques« 
tered  peasantry  with  the  intellectual  advancement  of  the 
age.  Nor  is  it  below  the  dignity  ot  the  subject  to  observe, 
that  their  taste,  as  acting  upon  rural  residences  and 
scenery  often  furnishes  models  which  country  gentlemen, 
who  are  more  at  liberty  to  follow  the  caprices  of  fashion, 
might  profit  by.  The  precincts  ot  an  old  residence  must 
be  treated  by  ecclesiastics  with  ntspect,  both  firom  pru- 
dence and  necessity.  I  remember  beinR  much  please<l, 
some  years  ago,  at  Rose  Castle,  the  rural  seat  of  the  See 
of  Carlisle,  with  a  style  of  garden  and  architecture, 
which,  if  the  place  had  belonged  to  a  wealthy  layman, 
would  no  doubt  have  been  swept  away.  A  parsonage- 
house  generally  stands  not  for  firom  the  church ;  Uiis 
proximity  Imposes  fovourable  restraints,  and  sometimes 
suggests  an  affecting  unioi^  of  the  accommodations  and 
elegances  of  lifo  with  the  outward  signs  of  piety  and 
mortality.  With  pleasture  I  recal  to  mind  a  happy 
instance  of  this  in  the  residence  of  an  old  and  much- 
Talued  Friend  In  Oxfordshire.  The  house  and  church 
stand  parallel  to  each  other,  at  a  small  distance ;  a  cir- 
cular  lawn  or  rather  grass-plot,  spreads  between  them  ; 
shrubs  and  trees  curve  firom  each  side  of  the  dwelling, 
veiling,  but  not  hiding,  the  church.  From  the  front  of 
this  dwelhng,  no  part  of  the  burial-ground  is  seen ;  but 
as  you  wind  by  ^c  side  of  the  shrubs  towards  the  steeple- 
end  of  the  church,  the  eye  catches  a  single,  small,  low. 
monumental  headstone,  moss-grown,  sinking  into,  and 
gently  inclining  towards  the  earth.  Advance,  and  the 
churchyard,  populous  and  gay  with  glittering  tombstones, 
opens  upon  the  view.  This  humble,  and  beautiftil  par- 
sonage called  forth  a  tribute,  for  which  see  the  seventh 
of  the  "  Miscellaneous  Sonnets/*  Part  8. 

'  Page  832.    Sonnet  xxxiu 

This  is  still  continued  in  many  churches  in  Westmore- 
land.  It  takes  place  in  the  month  of  July,  when  the 
floor  of  tiie  stalls  is  strewn  with  finesh  rushes ;  and  hence 
it  Is  called  the  *  Rush4>earlng.' 

Page  883. 

'  Teadiing  u»  to  forget  them  or  forgive.' 

This  Is  borrowed  firom  an  affecting  passage  in  Mr. 
Oaoxift  Dyer's  histoi7  of  Cambridge* 

Page  888. 

'had  we,  like  tikem,  endured 

Sore  itreu  of  apprehention,* 

See  Burnet,  who  Is  unusually  animated  on  this  suttject ; 
the  east  wind,  so  anxiously  expected  and  prayed  for,  was 
called  the  *  Protestant  wind.' 


Page  888. 

'  Yet  vJBiM  HOC  oomceal  tkipreckm  Croee, 
Itike  won  oihawted .' 

The  Lutherans  have  retained  the  Cross  within  tlieir 
churches :  it  Is  to  be  regretted  that  we  have  not  done  the 
same. 

Page  884. 

•Or tike  the  Alph^  Ifomil,  thai  tahee  iU nam» 
From  roeeate  knee,*  So, 

Some  say  that  Monte  Rosa  takes  its  name  firom  a  Wit 
of  rock  at  its  summit— a  very  unpoetlcal  and  scarcely  a 
probable  supposition. 


'T1 


iBdHd,  *hH  I  ui  den  b  thf  iMiatT-tatmr  of  bir 
caokj  Unin,  I  Iko^t  I  lud  ana-  kit  mm  nmiart. 
■M*  iB  Bj  lUi :  m  pu  of  «&>  wu  boUlif  ftw  u.  ind, 
fciTlBit  pot  gvr  dotbt*  In  Iha  wa;  of  irjiaf,  m  ill  ut 


flrv,  Ihvo^  b«  w«t  cold  ^dwct,  or  to  lAArhliidfttt 
(M  hlH  iii7  ekMbca  tm  lb*  lud  Hmd  u,  wUeb  ilM  dli 
mod  wUliDflf .  tboofb  not  tbj  iipcdliaBilj. 

■  A  CmibnUiid  nan  of  th*  uma  luk  vmld  Bot  b*r 
had  neb  ■  D«ka  c<  wlwi  wu  III  rntd  rifht  la  Ui  owi 
bouH.  or.  If  he  had.  oaa  iniiild  bin  unuad  Ua  gf  w 
tIUij  ;  bol  in  ih«  Blgbluda-  it  oul;  Hoeied  Uk*  puUM 

ITQwlaf  oat  ct  tba  drpaodeiKa  of  the  Lvferi«n  of  tha 

clu  DfsalbdrUird:  bai 

tdi  «U*  b(lB(  oa 

at  our  nqaaaL  "  8ha  baep*  a  dram,**  ai  uv  ^rai 
totead.  I  beUan  then  la  anfnlT  i  lanal;  baoaa  bj 
waJ(U^  In  ScoUaad.  vlw*  tranlkn  na;  not  be 


iBwUcknnn:  thai 
aloBf  the  walla )  andal 

M  tkr-    Wa  laosbed  ai 


If  the  beanljiif  the  bHBiaM  nften 
n  IbadHHkif  OKike:  Ocrlud  baen 
id  malibad  b]  miMJ  (rlalan,  ttU,  whin 


p(nit  or  moln  mof.  aad  tba  m 
h  b;  aoma  maana  or  othv;  i 
mora  like  tfaoae  ol  nwltail  fai 
the  Uitbt  of  Iha  On  (adad  air 
wife  and  child  had  crapl  iota  I 
of  the  roon :  I  did  not  elaep  i 
fortabia  nl^t ;  for  mj  bed.  Um 


nn.  thantbeTteloaoftlif  HI 
Mt  tel  oat  or  Of  bead;  Itbo 
Jpentar,  aad  wfaal  I  bad  rckd  I 
ud  (bni  wfaal  ■  feait  It  wool 
iiiBia4iiaktr  coald  ha  bat  In 
irith  all  lu  baaoUfitl  eulaan  I '' 

Paean 
'OwawUoiifM 

Tb*  tfbDowlDf  Ib  frDm  the  aa 
!oant  of  Iba  Tiall  Id  Bolhnll  C 
■  It  waa  eicaedlivtj  dallgbCft 


and  wild  planu.    It  la  a  Lai^o ' 
ftooe,  harmoniainf  pnfectlj  wl 


plant  without  fliwen,  which 
wall,  alms  with  tba  1*7,  and  ipi 
Kt  luTiahlji  that  it  eBoDad  to  ba 
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that  the  castle  and  the  honse  were  so  near  to  each 
and  it  was  Impostible  not  to  regrvt-  it ;  for  the 
vbIb  presides  in  state  over  the  rirer,  far  from  city  or 
tofim,  as  if  it  might  have  a  peculiar  privilege  to  preserve 
Its  memorials  of  past  ages,  and  maintain  its  own  charac- 
tfr  for  centuries  to  come.  We  sat  upon  a  bench  under 
high  trees,  and  had  beaudful  views  of  tiie  different 
of  the  river,  above  and  below.  On  the  opposite 
which  is  finely  wooded  with  elms  and  other  trees, 
the  remains  of  a  priory  built  upon  a  rock ;  and  rock 
I  rain  are  so  blended,  that  it  is  impossible  to  separate 
one  from  the  other.  Nothing  can  be  more  beautifiil 
i  the  little  remnant  of  tiiis  holy  place :  elm  trees  (for 
mm  wane  near  enough  to  distinguish  them  l^  their 
tifiMihfs)  grow  out  of  the  walls,  and  overshadow  a 
■Ban,  hat  vefy  elegant  window.  It  can  scarcely  be  con- 
«rtfed  what  a  grace  the  castle  and  priory  impart  to  each 
•tfiir ;  and  the  river  Clyde  flows  on,  smooth  and  unruf- 
flad  below,  seeming  to  my  tiioughts  more  in  harmony 
frttt  Um  eciber  and  stately  images  of  former  times,  than 
If  It  bad  roared  over  a  rocky  channel,  forcing  its  sound 
Um  ear.  It  blended  gently  with  the  warbling  of  the 
birds,  and  the  chattering  of  the  larger  ones,  that 
luid  made  thdr  nests  in  the  ruins.  In  this  fortress  the 
ddif  of  the  English  nobility  were  confined  after  the 
hattle  of  Bannockbum.  If  a  man  w  to  be  a  prisoner,  he 
coold  have  a  more  pleasant  place  to  solace  his 
;  but  I  thought  tiiat,  for  close  confinement,  I 
Bbt  the  banks  of  a  lake,  or  the  seaside.  The 
diann  of  a  brook  or  river  is  in  the  liberty  to 
it  through  its  vrindings  :  you  can  then  take  it  in 
mood  you  like;  silent  or  noisy,  sportive  or 
The  beauties  of  a  brook  or  river  must  be  sought, 
•ad  ttie  pleasure  is  in  going  in  search  of  them ;  those  of 
sUbt  or  of  the  sea  come  to  you  of  themselves.  These 
nido  wanion  eared  little,  perhaps,  about  either ;  and  yet, 
if  one  may  Judge  from  the  writings  of  Chaucer,  and  fK»m 
the  old  romances,  more  interesting  passions  were  oon. 
with  natural  olijects  in  the  days  of  chivaliy  than 
';  tiiongh  going  in  search  of  sceneiy,  as  it  is  called, 
not  thm  been  thought  o£  I  had  previously  heard 
■tflhlqg  of  Bothwell  Castle,  at  least  nothing  that  I  remem- 
iMnd;  flierslSore,  perliaps,  my  pleasture  was  greater, 
MBpared  with  wliat  I  received  elsewhere,  than  others 
allht  AmL'— Jf A  Jonarwd. 

Page  841. 
<lfi»rf«Jkom  Tru,' 

*Ib  the  time  of  the  first  Bobert  de  ClifliMrd,  in  the  year 
ISn  or  USi,  Edward  Baliol  king  of  Scotland  came  into 
Westmorland,  and  stayed  some  time  with  the  siUd 
B^ert  at  his  castles  of  Appleby,  Brougham,  and  Pen- 
And  during  that  time  they  ran  a  stag  by  a 
greyhound  out  of  WhinfeU  Park  to  Bedkirk,  in 
ikiotiand,  and  back  again  to  this  place ;  where,  bdng 
hotfi  spent,  Um  stag  leaped  over  the  pales,  but  died  on 
Ike  other  ^de ;  and  the  greyhound,  attempting  to  leap, 
Ml,  and  died  on  the  contraiy  side.  In  memory  of  this 
flMt  Hhm  stag's  horns  were  nailed  upon  a  tree  just  by,  and 
(Ika  dog  being  named  Hercules)  this  rhythm  was  made 
them: 

^  Hercules  Idll'd  Hart  a  greese, 
And  Hart  a  greese  kill'd  Hercules,' 

tree  to  this  day  bears  the  name  of  Hart* s4iorn  Tree. 
The  horns  in  process  of  time  were  almost  grown  over  by 
tiM  growth  of  the  tree,  and  another  pair  was  put  up  in 
tfufar  phMe.'— AioAobon  and  Burna^s  History  i]f  Wlutmcn- 
ttmd  mid  (Sumberiand. 

Tho  tree  has  now  disappeared,  but  I  well  remember  its 
tMportng  appearance  as  it  stood,  in  a  decayed  state,  by 
tiM  iMe  of  the  high  road  leading  from  Penrith  to  Appleby. 

I  whole  neighbourhood  abounds  in  interesting  tradi- 
nad  restigee  of  antiquity,  via.,  Julian's  Bower; 


Broujtham  and  Penrith  Castles ;  Penrith  Beacon,  and  the 
carious  remains  in  Penrith  Church-yard ;  Arthur's  Bound 
Table,  and,  close  by,  Maybrougb  ;  the  excavation,  called 
the  Oianfs  Cave,  on  the  banks  of  the  £mont;  Long  Meg 
and  her  Daughters,  near  Eden,  Ac.  Ac 

Page  345. 
*  Wings  at  my  $hould«rt  $ecm  to  J)lay.' 

In  these  lines  I  am  under  obligation  to  the  exquisite 
picture  of  **  Jacob's  Dream,"  by  Mr.  Alstons,  now  in 
America.  It  is  pleasant  to  make  this  public  acknow. 
ledgment  to  a  man  of  genius,  whom  I  have  the  honour 
to  rank  among  my  friends. 

Page  849. 
'But  if  thou,  like  Ckx^tui.'^e, 

Many  years  ago,  when  I  was  at  GreU  Bridge,  in  York*, 
shire,  tho  hostess  of  the  inn,  proud  of  her  skill  in  etymo. 
logy,  said,  that  "the  name  of  the  river  was  taken  from 
the  bridge,  the  form  of  which,  as  every  one  must  notice, 
exactly  resembled  a  great  A."  Dr.  Whitaker  has  derived 
it  from  the  word  of  common  occurrence  in  the  north  of 
England,  "to  greet;**  signifying  to  lament  idoud,  mostly 
with  weeping:  a  conjecture  rendered  more  probable  from 
the  stony  and  rocky  channel  of  both  the  Cumberland  and 
Yorkshire  rivers.  The  Cumberland  Greta,  though  it 
does  not,  among  the  country  people,  take  up  ikat  name 
till  within  three  miles  of  its  disappearance  in  the  river 
Derwent,  may  be  considered  as  having  its  source  in  the 
mountain  cove  of  Wythburn,  and  flowing  through  Thirl- 
mere,  the  beautifiil  features  of  which  lake  are  known  onty 
to  those  who,  travelling  between  Orasmere  and  Keswick, 
have  quitted  the  main  road  in  the  vale  of  Wythburn, 
and,  crossing  over  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  lake,  have 
proceeded  with  it  on  the  right  hand. 

The  channel  of  the  Oreta,  inunediately  above  Keswick, 
has,  for  the  purposes  of  building,  been  in  a  great  measure 
cleared  of  the  hnmense  stones  which,  by  their  concussion 
in  high  floods,  produced  the  loud  and  awftU  noises  de. 
scribed  in  tiie  sonnet 

*  The  scenery  upon  this  river,'  says  Mr.  Southey  in  his 
Colloquies,  'where  it  passes  under  the  woody  side  of 
Latrigg,  is  of  the  finest  and  most  rememberable  kind  : 

'amUguo  lapsu  refluitque  fiuitque, 

Occnrrensque  sibi  ventures  aspicit  undas.' 

Page  849. 
*Bjf  hooded  votaresMCi,*  dec 

Attached  to  the  diurch  of  Brigbam  waf  formerly  a 
chantry,  vHiich  held  a  moiety  of  ^e  manor ;  and  in  tiie 
decayed  parsonage  some  vestiges  of  monastio  trchitecture 
are  still  to  be  seen. 

Page  850. 
* Jfory  Qiiaeii of  ScOUlamdimgot  W^rUitgUm,* 

•  The  frara  and  impatience  of  Mary  were  so  great,'  says 
Bobertson,  'that  she  got  into  a  fisher-boat,  and  with 
about  twenty  attendanto  landed  at  Worldngton,  in  Cum. 
berland;  and  tiience  she  was  conducted  with  many 
marks  of  respect  to  Carlisle.'  The  apartment  in  which 
the  Queen  had  slept  at  Woridngton  Hall  (where  she  was 
received  by  Sir  Henry  Curwen  as  became  her  rank  and 
misfortunes)  was  long  preserved,  out  of  respect  to  her 
memory,  as  she  had  left  it ;  and  one  cannot  but  regret 
that  some  necessary  alterations  in  the  numsion  could  not 
be  eflected  without  its  destruction. 

Page  850. 

St.  Bees'  Heads,  anciently  called  the  Cliff  of  Baruth, 
are  a  conspicuous  sea^^nark  fur  all  vessels  sailing  in  the 
N.£.  parts  of  the  Irish  Sea.    In  a  bay,  one  side  of  which 


lUinliA.  ma/I  tvoltiv  of  BiQiitiili  d*  UmblMit.  flnl 
of  apriurinil  tll  nntilbnlnii  moiiki  U  Iha  Abbr;  of  St. 


Attn  tht  dlHalaKoB  of  tb*  ooBHtatlM,  ArdiUibap 
OHniUI  Axindrd  «  fiw  •ebool  u  ti.  Dtai.  frao  wMdi  tha 
nauitlH  of  ConlnrtiiDd  sod  VaOBonlind  bacs  dtrlied 
ftval  bm**l ;  and  racceUj.  «id«r  Ow  pitniniiga  of  Ifar 
B«f1  sf  Lmudd*.  ncallv*  hu  bno  (•Ub[hl»'d  tb<n 
Air  tb*  ■dualliiii  of  mliUiMn  for  (Im  Enitliih  Chmrh, 
Tlw  old  CuflitniuAl  Cbunh  bu  bvva  toinlrvd  iuid«TitiD 
I  B«T.  Dr.  AtngfT.  Uit  Rud  of  lbs 
mrthj  of  b«in^  vUtFd  I7  any 
.  mlfbt  ba  Ifd  lo  Iba  nilKhbinirbaad  of  tbii 


Th.  fi«™  rf  .t.i.«  to  IbU  Po™.  ind  i«m.thlr.s 

reaembla  tta«..rtdfb  led  10  Ibe  diuuWi  Itoi 
wrtnr  n  heUnct;  bnnUi.    God  rr*nt  ib>i  1 

In  lb*  .1,1.  of  rmlBculon.  «« idoiiUd  Itam  tbe  ■•  St. 

blannmi;  ml  become  lUll  mon  itrUdiigul 

•.nbloct.  to  Cbarlolu  Bndth  :  ■  ladj  to  wbon  EcgU^i 

nn*  U  niHkr  tcmtir  obll(*tl«i<  ihu  an  lUnO,  to  bo 

PmaSSl. 

•  0.  reeWO-*  />«»oa,  QaBf.* 

tiw^od  b,  Eii'gllib  Poou ;  Bw  In  polnl  attimt  b(r  eariitr 
wtiliogi  [im-eiliid.  I  bcUtvc,  thine  of  Cowrar  md  liumi. 

iuTuc  labourer!  emplojed  objul  tbu  pint 

P.B.MO. 
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•jirr  Ktt,  iiKaOt,  tluir  J/fpiimt  ncrtd  liii ' 

'  COK  0/  a^a.' 

Tlic  reader  maj  bo  Wmpled  10  eiclaim.  ■ 

crHQn.l ;  bul   lo  IbB  iDUIIii^nt  rtBdw  r  fctl  that  no 

at«lg«j  I.  du..     The  prajrr,  «f  .arrtTor.,  during  p«. 

■luDiiU  gdef  for  Iha  retinil  Ion  of  nlHtliei  ond  Mrait. 

u  tb*  object  of  ItaoM  pr»jen  cooid  no  loBRcr  be  tho 

of  Ibe  matter  of  tht  >Wiiin-bost,  T  rclurned  1 

differing  body  of  the  djinE,  iroald  niTOndlj  bo  tijornlatrd 

fbe  mliililen  of  ndiglon,  from  Uidr  hubllunl  ntlendimn 

m-on  gJck-bedi.  irould  be  dalt;  wrUwu  of  thoH  benlita 

FageSM. 

iHUIti;  uidbenn  wmild  be  •tnmitl}  tcinpled  to  ^m  it 

■  Bopt  mtted  irAn  rw  wUttUg  mt* 

Dt  but  be  lalutuj,     No  nllerllng 

imtofthiufonKatiilngiDblinie  <i»tlncM,an< 

ofgradfySn^  [be  ambition  and  rapacit^r  of  thi 
B»t,  while  ne  deplora  nod  arv  lodl^aat  a: 


■  .dwl  Oo  >n  M  iy  Htfa  fiOof).* 

Tba  Tana  of  Rirnoa.  an  omamriil  to  Dm 

waa  erected  rbiaflj  tbrou^b  ibe  buqiaalfx  and 

WilUom  BUlai7  ;  and  be  alio  warn  Ibe  fDander 

•opcrlnlendentv.  and  often  b;  Ui  Bentaaa  al 
nealbatard  of  hie  own  life,  man]  aeuaaDaBdl 

Paseua. 


11a  pUct,  tbal  both  tba  wriur  ud  the  reader  1 

P.S.15S. 

'cy«u 

^oio-d,iiWauVW." 

Cromwell.    ■Ifi.md 
(junooj  bill  In  Oia  I 
of  tbm  groat,  and  c 

T™.-towhiobtb..», 

nir«df,'Mij.h.,'onih, 
laBdlIoi».whidibua 

i«lonK.iu«,tt«,>haK7. 
bed  upon  them.  tbe^oU* 

butdefiKHftft  «r 


iho  coniUtucDl  priiudiils  of 

tniituce.    11  m>i  ttUl,  ha 

Uu  lr«Ttlllng  itiMthsnlt  who  frmu^nwd  ami  and  ether 

barbnroui  connGrla,  illher 

Uis  Komnn  ronqumu.  irere 

fOinUinrlj  Apquoldtnt  with 


p~|ri>C 


■  pr<;(fiBlimt,  who  hi 


'r  bwB  Hnl  umoDg 


It  !■  futhir  to  be  obtervcd,  for  the  cndlt  nf  lUi 
iu«fDl  clou  of  mFQ,  Ihnt  EfaeJ  cqhuuotJ^  contrlbul 

4pn>,  to  the  rqflndtMDl  of  Ihe  people  oiatmg  Hhom 
trnel.    Their  dMlUi)^  fiina  IhmD  10  p«al  qi^ckntu  (rf' 
nil  jtDd  ii4:utriirtft  of  JiidcmcTiL    llKTinf  conatviL 


a,  IheJ  tMoonui  etalneDtlj 


■  count!?,  ht  ivu  Togmrded  u  m 
wnicy  in  ..■'wlla^ij.  Vol  U  p.  S9. 

I'a^  Me. 

Kiu.  rompoKfl.  I  hiive  rend  with 
Biimefs  Thmrv  of  iha  Earth,  n 

nobli  dodlt  ipccfaculnBi,  fn  hic 
:t  philotopho  dlRDum.  id  icmel 
;  cOm  CI  celiiBilmA  rupe  specn- 


:  trinuB  Alplnon  proapcii ;  nfllll  quUIe 
\r  BuE  dluimilc,  neo  In  tuo  (^enerei  msp 
tingulnre.    Hoc  theatrum  ego  tiicllA  prset 


ninvqiuIicitarbUo^    FtMA 
vdCii*  et  limpHcitait  et  iBcaha 


10  pnrt«.  SfJoEV  HI 
luehsr,  um  iirtaii  lUciOui  nut  an>idC  »d  insfr 
ii  mihi  plKibit  UK  qo*  Hitb 


iitm*  ft  alliulou 


iular  purletb.  ~  FintKvt  fkoiM 
-at  laiiii  u  onifoiB^  {qwd  ta'A^I 
rwaiv  Ui-ct)  10  tl  tdiu  fiiliiitt  t  MB 
» piano;  tcJ  i«tv  moEa  all^i^  nt ' 

t  ent  (ntB,  rr<«Haw|w>  hAlmit,  ft  «i 

01  mui,  #1  unduiiTD  opAri*  IdiWj 
gpeUi  mchant  et  fraem.  itmittui 
.tenmi  Rponivitea  nddMII  i^tf^ 


n.«tBMin 


■  M 


riJiwiinMrteMT 


'  ty  J(i«Wjff,  or  (*al  -VortHtrTi 


meolal  bofACH  pi^ 


fur  bo  u^,  '  Thete  vtrt  made  bj  ■  good  Ild>t, ' 
bMomea  u once ■  child  and  s king,   miminduiii: 


.eador.  I  am  Burfl.  will  thatik  BO  for  the 
n,  whlrhi  though  from  ■  itr&e^  book,  !■ 
1  panngei  of  modem  Eugluh  prOM. 
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Page  666. 

"TUt}>9«mpari$(m,aneaMjfUuk 
Earth  t9  despite,*  Ae, 

See,  upon  this  sntject,  Baxter's  most  interesting  re- 
Tkiw  of  his  own  opinions  and  sentiments  in  the  decline 
of  liliB.  It  may  be  found  (lately  reprinted)  in  Dr.  Words- 
worth's Eedesieutical  Biographjf, 

Page  669. 

*Jla§f  the  endowfmerU  cf  immarUU  Power, 
It  matAtd  nMQiui^y  wUk  etutom.  Him/  4tc 

This  suljeetis  treated  at  length  in  the  Ode— Intima- 
tions of  Immortality,  page  441, 

Page  600. 
*KMmhtg ike leari of  Man iitettohe/  Ae. 

The  passage  quoted  from  Daniel  is  taken  from  a  poem 
addressed  to  the  Lady  Margaret*  Countess  of  Cumber- 
land, and  the  two  lost  lines,  printed  in  Italics,  are  by  him 
translated  frt>m  Seneca.  The  whole  Poem  is  rery  beaa. 
tiftU.  I  will  transcribe  four  stanxas  from  it,  as  th^r  con- 
tain  an  admirable  picture  of  the  state  of  a  wise  Man's 
mind  in  a  time  of  public  commotion. 

Kor  is  he  mored  with  all  tiie  thunder-cracks 
Of  tyrant's  threats,  or  with  the  surly  brow 
Of  Power,  that  proudly  sits  on  others' crimes ; 
Charged  with  more  crying  sins  than  those  he  diecks. 
The  storms  of  sad  confusion  that  may  grow 
Up  in  the  present  for  the  coming  times. 
Appal  not  him ;  that  hath  no  side  at  all. 
But  of  himself^  and  knows  the  worst  can  faXL 

Although  his  heart  (so  near  allied  to  earth) 
Cannot  but  pi^  the  perplexed  state 
Of  troublous  and  distressed  mortality, 
That  thus  make  way  unto  the  ugly  Urth 
Of  their  own  sorrows,  and  do  still  beget 
Alfliction  upon  Imbecility : 
Tet  seeing  thus  the  course  of  things  must  run. 
He  looks  thereon  not  strange,  but  as  fore-done. 

And  whilst  distraught  ambition  compasses, 
And  Is  encompassed,  while  as  craft  deceives. 
And  is  deceired :  wtdlst  man  doth  ransack  man, 
And  boflds  on  blood,  and  rises  by  distress ; 
And  th'  Inheritance  of  desolation  leares 
To  great-expecting  hoiws :  He  looks  thereon. 
As  from  the  shore  of  peace,  with  unwet  eye, 
And  bears  no  renture  in  Impiety. 

Thus,  Lady,  fkres  that  man  that  hath  prepared 
A  rest  for  his  desires  ;  and  sees  all  things 
Beneath  him ;  and  hath  learned  this  book  ef  man. 
Full  of  the  notes  of  frailty ;  and  compared 
The  best  of  glory  with  her  sufferings  : 
By  whom,  I  see,  you  labour  all  you  can 
To  plant  your  heart !  and  set  your  thoughts  as  near 
His  glorious  mansion  as  your  powers  can  bear. 


Page  676. 

*  Or  rather,  at  %ce  ttand  on  hdif  earlh 
And  have  the  dead  around  ut.' 

Leo,    Ton.  Sir,  could  help  me  to  the  history 

Of  half  these  grareii  t 
Priett.  For  etj^ht-score  winters  past. 

With  what  Pre  witnessed,  and  with  what  I've 
heard. 

Perhaps  I  might ;    —    —    —    —    — . 

By  taming  o'er  these  hillocks  one  by  one. 


We  two  could  travel.  Sir,  through  a  strange 

round; 
Tet  all  in  the  broad  highway  of  the  world. 

See  th4  Brothert, 

Page  680. 

'And  tapering  Nature  ifrieved  that  one  thovld  die,' 

8outhe]f*t  BetrotpeeL 

Page  680. 
*  And  wkenet  that  tribute  f  wherefore  theteregardtt* 

The  sentiments  and  opinions  here  uttered  are  in  unison 
with  those  expressed  in  the  follovdng  Essay  upon  Epi* 
taphs,  which  was  fhmished  by  me  for  Mr.  Coleridge's 
periodical  work,  the  Friend ;  and  as  they  are  dictated  by 
a  spirit  congenial  to  that  which  pervades  this  and  the 
two  succeeding  books,  the  sympathising  reader  will  not 
be  displeased  to  see  the  Essay  here  annexed. 


ES8AT  UPON  EPITAPHS. 

It  needs  scarcely  be  said,  that  an  Exiitaph  presupposes 
a  Monument,  upon  which  it  is  to  be  engraven.  Ahnost 
all  Nations  have  wished  that  certain  external  signs 
should  point  out  tiie  places  where  their  dead  are  in- 
terred. Among  savage  tribes  unacquainted  vrith  letters 
this  has  mostiy  been  done  either  by  rude  stones  placed 
near  the  graves,  or  by  mounds  of  earth  raised  over 
them.  This  custom  proceeded  obriously  trom  a  twofold 
desire ;  first,  to  guard  the  remains  of  the  deceased  ftvm 
irreverent  i^yproach  or  trom  savage  violation  :  and,  se- 
condly, to  preserve  their  memory.  *  Never  any,'  says  Cam- 
den, *  neglected  burial  but  some  savage  nations  ;  as  the 
Bactrians,  which  cast  their  dead  to  the  dogs  ;  some  var- 
let  philosophers,  as  Diogenes,  who  desired  to  be  devoured 
of  fishes ;  some  dissolute  courtiers,  as  Maecenas,  who 
was  wont  to  say,  Non  tumulum  euro;  sepelit  natura  re* 
Uctos. 

Pm  careless  of  a  grave :— Nature  her  dead  will  save.' 

As  soon  as  nations  had  learned  the  use  of  letters,  epi. 
taphs  were  inscribed  upon  these  monuments  ;  in  order 
that  their  intention  might  be  more  surely  and  adequately 
fulfilled.  I  have  derived  monuments  and  epitaphs  from 
two  sources  of  feeling :  but  these  do  in  fact  resolve  them, 
selves  into  one.  The  invention  of  epitaphs,  Weever,  in 
his  Discourse  of  Funeral  Monuments,  says  rightiy, '  pro- 
ceeded  trom  the  presage  or  fore-feeling  of  hnmortality, 
implanted  in  all  men  naturally,  and  is  referred  to  the 
scholars  of  Linus  the  Theban  poet,  who  flourished  about 
tiie  year  of  the  world  tvro  thousand  seven  hundred ;  who 
first  bewailed  this  Linus  their  Master,  when  he  was  slain, 
in  dolefhl  verses,  then  called  of  him  (EUna.  afterwards 
EpiUphia,  for  that  they  were  first  sung  at  burials,  after 
engraved  upon  the  sepulchres.' 

And,  verily,  vrithout  the  consciousness  of  a  principle  of 
immortality  in  the  human  soul,  Man  could  ne^'er  have 
had  awakened  in  him  the  desire  to  live  in  the  remem- 
Inrance  of  his  fellows  :  mere  love,  or  the  yearning  of  kind 
towards  kind,  could  not  have  produced  it.  The  dug  or 
horse  perishes  in  the  field,  or  in  the  stall,  by  the  side  of 
his  companions,  and  is  incapable  of  anticipating  the 
sorrow  with  which  his  surrounding  associates  shall  be- 
moan his  death,  or  pine  fur  his  loss  ;  he  cannot  pre-con- 
ceive  this  regret,  he  can  form  no  thought  of  it;  and 
therefore  cannot  possibly  have  a  desire  to  leave  such 
regret  or  remembrance  behind  him.  Add  tu  the  prin* 
ciple  of  love  which  exists  in  the  inferior  animals,  the 
faculty  of  reason  which  exists  in  Man  alone ;  will  the 
conjunction  of  these  account  fur  the  desire  t  Doubtless 
it  is  a  necessary  consequence  of  this  coiOunction ;  yet 
not  I  think  as  a  direct  result,  but  only  to  be  come  at 

Tt2 


1 


ucrlbe  It,  In  ihort,  to  bUnk  IgnonuHS  tn  the  d 
Kn  InablUtjr  uiiinc  from  tbe  imperfect  fteteofh: 
tlee  Co  coinc»  la  unj  point  of  bit  bting,  lata  cont 

nbal  had  bttalutUled  Into  bim  I    Hu  each  u  i 


t    Thli  ilDgle 

Mtlmonj  On 
lie  fodiDglj  oj 


,    Neier 


a  d«etb  and  immorl 


notloiu  tuKpanblj 


1.  poDderlog  wIiJiId  bimielfwhi-t  power 
wu  tbv  fsader  of  (be  perpetual  curnDt,  from  vrbat  nerer- 
wearied  aoDTcei  tbe  bodj  of  water  wa4  anpplled,  bat  be 
DiEiat  bave  iKea  lasritablj  pfopelled  to  fbllow  tbli 
qaeitian  bj  another :  "  Towardi  what  abjaa  i*  it  In 
proffreii  1  what  ncrptaf Ifl  can  coateJn  tbe  talghty  In- 

thnugh  tbe  word  might  be  lea  or  ocun,  acoompaiilFd 
p^Tbopi  wllb  aa  Imagfl  gatbervd  from  a  iotip,  or  from 


ler  offtpring  :  nad  we  du7  fnttber 
HeeonJolned,  wid  under tiwir  ooont 
affitctlona  are  gradoallj  formed  and  opened 

Igitloni ;  but  the  intject  reqnlrea  me  here 
ila  avowal,  that,  ftor  m;  own  part.  It  li  to 
rable,  that  the  irmpUhJei  of  lore  towardi 
wblch  grow  with  oor  gmwth,  coald  erer 
ew  itrengtb.  ar  eran  preurre  the  old,  after 
VDd  from  the  outward  ivnae*  the  ImpreuloQ 
Iweroin  theb&Ut  ofharlng  tbatlmprvaalvi 
fd  and  Ita  accompanjlnf  fnllag  bnnight 


our  Internal  Being,  which  at*  aster 


oat  Greece  fOr  the  pietj  of  that 
Pbilotopber,  **H*nrfftg  to  Ax  bia  i 
regardnl  ths  urns  with  lUgfat,  I 
lajring,  "Seethe  ibeUoftha  flowi 
to  he  luppoaed  that  the  moral  aa< 
uldH  wae  lacapable  of  the  loftj  n 
to  which  IbalolberSa^gaTO  wn; 
hla  aoot  was  Intent  onlj  upon  tlu 


tboae  earthlj  coniidarstlana  wl 
philooqihic  Poet  to  the  pnfoRiiaa 
And  with  regard  to  tbla  Utts  ire 
if  be  had  been  deetltnte  of  the  caj 
with  the  moi«  uallsd  (hoaghta  th 
nator^  be  would  bare  vtnA  no 
the  llnnger  tbu  Ibr  the  dsitd  boi 
which  might  hava  b«nq  caat  d| 
reipect  the  corporeal  f^wne  of  Mj 
It  Ii  Uii  baUtaUaB  of  a  raUena 
SooL    Each  of  theea  Bagea  waa 


m  oppoalte  to  each  oi 


other,  Aa,  in  aaillng  upon  the 
rojige  towaida  (ha  ttftant  wbn* 
graduallj  to  the  qnaiter  wfam 

manner,  a  vojage  towardi  the  a 

quarter  when  the  eon  ta  laat  acea 

dlroction'of  mortaUCr,  adrancsl 
lattlng  lifti ;  aaJ.  In  like  mannv, 
eiplme  thoae  cbeerfiil  tincta,  till 
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of  the  siinrivom,  and  for  the  common  benefit  of  the  living : 
which  record  is  to  be  accomplishoti,  not  in  a  general 
manner,  bat,  where  it  can,  in  don  conwetion  %cit\  the 
lodS^  remaint  of  the  deceoKd :  and  these,  it  may  be  added, 
fonong  the  modem  nations  of  Europe,  are  deposited 
within,  or  contiguous  to,  their  places  of  worship.  In 
ancient  timet,  as  is  well  Icnown,  it  was  the  custom  to 
boxy  the  dead  bejond  the  walls  of  towns  and  cities ;  and 
among  the  Greeks  and  Romans  they  were  fhiquently 
Interred  by  the  way-sides. 

I  could  here  pause  with  pleasure,  and  invito  the 
Reader  to  indulge  with  me  in  contemplation  of  tho 
adrantages  which  must  have  attended  sucli  a  practice. 
We  might  niminate  npon  the  beauty  which  the  monu- 
ments, dins  placed,  must  have  borrowed  ftom  the  sur- 
itnmding  images  of  nature — from  the  trees,  the  wild 
flowers,  from  a  stream  running  perhaps  within  sight  or 
hcariag,  from  the  beaten  road  stretching  its  weary  length 
bard  1^.  Many  tender  similitudes  must  these  objects 
liare  presented  to  the  mind  of  the  traveller  leaning 
upon  one  of  the  tombs,  or  reposing  in  the  coolness  of 
Its  shade,  whether  he  had  halted  from  weariness  or  in 
compliance  with  the  invitation,  '  Pause,  Traveller ! ' 
•o  often  foimd  upon  the  monuments.  And  to  its  epitaph 
alio  most  have  been  supplied  strong  appeals  to  visible 
appearances  or  immediate  impressions,  lively  and  affect. 
log  analogies  of  life  as  a  Journey — death  as  a  sleep 
overcoming  the  tired  wayfarer— of  misfortune  as  a  storm 
that  iUlB  suddenly  upon  him— of  beauty  as  a  flower 
that  passeth  away,  or  of  innocent  pleasure  as  one  that 
maj  be  gathered— of  virtue  that  standeth  firm  as  a  rock 
against  the  beating  waves ; — of  hope  '  undermined  insen. 
tlUy  inr«*  the  poplar  by  the  side  of  tho  river  that  has 
liid  it,'  or  blasted  in  a  moment  like  a  pine-tree  by  the 
stroke  of  lightning  upon  the  mountain-top— of  admo- 
nidotts  and  heart-stirring  remembrances,  like  a  rcfreah- 
ing  breese  that  comes  without  warning,  or  the  taste  of 
the  waters  of  an  unexpected  fountain.  Those,  and 
rimilar  suggestions,  must  have  given,  formerly,  to  the 
laagoage  of  the  senseless  stone  a  voice  enforced  and 
endeared  by  the  benignity  of  that  nature  with  which  it 
was  in  unison. — We,  in  modem  times,  have  lost  much 
of  these  advantages ;  and  they  are  but  in  a  small  degree 
eoanterbalanced  to  tho  inhabitants  of  large  towns  and 
dtles,  by  the  custom  of  depositing  tho  dead  within,  or 

I  contiguous  to,  their  places  of  worship ;  however  splendid 
or  imposing  may  be  the  appearance  of  those  edifices,  or 
however  interesting  or  solutaiy  the  recollections  asso- 
ciated with  them.  Even  were  it  not  true  that  tombs  lose 
thdr  monitory  virtue  when  thus  obtruded  upon  the  notice 
of  men  occupied  vrith  the  cares  of  the  world,  and  too  often 
■allied  and  defiled  by  those  cares,  yet  still,  when  death 
la  in  our  thoughts,  nothing  can  mako  amends  for  the 
want  of  the  soothing  influences  of  nature,  and  for  the 
absence  of  those  types  of  renovation  and  decay,  which 
the  fields  and  woods  offer  to  the  notice  of  the  serious 
and  contemplative  mind.  To  feel  the  force  of  this 
sentiment,  let  a  man  only  compare  in  imagination  the 
unsightly  mannor  in  which  our  monuments  are  crowded 
together  in  the  busy,  noisy,  unclean,  and  almost  grass- 
less  church.yard  of  a  large  town,  with  the  still  seclu. 
slon  of  a  Tuikish  cemetery,  in  some  remote  place ;  and 
yet  ftirther  sanctified  by  tho  grove  of  cypress  in  which 
It  is  embosomed.  Thoughts  in  the  same  temper  as  these 
have  already  been  expressed  with  true  sensibility  by  an 
Ingenoons  Poet  of  the  present  day.  The  subject  of  his 
poem  is  "All  BainU  Church,  Derby:"  he  has  been 
deploring  the  forbidding  and  unseemly  appearance  of  its 
burial-ground,  and  uttering  a  wish,  that  in  past  times 
the  practice  bad  been  adopted  of  interring  the  inhabi- 
tants of  large  towns  in  the  countij. — 

'  Then  in  some  mral,  calm,  sequestered  spot, 
Where  healing  Kature  her  benignant  look 
Xs^cr  dianges,  save  at  that  lorn  season,  when, 


With  tresses  drooping  o*er  her  sable  stole. 
She  yearly  mourns  the  mortal  doom  of  ninn, 
Iler  noblest  work,  (so  Israel's  \-irgins  erst. 
With  annual  moan  uxK>n  tho  mountains  wi>]>t 
Their  fairest  gone,)  there  in  tiiat  rural  scene. 
So  placid,  so  congenial  to  the  vrish 
Tho  Christian  feels,  of  peaceful  rest  within 
The  silent  g^ave,  I  would  have  stayed  : 

•  •  S  9 

— wandered  forth,  where  the  cold  dew  of  heaven 
Lay  on  the  humbler  graves  around,  what  timo 
The  pale  moon  gaxed  upon  the  turfy  mounds, 
Pensive,  as  though  like  me,  in  lonely  muse, 
'Twere  brooding  on  the  dead  inhumed  beneath. 
There  while  with  him,  the  holy  man  of  Uz, 
O'er  human  destiny  I  sympathised. 
Counting  the  long,  long  periods  prophecy 
Decrees  to  roll,  ere  tho  great  day  arrives 
Of  resurrection,  oft  the  bluo-oycd  Spring 
Had  met  mo  with  her  blossoms,  as  the  Dove, 
Of  old,  returned  with  olive  leaf,  to  cheer 
The  Patriarch  mourning  o*er  a  world  destroyed : 
And  I  would  bless  her  visit ;  for  to  me 
'Tis  sweet  to  trace  the  consonance  that  links 
As  one,  the  works  of  Nature  and  the  word 

Of  God.' 

Jonir  EowABDs. 

A  village  church-yard,  lying  as  it  does  in  the  lap  of 
nature,  may  indeed  be  most  favourably  contrasted  with 
that  of  a  town  of  crowded  population ;  and  sepulture 
therein  combines  many  of  the  best  tendencies  which 
belong  to  the  mode  practised  by  the  Ancients,  with 
others  peculiar  to  itself.  The  sensations  of  pious  cheer- 
fulness, which  attend  the  celebration  of  the  sabbath- 
day  in  rural  places,  are  profitably  chastised  by  tho  sight 
of  the  graves  of  kindred  and  friends,  gathered  together 
in  that  general  home  towards  which  the  thoughtful  yet 
happy  spectators  themselves  are  Journeying.  Ilenco  a 
parish-church,  in  the  stillness  of  tho  country,  is  a  visible 
centre  of  a  community  of  tho  living  and  tho  dead ;  a 
point  to  which  are  habitually  referred  the  nearest  con- 
cems  of  both. 

As,  then,  both  in  cities  and  in  villages,  the  dead  are 
deposited  in  close  connection  with  our  places  of  worship, 
with  us  the  composition  of  an  epitaph  naturally  turns, 
still  more  than  among  the  nations  of  antiquity,  ufion  the 
most  serious  and  solemn  affections  of  tiie  human  mind ; 
upon  departed  worth — upon  personal  or  social  sorrow 
and  admiration— upon  religion,  individual  and  social — 
upon  time,  and  upon  eternity.  Accordingly,  it  suffices, 
in  ordinary  cases,  to  secure  a  composition  of  this  kind 
firom  censure,  that  it  contain  nothing  that  shall  shock 
or  be  inconsistent  vrith  this  spirit.  But,  to  entitle  an 
epitaph  to  praise,  more  than  this  is  neccssnrj.  It  ought 
to  contain  some  thought  or  feeling  belonging  to  the 
mortal  or  immortal  part  of  our  nature  tonchingly  ex- 
pressed ;  and  if  that  be  done,  however  general  or  even 
trite  the  sentiment  may  be,  every  man  of  pure  mind  will 
read  the  words  with  pleasure  and  gratitude.  A  husband 
bewails  a  vrife ;  a  parent  breathes  a  sigh  of  disappointed 
hope  over  a  lost  child ;  a  son  utters  a  sentiment  of  filial 
reverence  for  a  departed  father  or  mother;  a  friend 
perhaps  inscribes  an  encomium  recording  tiio  companion- 
able qualities,  or  the  solid  virtues,  of  the  tenant  of  the 
grave,  whose  departure  has  left  a  sadness  upon  his 
memory.  This  and  a  pious  admonition  to  the  living, 
and  a  humble  expression  of  Christian  confidence  in  im- 
mortality,  is  the  language  of  a  thousand  church-yards  ; 
and  it  does  not  often  happen  that  anything,  in  a  greater 
degree  discriminate  or  ai)propriatc  to  the  dead  or  to  the 
living,  is  to  be  found  in  them.  This  want  of  discrimina* 
tion  has  been  ascribed  by  Dr.  Johnson,  in  his  Essay  upon 
the  epitaphs  of  Pope,  to  two  causes ;  first,  tho  scantiness 
of  the  objects  of  human  praise  ;  and,  secondly,  the  want 
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these  intricacies  of  human  nature,  so  can  the  tracing  of 
them  be  interesting  only  to  a  few.  But  an  epitaph  is  not 
a  |iroud  writing  shut  up  for  the  studious  :  it  is  exposed 
to  all — to  the  wise  and  the  most  ignorant ;  it  is  condo- 
scending,  perspicuous,  and  loringlj  solicits  regard ;  its 
ttox7  and  admonitions  are  brief,  that  the  thoughtless, 
the  busy,  and  indolent,  may  not  be  deterred,  nor  the 
impatient  tired :  the  stooping  old  man  cons  the  engraven 
record  like  a  second  horn-book  ;— the  child  is  proud  that 
bo  can  read  it ; — and  the  stranger  is  introduced  through 
Its  mediation  to  the  company  of  a  friend  :  it  is  concern- 
ing  all,  and  for  all : — ^in  the  church-yard  it  is  open  to  the 
day ;  the  sun  looks  down  upon  the  stone,  and  the  rains 
of  heaven  beat  against  it. 

Tet^  though  the  writer  who  would  excite  sympathy  is 
bound  in  this  case,  more  than  in  any  other,  to  give  proot 
that  he  himself  has  been  moved,  it  is  to  be  remembered, 
that  to  raise  a  monument  is  a  sober  and  a  reflective  act ; 
that  the  inscription  which  it  bears  is  intended  to  be  per- 
manent,  and  for  universal  perusal;  and  that,  for  this 
reason,  the  thoughts  and  feelings  expressed  should  be 
permanent  also>-liberated  flnom  that  weakness  and 
angnifh  of  sorrow  which  is  in  nature  transitory,  and 
which  with  instinctive  decency  retires  from  notice.  The 
passions  should  be  subdued,  the  emotions  controlled ; 
strong,  indeed,  but  nothing  ungovernable  or  wholly  in- 
Toluntary.  Seemliness  requires  this,  and  truth  requires 
it  also :  fbr  how  can  the  narrator  otherwise  be  trusted  t 
Horaurer,  a  grave  is  a  tranquillising  object :  resignation 
In  coarse  of  time  springs  up  from  it  as  naturally  as  the 
wUd  flowers,  besprinkling  the  turf  with  which  it  may  be 
covered,  or  gathering  round  the  monument  by  which  it 
la  definded.  The  very  form  and  substance  of  the  monu- 
ment which  has  received  the  inscription,  and  the  appear- 
ance of  the  letters,  testifying  with  what  a  slow  and 
laborious  hand  they  must  have  been  engraven,  might 
■eem  to  reproach  the  author  who  had  given  way  upon 
this  occasion  to  transports  of  mind,  or  to  quick  turns  of 
conflicting  passion ;  though  the  same  might  constitute 
the  life  and  beauty  of  a  funeral  oration  or  elegiac  poem. 
These  sensations  and  Judgments,  acted  upon  perhaps 
aoconsdously,  have  been  one  of  the  main  causes  why 
epitaphs  so  often  personate  the  deceased,  and  represent 
htm  as  speaking  fi^>m  his  own  tombstone.  The  de- 
parted  Mortal  is  Introduced  telling  you  himself  that  his 
pains  are  gone ;  that  a  state  of  rest  is  come ;  and  ho 
'  conjures  you  to  weep  for  him  no  longer.  lie  admonishes 
with  the  voice  of  one  experienced  in  the  vanity  of  those 
afiections  which  are  confined  to  earthly  objects,  and 
gives  a  verdict  like  a  superior  Being,  performing  the 
oflSce  of  a  judge,  who  has  no  temptations  to  mislead  him, 
and  whoso  decision  cannot  but  be  dispassionate.  Thus 
is  death  disarmed  of  its  sting,  and  afiiiction  unsubstan- 
tialised.  By  this  tender  fiction,  the  surrivors  bind  them- 
selves to  a  sedater  sorrow,  and  employ  the  intervention 
of  the  imagination  in  order  that  the  reason  may  speak 
ber  own  language  earlier  than  she  would  otherwise  h.ivo 
been  enabled  to  do.  This  shadowy  interposition  also 
liarmoniously  unites  the  two  worlds  of  the  liring  and  the 
dead  by  their  appropriate  afilections.  And  it  may  be 
observed,  that  here  we  have  an  additional  proof  of  the 
propriety  with  which  sepulchral  inscriptions  were  re- 
ferred to  the  consciousness  of  Immortality  as  their  primal 

Murce. 

I  do  not  speak  with  a  vrish  to  recommend  that  an  epi- 
t^h  should  be  cast  in  this  mould  preferably  to  the  still 
more  common  one,  in  which  what  is  said  comes  fi^>m  the 
survivors  directiy ;  but  rather  to  point  out  how  natural 
those  fieelings  arc  which  have  induced  men,  in  all  states 
and  ranks  of  society,  so  frequentiy  to  adopt  this  mode. 
And  this  I  have  done  chiefly  in  order  that  the  laws, 
which  ought  to  govern  the  composition  of  the  other, 
may  be  better  understood.  This  latter  mode,  namely, 
that  In  whieh  the  survivors  speak  in  their  own  persons, 
■fins  to  me  upon  the  whole  greatiy  preferable :  as  it 


admits  a  wider  range  of  notices  ;  and,  above  all,  because, 
excluding  the  fiction  which  is  the  groundwork  of  the 
other,  it  rests  upon  a  more  solid  basis. 

Enough  has  been  said  to  convey  our  notion  of  a  perfect 
epitaph  ;  but  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  one  is  meant 
which  will  best  answer  the  ffcneral  ends  of  that  species  of 
composition.  According  to  the  course  pointed  out,  the 
worth  of  private  life,  through  all  varieties  of  situation 
and  character,  will  be  most  honourably  and  profitably 
preserved  in  memory.  Nor  would  tiie  model  recom. 
mended  less  suit  public  men,  in  all  instances  save  of 
diose  persons  who  by  the  greatness  of  their  services  in 
the  employments  of  peace  or  war,  or  by  the  surpassing  ex- 
cellence of  their  works  in  art,  literature,  or  science,  have 
made  themselves  not  only  universally  known,  but  have 
tilled  theheart  of  their  country  with  everlasting  gratitude. 
Yet  I  must  here  pause  to  correct  myself.  In  describing  the 
general  tcnour  of  thought  which  epitaphs  ought  to  hold, 
I  have  omitted  to  say,  that  if  it  be  the  aethns  of  a  man, 
or  even  someone  conspicuous  or  beneficial  act  of  local  or 
general  utility,  which  have  distinguished  him,  and  ex- 
cited a  desire  that  he  should  be  remembered,  then,  of 
course,  ought  the  attention  to  be  directed  chiefly  to  those 
actions  or  that  act :  and  such  sentiments  dwelt  upon  as 
naturally  arise  out  of  them  or  it.  Having  made  this 
necessary  distinction.  I  proceed.— the  mighty  bene, 
factors  of  mankind,  as  they  are  not  only  known  by  the 
immediate  sur>'ivors,  but  will  continue  to  be  known 
familiarly  to  latest  posterity,  do  not  stand  in  need  of 
biographic  sketches,  in  such  a  place ;  nor  of  delineations 
of  character  to  individualise  them.  This  is  already  done 
by  their  Works,  in  the  memories  of  men.  Their  naked 
names,  and  a  grand  comprehensive  sentiment  of  civio 
gratitude,  patriotic  love,  or  human  admiration— or  the 
utterance  of  some  elementary  principle  most  essential 
in  the  constitution  of  true  virtue; — or  a  declaration 
touching  that  pious  Ihimility  and  self-abasement,  which 
are  ever  most  profound  as  minds  are  most  susceptible  of 
genuine  exaltation— or  an  intuition,  communicated  in 
adequate  words,  of  the  sublimity  of  intellectual  power ; 
— these  are  the  only  tribute  which  can  here  be  paid— the 
only  ofiering  that  upon  such  an  altar  would  not  be  on. 
worthy. 

'  What  needs  my  Shakspcare  for  his  honoured  bones 
The  labour  uf  an  age  in  piled  stones. 
Or  that  his  hallowed  reliqucs  should  be  hid 
Under  a  star.ypointing  pyramid! 
Dear  Son  of  Memory,  great  Heir  of  Fame, 
What  necd'st  thou  such  weak  witness  of  thy  name  t 
Thou  in  our  wonder  and  astonishment 
Hast  built  thyself  a  livelong  monument. 
And  so  sepulchred,  in  such  pomp  dost  lie, 
That  kings  for  such  a  tomb  would  wish  to  die.' 


Page  560. 

'And  tpira  loAoM  *  silent  Jlnffcr  points  to  Heaven.*  * 

An  instinctive  taste  teaches  men  to  build  their  churches 
in  flat  countries  with  spiro-stceples,  which  as  they  c.innot 
be  referred  to  any  other  object,  point  as  with  silent 
finger  to  the  sky  and  stars,  and  sometimes,  when  they 
reflect  the  brazen  light  of  a  rich  though  rainy  sunset, 
appear  like  a  pyramid  of  flame  biuning  heaven-ward. 
See  •'  The  Friend."  by  S.  T.  Coleridge,  No.  14,  p.  223. 


Page  608. 

'  That  5yeamor0,  tchieh  anniuUZy  hMs 
Within  its  shade  as  in  a  statdy  te^it.* 

•  This  Sycamore  oft  musical  with  Bees ; 
Sueh  TenU  the  Patriarchs  loved.' 

-S.  T,  Cdtridffe, 


it  Abbiji 


PigaWH. 
jull  Bluri«  mundl'iiflndJoiiIiTBMdl 


the  Rica  dT  Ihlt  Itlud. 


ainafuMuriBe  UAMn  >r 


>riii> 


I    Istlou  u(  xUlcb  )•  u  follow)  ^— 

■  CtPliiidvriilS  ""T  dsj  the  lin«M»loty  of  Ufa.  tll« 

th«  ntet  snd  QDiTfn  of  Kiaiii.  Empirnn.  >nd  Dukx. 

'    und  Ibc  crowiu  >nd  pKliDi  of  >U  Ihf  greH,  oithsr  ud 

1    d««j:  iindth»tiiUlliliigt.wliliiuiunlnl«mipt*d«oio»B, 


hut  good.    Tnjili  hM  coBiptUed  m»  toimlli 
ippllcjilioo  af  power* »  aC    ■    ""'   '    '"" 


APPENDIX,  PREFACES, 


ETC  ETC 


Much  the  greatest  part  of  the  foregoing  Poems  has  been  so  long  before  the  Public  that  no 
preCatoiy  matter,  explanatory  of  any  portion  of  them,  or  of  the  arrangement  which  has  been  adopted, 
appears  to  be  required ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  observations  contained  in  those  Prefaces  upon 
the  principles  of  Poetry  in  general  they  would  not  have  been  reprinted  even  as  an  Appendix  in 
tins  Edition. 


PREFACE 


TO  THK  SECOND  EDITION  OF  SEVERAL  OF    THE    FOREOOINO  POEMS,  PUBLISHED,  WITH  AN  ADDITIONAL 

VOLUME,   UNDER  THE  TITLE  OF  "  LYRICAL  BALLADS." 


[iVMe.— In  miooeeding  Editions,  when  the  Ck>Uection  was  much  enlarged  and  dlrerslfied,  this  Flrefaoe  was  trans- 
to  the  Old  of  the  Volumes  as  having  little  of  a  special  application  to  their  contents.] 


The  first  Volume  of  these  Poems  has  already 
been  submitted  to  general  perusal.  It  was  published, 
as  an  experiment,  which,  I  hoped,  might  be  of  some 
use  to  ascertain,  how  far,  by  fitting  to  metrical 
arrangement  a  selection  of  the  real  language  of 
men  in  a  state  of  vivid  sensation,  that  sort  of  plca- 
mae  and  that  quantity  of  pleasure  may  be  imparted, 
which  a  Poet  may  rationally  endeavour  to  impart. 

I  had  formed  no  very  inaccurate  estimate  of  the 
probable  efi^ect  of  those  Poems :  I  flattered  myself 
that  they  who  should  be  pleased  with  them  would 
read  them  with  more  than  common  pleasure :  and, 
on  the  other  hand,  I  was  well  aware,  that  by  those 
who  should  dislike  them,  they  would  be  read  with 
more  than  common  dislike.  The  result  has  difiered 
from  my  expectation  in  this  only,  that  a  greater 
iramber  have  been  pleased  than  I  ventured  to  hope 
I  should  please. 

•  •  •  •  • 

Several  of  my  Friends  are  anxious  for  the  success 
of  these  Poems,  from  a  belief,  that,  if  the  views 
with  which  they  were  composed  were  indeed 
reaSaed,  a  dass  of  Poetry  would  be  produced,  well 
adapted  to  interest  mankind  permanently,  and  not 
animpoitaiit  in  the  quality,  and  in  the  multiplicity 


of  its  moral  rdations:  and  on  this  account  they 
have  advised  me  to  prefix  a  systematic  defence  of 
die  theory  upon  which  the  Poems  were  written. 
But  I  was  unwilling  to  undertake  the  task,  knowing 
that  on  this  occasion  the  Header  would  look  coldly 
upon  my  arguments,  since  I  might  be  suspected  of 
having  been  principally  influenced  by  the  selfish 
and  foolish  hope  of  reasoning  him  into  an  appro- 
bation of  these  particular  Poems :  and  I  was  still 
more  unwilling  to  undertake  the  task,  because, 
adequately  to  display  the  opinions,  and  fully  to 
enforce  the  arguments,  would  require  a  Rpace 
wholly  disproportionate  to  a  preface.  For,  to  treat 
the  subject  with  tho  clearness  and  coherence  of 
which  it  is  susceptible,  it  would  be  necessary  to 
give  a  full  account  of  the  present  state  of  the  public 
taste  in  this  country,  and  to  determine  how  far 
this  taste  is  healthy  or  depraved;  which,  again, 
could  not  be  detemuned,  without  pointing  out  in 
what  manner  language  and  the  human  mind  act 
and  re-act  on  each  other,  and  without  retracing  the 
revolutions,  not  of  literature  nlone,  but  likewise  of 
society  itself.  I  have  therefore  altogether  declined 
to  enter  regularly  upon  this  defence  ;  yet  I  am  sen- 
sible, tiiat  there  would  be  somctiiing  like  impro- 


niii  exponnit  Of  qmbol  bdd  tbrth  bjp  metrical 
hngiutgB  mnst  in  diffamt  am  of  litentoie  bave 
cxcilsd  Tsty  diffcnnl  eipe<:tatioiii :  for  cxMsple, 
In  the  igs  of  QUnllii^  Terence,  and  Lncratiiii,  and 
that  of  Stalioaar  Qaadian;  andinoarowncoontiy, 
in  tlM  age  of  ^lalupeare  and  Beaumont  and 
FLstdm',  and  that  of  Donne  and  Cowlaji,  or  Di^den, 
or  Pope.  1  will  not  take  apoD  m*  to  determine 
the  exact  import  of  the  promiai  whieb,  by  the  act 
of  writuig  in  Tene,  an  Author,  in  the  present  day 
makes  to  bis  rader :  but  it  will  nndoubtedl;  appear 
to  many  pertons  that  1  have  not  (bMlled  the  teims 
of  an  engagement  thiB  ndontarily  contracted. 
They  who  haTo  been  accustomed  to  the  gaudinesa 
and  inane  phnaeology  of  many  modem  writers,  if 
they  persist  in  leading  this  book  to  ita  eonolnnon, 
will,  no  doobt,  ft«qaently  have  to  struggle  with 
feelings  of  Btrangeneea  and  awkwardness:  they 
will  look  round  for  poetiy,  aod  will  be  iodoced  to 
Inquire  by  what  species  (rf  courtesy  these  attempts 
can  be  permitted  to  assume  that  title.  I  hope 
therefore  the  rMkder  will  not  eounre  me  for 
attempting  to  state  irtiat  I  hav«  proposed  to  myself 
to  perform ;  aod  *l«a  (as  tar  *«  the  limits  of  a 
prebce  will  permit)  to  explain  some  of  the  chief 
rcssons  which  have  detecmioed  me  in  the  chiuce  of 
my  purpose :  that  at  least  he  may  be  spared  any 
nnplnaant  feeling  of  dinpptuntnumV  ud  that  I 
myself  may  be  protected  ftam  one  of  (ha  most 
disbanoanUe  accusations  which  can  be  bron^t 
agunst  an  Author ;  namely,  that  of  an  indolence 
which  prevents  him  from  endeavouring  toaacartstn 
what  is  his  duty,  or,  when  his  du^  is  aeeertunsd, 
prevents  bim  &om  perfilnning  it. 

The  prindpri  object,  than,  prgEgged  jnjfefe 
p^>ani<i  Wm  in  rliDoge  incidgnta  and  ■jtuationsfrom 
«SimoiiUfe,iiIiol^V,4f*<?:il«.^«Sj%?!!6l'- 
oat,  as  far  as  was  pb^blo  in  a  selection  of  Uuiguaga 


sequently,  may  be  more  m 

manners  of  mial  lib  gen 
mentary  fceUogs,  and,  firom 
of  nml  occupation^  are  mo 
and  are  mor«  dumble ;  and 
condition  the  pawintin  at 
with  the  beautiful  and  pern 
The  language,  too,  of  theoe 
(purified  indeed  from  wlia 
defects,  from  all  lasting  i 
dialikfl  or  disgust)  becauae 
mumeate  with  the  best  objt 
part  of  langnsge  is  originall; 
from  their  lank  in  aocie^ 
narrow  circle  of  tfadr  inter 
the  inflnenc«  of  socjal  van 
feelings  and  notions  in  di 
expressions.  Accordingly,  i 
out  of  repealed  e^qieriraice 
a  more  permanent,  and  a 
language,  than  that  which  i 
for  it  by  Poets,  irtio  think  t 
honour  apon  themselvea  aixi 
as  they  eepaiate  themaehre 
of  men,  aud  indulge  in  ar 
habits  of  eipreadon,  in  art 
fickle  tastes,  and  fickle  aj 
oration*. 

I  cannot,  however,  be  im 
OQtciy  against  the  triviali^ 
thoDght  and  language,  wh 
temporaries  have  occaaienaO 
metrical  compositianB ;  am 
this  defect,  where  it  aiiat^ 
to  the  Writer's  own  cbara 
meat  or  arbitrary  innont 
contend  at  the  same  time 
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d  distinguished  at  least  by  one  mark  of  differ- 
f  that  each  of  them  has  a  worthy  pwpote. 
that  I  always  began  to  write  with  a  distinct 
ose  formally  conceived ;  but  habits  of  medi- 
Q  have,  I  trust,  so  prompted  and  regulated  my 
igs,  that  my  descriptions  of  such  objects  as 
igly  excite  those  feelings,  will  be  found  to  carry 
;  with  them  a  purpae.  If  this  opinion  be 
leous,  I  can  have  little  right  to  the  name  of  a 
For  all  good  poetry  is  the  spontaneous 
[low  of  powerful  feelings :  and  though  this  be 

Poems  to  which  any  value  can  be  attached 

never  produced  on  any  variety  of  subjects 
)y  a  man  who,  being  possessed  of  more  than 
.  organic  sensibility,  had  also  thought  long  and 
!y.  For  our  continued  influxes  of  feeling  are 
fied  and  directed  by  our  thoughts,  which  are 
id  the  representatives  of  all  our  past  feelings ; 
as  by  contemplating  the  relation  of  these 
ral  representatives  to  each  other,  we  discover 
is  really  important  to  men,  so,  by  the  repeti- 
uid  continuance  of  this  act,  our  feelings  will 
anected  with  important  subjects,  till  at  length, 
)  be  originally  possessed  of  much  sensibility, 

habits  of  mind  will  be  produced,  that,  by 
Jig  blindly  and  mechanically  the  impulses  of 

habits,  we  sluill  describe  objects,  and  utter 
ments,  of  such  a  nature,  and  in  such  connection 

each  other,  that  the  imderstanding  of  the 
.er  must  necessarily  be  in  some  degree  en- 
med,  and  his  affections  strengthened  and 
led. 

has  been  said  that  each  of  these  poems  has  a 
DSC.  Another  circumstance  must  be  mentioned 
1  distinguishes  these  Poems  from  the  popular 
ry  of  the  day ;  it  is  this,  that  the  feeling  there- 
,'veloped  gives  importance  to  the  action  and 
Lion,  and  not  the  action  and  mtuation  to  the 

sense  of  false  modesty  shall  not  prevent  me 
asserting,  that  the  Reader's  attention  is 
ed  to  this  mark  of  distinction,  far  less  for  the 
>f  these  particular  Poems  than  from  the  general 
rtanco  of  the  subject.  The  subject  is  indeed 
rtant !  For  the  human  mind  is  capable  of 
;  excited  without  the  application  of  gross  and 
it  stimulants ;  and  he  must  have  a  very  faint 
ption  of  its  beauty  and  dignity  who  does  not 
this,  and  who  does  not  further  know,  that 
teing  is  elevated  above  another,  in  proportion 
I  possesses  this  capability.  It  has  therefore 
ured  to  me,  that  to  endeavour  to  produce  or 
ge  this  capability  is  one  of  the  best  services  in 
1,  ai  any  period,  a  Writer  can  be  engaged ; 


but  this  service,  excellent  at  all  times,  is  etpedally 
so  at  the  present  day.  For  a  multitude  of  caoseSi 
unknown  to  former  times,  are  now  acting  with  a 
combined  force  to  blunt  the  discriminating  powers 
of  the  mind,  and,  unfitting  it  for  all  voluntary 
exertion,  to  reduce  it  to  a  state  of  almost  savage 
torpor.  The  most  effective  of  these  causes  are  the 
great  national  events  which  are  daily  taking  place, 
and  the  increaong  accumulation  of  men  in  cities, 
where  the  nniformity  of  their  occupations  produces 
a  craving  for  extraordinary  incident,  which  the 
rapid  communication  of  intelligence  hourly  gratifies. 
To  this  tendency  of  life  and  manners  the  literature 
and  theatrical  exhibitions  of  the  country  have 
conformed  themselves.  The  invaluable  works  of 
our  elder  writers,  I  had  almost  said  the  works  of 
Shakspeaie  and  Milton,  are  driven  into  neglect  by 
frantic  novels,  sickly  and  stupid  Grerman  Tragedies^ 
and  deluges  of  idle  and  extravagant  stories  in 
verse. — When  I  think  upon  this  degrading  thirst 
after  outrageous  stimulation,  I  am  almost  ashamed 
to  have  spoken  of  the  feeble  endeavour  made  in 
these  volumes  to  counteract  it;  and,  reflecting 
upon  the  magnitude  of  the  general  evil,  I  should  be 
oppressed  with  no  dishonourable  melancholy,  had 
I  not  a  deep  impression  of  certain  inherent  and 
indestructible  qualities  of  the  human  mind,  and 
likewise  of  certain  powers  in  the  great  and 
permanent  objects  tiiat  act  upon  it,  which  are 
equally  inherent  and  indestructible ;  and  were 
there  not  added  to  this  impression  a  belief,  tiiat  the 
time  is  approaching  when  the  evil  will  be  system- 
atically opposed,  by  men  of  greater  powers,  and 
with  far  more  distinguished  success. 

Having  dwelt  thus  long  on  the  subjects  and  aim 
of  these  Poems,  I  shall  request  the  Reader's 
permission  to  apprise  him  of  a  few  circumstances 
relating  to  their  ^yfe,  in  order,  among  other  reasons, 
that  he  may  not  censure  me  for  not  having 
performed  what  I  never  attempted.  The  Reader 
will  find  that  personifications  of  abstract  ideas 
rarely  occur  m^  tEeBe^voIum€» ;  and  are  utterly 
rejected,  as  an  orcQnary  3eviceTb  elevate  the  style, 
and  "raiser  11  al)6v6;pr^  purpose  was  to 

mutate,  and,  as  far  as  is  possible,  to  adopt  the  very 
language  of  men ;  and  assuredly  such  personifica- 
tions do  not  make  any  natural  or  reguUir  part  of 
that  language.  They  are,  indeed,  a  figure  of  speech 
occasionally  prompted  by  pascdon,  and  I  have  made 
use  of  them  as  such ;  but  have  endeavoured  utterly 
to  reject  them  as  a  mechanical  device  of  style,  or 
ai  a  family  language  which  Writers  in  metre  seem 
to  lay  chum  to  by  prescription.  I  have  wislicd  to 
keep  the  Reader  in  the  company  of  flesh  and  blood, 


SVyl, 
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fKmmtti  thkt  bjr  Ki  fioiBg  1  eliaU  inlcTwi  him. 
fMMs  vha  porar  ft  dtfTrrmt  tnck  vill  iaumt 
Ite  UwoiM ;  I  do  not  intsriUv  with  Ihnr  eUim, 
tat  anil  U|««fcr»ckfaiett>]r  aim.  '^erenHU 
«tw  In  fawd  b  llw  whip^  little  if  ■>■«'  " 


|«wdBW  It:  Ali  hM  Uri  d 


hfia>ofmM;'ittiflirtlM»,b«tM>«lhaplM>nr« 
«ftlA  1  h>**  [■<ipii»id  to  ajmiS  M  Impart,  l«  of  k 
Itad  *CT7  dIBrtiat  tema  llat  vhldi  in  nppaaad  by 
RMn,*  piTCT>  ta  b«  lb*  pro{ieT  object  of  poeBy. 
W1^«at  bi^  vlp^d;  pwdoilu',  1  do  not  know 
how  to  ^T*  B^  B«»rl(ir  *  mora  cx^et  notion  of 
tin  MjU  la  whM  il  wm  luj  wiah  uui  iotcaltDD 
to  vlita,  llm  br  blfoRnitijt  him  IhftI  I  bATe  U  tU 
(faM  •odtoTOOMd  to  look  aMldilT  M  m;  Hibjpcl ; 
mmmqmUif,  then  b  1  bopo  in  tbeae  Poems  Utile 
UNkeodof dM(ri|ilioD,nnd  m;  Utma  kk  eipirraed 
iniporUmoe. 
by  diia  finwrtioe, 
propntji'  of  all  good  poctrj, 
ut  il  liiu  neeeaHril]'  cut  me 
(drbnnklxg*  partiooof  [ibrwn  and  Ggnrra  of 
qimvb  whkh  from  fkthtr  to  ton  havts  long  bwn 
(vgu'^4  M  tlw  mmmoB  InhMitknec  of  I'lwta.  1 
hn*  •]»  dxnv^t  It  oiptdltot  to  restrict  mymit 
•lUI  ftirtlHT,  hk^g  ■btt^ncd  finm  the  UM  of  many 
•xpnmtnia,  tn  AenudnB  proper  and  beaatiftil. 
hm  irtAch  h>Ta  tiHti  fboUahly  repoUcd  by  bad 
P«^bl,  litl  socfa  feeling  of  di»guet  an-  contiprled 
Willi  ihcm  M  it  Li  warcelj  fosaililt  ly  fttij-  art  of 
a«<Ki4ti(«i  to  otprpowor. 

If  in  a  pocBi  there  ahould  be  found  a  scries  of 
lin«,  or  even  a  single  line,  in  whirh  the  buigua^, 
tb'.vgb  nahinJIy  urangnl,  and  n<ix)rding  to  tho 
Mricl  laws  nf  metre,  does  not  £fter  from  tliat  of 
prcH-,  ihcre  is  a  nnmeroui  dus  of  critic*,  who, 
wUon  tfaey  stumble  open  these  proaaisms,  as  they 
Mil  them,  ima^ne  that  they  Iibto  made  a  notable 
diworcry,  wid  esult  over  the  Poet  as  over  a  tiuui 
iSnoratit  of  his  own  profcsaon.  Now  these  men 
would  rstabllib  a  ouiod  of  criticism  wbich  llie 
Rmdcr  will  mnclnde  he  must  utterly  reject,  if  he 
wuha  to  be  pleased  with  Ihcae  roliuoos.  And  it 
would  bo  a  most  easy  taak  to  prore  to  him,  that 


Inith  of  tliu  ancnian  niigbl  be  dona 
iunimierBble  pa— gea  finm  alrooal  all  ( 
wrilingi, OTcn  of  Idton  hitnadf.  Tol 
BDbject  in  a  goicral  uudikt,  I  wQl  ha 
■biict  compoHtiao  of  Giwy,  wbo  wm  ai 
thoae  who,  by  their  rauoningi,  hnra  ■ 
widen  the  ipaoe  of  acpanUiaii  hotm]^ 
Metrical  compoaitiaii,  and  wna  nwM 
othor  man  cnriotuly  el«bor»to  In  Iba  | 
lus  own  poetic  dictioo. 


^      bu 


It  easy  taak  to  prore  t 
aotmiljr  the  Unguigo  of  a  largo  portion  of  every 
piod  poem,  eicn  of  the  most  devated  cIiiUTietpr, 
nivwuarily,  eicopt  with  reference  to  the 
,  in  no  respect  difler  from  ttal  i^good  proec, 
but  likewise  that  Fome  of  the  most  iaieresling  puts 
of~lKi~lH»l  poems  will  be  finrnd  to  be  strictlj  the 
Janj^Da^ofprosewben  pnjHjgjQ^EiJtlen.    The 


It  will  eotdly  be  pereeifed,  Ihnt  tiM 
this  Sonnet  which  la  of  any  *ahiiei>tlM 
in  tlalics  ;  it  is  equally  obviona,  Oiat,i 
rhyme,  and  in  llie  use  of  the  • 
for  IWitlcealy,  wliicb  is  »i  &r  a  defec^ 
of  these  lines  does  in  oa  rtspect  d: 

Oy  Bio  foregting  qnoUtion  U  hM 
lliHl  the  tangniLgo  of  Prose  may 
niisi'tcJ  to  Poeliy ;  nnd  it  waa  ] 
(hat  a  Targo  portion  of  the 
good  poem  can  in  no  respect  (^ITcr 
good  I'roso.  Wo  will  go  further. 
safely  tifiii-mcd,  that  thero  neither  ii 
any  etientuit  difference  betwoco  tl 
prose  and  metrical  compoaitign. 
of  tracing  the  rcscmblaiife 
I'aintlDg,  and,  aceordingly,  we  d 
but  wfacro  Bliall  wo  find  bond 
EUfiicieoIly  elHct  to  ty[nfy  the 
metrical  and  prose  compoiuliont 
Bpeak  by  luid  to  the  s 
in  which  both  of  ihcm  are  clothed 
to  bo  of  the  Hime  substance,  their 
kindred,  and  almost  identieaJ, 
ciiffcring  evco  in  degree ;  Poetry ' 
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i  ■■  Atigck  weep,'  but  naloml  uid  hnnuu 
du)  can  banal  of  na  ce1c«tuJ  ichor  Ihu 
>b09  tier  TiU]  juices  from  Hioao  ot  prote 
!  Iiumati  bL>od  dnnilalcs  thruugli  tlie  veim 


U  U  be  ftffiniii>i1  th&l  rhj-oiG  snrl  metrical 
rraiit'iiili  III  o!  themaeltea  constttule  a  diatinc- 
nn  irtiicb  ttrcrtaniA  vhflt  boa  jo^  been  aud 
t  ifct  Rriet  affinity  ot  metrical  lutguage  with 
»t  «f  |mse.  Mid  paves  (lie  <riy  for  otiicr  mrtl- 
eU  diMinctioiu  whicli  the  mind  voluntarily 
luignago    uf    aucli 


«  far  a 


•election  of  the  languor  n'idtj' 
b;  nun  i  that  this  KlectJoD,  wberevw  it 
■  iDada  with  Ime  latto  and  reeling,  will  of 
1f  torm  a  diatJDCtion  far  greater  thou  would 
Int  b«  inuigiiied,  and  will  cndrcly  aeparate 
compoiiltiuu  from  the  vulgaiity  and  mouinna 
if  eriiiLU7  llfii ;  and,  if  laelro  be  Eapcradded 
I  belietc  that  a  dinimkliluda  will  be 
•ItogetlitT  Bufflcicnt  for  the  gratilicabon 
r  »  Mioiwl  ininJ,  Wbat  other  disliDctiaD 
■eoU  we  Iun>t  Whence  is  it  to  come  I  And 
ibnw  ia  it  to  cxial  I  Not,  mirel}',  wliero  the 
Hg«t  tf—Jtm  through  tlic  tnoutha  of  his  characters : 
I  HmM  be  necessary  here,  eitliur  for  cteratian 
I  ttjdis  ^  fy  of  Ita  luppnacd  omamenCa:  for, 
Ifa*  Fott'a  aubjeet  be  jadiclaUBly  choacn,  it  nill 
■MnQr,  and  upon  lit  uvaaion,  lead  him  to 
the  hngnage  of  which,  if  selected  truly 
,  imiKt  DcccMsarily  be  dignified 
and  aliTD  with  mctp^hora  and 
«r  to  upcnk  of  an  bcongmity 
MA  wmU  (hack  the  iotelligi-nl  Reader,  ihould 
~  any   foreign   gplcndoiir  of 


I CW  with  that  which    the    pan 


'And, 


I  to  Bay  Ilut  (ucb  addil^i 
relj^li  "is  more  probable 


boat!  patmtgr*,  which  with  propriety  aboimd 
nelajduirs  and  figurvc,  will  liave  Uicir  duu 
if,  ujwn  Olhiir  nccanuns  where  tlio  pDaaiona 
MOfatiiililTchanKtcr,  the  stylo  also  be  subdued 


Bn^  ••  ttw  pleasure  which  I  hope  to  give  by 
■  fNieliw  now  prencnted  to  the  Reader  must 
ipmil  colirvly  ua  just  noliona  apon  this  nib- 
Bnd,  a*  it  is  in  itself  of  high  importance  to 


t.  Ic 


myself  wiUi  these  delacthed  rwnarlta.  And  U, 
iu  what  I  am  about  I«  aay,  it  shall  appear  to 
some  that  my  labour  U  tmoeceamy,  and  thai 
I  am  like  a  nuu  fl)^ting  a  hatilB  without  enemiea, 
such  persons  may  be  reminded,  that,  whatever 
be  the  language  ootwartlly  bolder  by  men,  a 
practiul  fiuth  in  the  opinions  which  1  am  wish- 
ing to  establish  is  nlmeat  unknown.  If  my  eon- 
eluaiona  arc  admitted,  and  carried  as  far  H  ttlcy 
must  be  carried  if  admitted  at  all,  ocr  judgmonta 
coneeminj  the  works  of  Iho  greatest  Pacts  both 
ancient  and  modoni  will  be  far  difiennt  from 
wtiat  tliey  ore  at  present,  both  when  we  pnise, 
and  when  we  censure:  and  our  muml  feelings 
Inttuencing  and  influenced  by  these  judgmouts 
will,  1  believe,  be  corTt«|j«l  and  ptuilieil, 

raluDg  op  the  snbjoet,  then,  opun  goncl^ 
grounds,  let  me  ask,  what  i*  meant  by  the  word 
I'oetl  What  is  a  Poet  I  Tu  whinu  dots  ho 
address  himself  t  And  what  language  ii  to  he 
expected  from  luml—llo  is  a  nian  spmking  to 
men :  a  man,  it  is  true,  endowed  with  mm 
lively  sensibility,  more  entfausiaim  and  tondmoa, 
who  has  a  greater  knowUidgo  of  haman  natON,  and 
a  more  comprehensive  socd,  than  are  supposed  to 
be  common  among  mankloil 
bis  own  poanicnii  and  million*,  and  who  rvji 
moro  than  other  men  in  the  splnl  uf  life  that  ia 
liim;  dcligbling  tu  eontvmplata  ajmilar  vi 
and  [«Bions  as  mauifeatul  in  the  goings-on 
Tnivenr,  atul  habitually  impdled  to  ovale  thru 
when  ho  docs  not  find  tlmn.  To  theae  qiuliliui 
he  liai  added  a  diapoaitiuo  to  be  aHecled  more  Ilian 
other  men  by  absent  things  as  if  they  were  pivMct  i 
an  ability  of  conjuring  up  in  himaelr  pssoton*, 
witich  are  indeed  far  from  being  the  Mma  as 
Ihow  |irodneed  by  real  evenm,  yet  (ojiecially  in 
thoae  parts  of  the  goinnl  aympalh;  which  an 
pleanng  and  delightftJ)  do  man  nculy  resemldB 
the  jsadoD*  produeed  liy  ml  emil*,  tlino  any 
thing  wlueh,  from  itw 
merely,  otlicr  mon  are 
selves :— whence,  and  from  jnaelirc,  ha  has  ae- 
Huirvd  a  greater  readiiiew  and  power  In  expniaii^ 
what  bp  tliinks  and  fula,  and  «ticaally  thu 
IhinighM  and  feelings  which,  by  Ua 
from  tlio  struetnre  of  bis  own  mb 
without  Immediate  external 

Bnl  whaterer  portiao  of  this  (acBlly 
siijipoee  eren  the  gnatrat  PoM  to  pons,  tlim 
i«unut  be  a  doubt  thai  tlie  laig[ua({<  whlrli  It  will 
Bugicvit  to  him,  must  uftoi,  in  livvliiiMs  and  Imih, 
roll  ih'Mi  of  thai  which  is  nurml  by  n>cn  iu  rnl 
Uf>-,  und'T  tliu  Kctual  piranmt  of  thus*  i-— 'nr-. 


only  the  iBJigiuge  which  is  thus  suggested  to  him 
by  a  cooBidcration  that  he  dascribea  for  *  particoUi' 
purpose,  that  of  giving  pleasure.  Here,  then,  he 
will  apply  the  principle  of  selection  wbioh  haa  beeo 
already  io^ted  upon.  He  will  depend  apon  this 
fdr  removing  what  nonlil  otherwise  be  painful  or 
dieguating  in  the  pasaioa ;  fae  will  feel  that  there  is 
no  necessity  to  tiick  out  or  to  elerate  nature :  and, 
the  more  induabiously  he  appUea  thii  principle, 
the  deeper  will  be  his  &itli  that  do  words,  which 
At'i  fancy  or  inu^ination  can  snggest,  will  be  to  be 
compared  witli  Ihcoe  which  are  the  emanationa  of 
rcatit]'  and  truth. 

Bat  it  may  be  said  by  those  who  do  not  object 
to  tlie  general  spirit  of  these  remarks,  that,  as  it  is 
I   impossible  for  the  Poet  to  produce  npcn  all  occa- 
I   aiooB  language  aa  exqnintcly  fitted  for  the  painon 
as  that  which  the  real  passion  itself  suggests,  it  is 
proper  that  he  should  conader  himself  aa  in  the 
situation  of  a  transLitor,  who  dnea  not  scruple  to 
substitute  eicellenciea  of  another  lund  for  thoae 
which  are  unalienable  by  him ;  and  endeaTonrs 
occasionally  to  snrpasa  hia  original,  in  order  to 
make  some  amends  for  the  general  inferiority  to 
I   which  he  feela  that  he  most  submit     But  this 
would  be  to  encourage  idleness  and  unmanly  da- 
pair.      Further,  it  is  the  language  of  men  who 
)k  of  what  they  do  not  understand  j  who  talk 
I   of  Poetry  as  of  a  matter  ol  amusement  and  idle 
j    pieamire ;  who  will  eonverse  with  us  M  giSTcIy 
j   about  B  Uuti  for  Poetry,  as  they  express  it,  as  if  it 
.    were  a  thing  as  indifferent  as  a  taste  for  rope- 
dancing,  or  Frontiniac  or  Sherry.    Aristotle,  I 
hare  been  told,  has  said,  that  Poetry  is  the  most 


image  of  things;  between  thi^ 

and  Historian,  there  are  a  Iha 

Nor  let  this  necessity  of  p. 

'  pleaanre  be  considered  ai  % 
;'s  art  It  is  fiv  otherwi* 
ledgnient  of  the  beauty  of  the  I 

.  ledgment  the  more  aiuceie,  ' 
t  indirect ;  it  is  a  task  light  i 

[  looks  at  the  world  in  the  q>iril 
is  a  homage  paid  to  the  natiTS 
of  man,  to  the  gnnd  dcm 
pleasure,  by  which  he  knows, 
and  mores.  We  have  no  sy 
propagated  by  pleaanre :  I  won 
stood  i  hot  wfaersTer  we  aym] 
will  be  found  that  the  qmipw 
earried  on  by  subtle  eomlmia 
We  have  no  knowledge,  that 
ciples  drawn  from  die  canton] 
facts,  but  what  haa  been  boilt 
exist*  in  D>  by  pleaanrs  al< 
adence,  the  Chanist  and  Uatfa 
difficulties  and  diagnata  they 
struggle  with,  know  and  fed  tl 
ful  may  be  the  olijecto  with  wl 
knowledge  is  cminected,  be  fed 
is  pleaanre ;  and  wbere  be  baa 
no  knowledge.    What  then  d 


ordinanr  lif^s  as  contemplating 
qnanti^of  imtnediataknowle^ 
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■  kunwlfidge  which  >ll  mm  eany  Bboat 
fc  than,  on  J  la  iLew  ijinpsiluia  in  which,  with- 
MUtky  <itbBriluQ|ihn«  tbaa  that  of  our  diuly  hie, 
^  tv  Sited  tn  lake  delight,  the  Poet  prindpoiiy 
baolB  hi*  iiK«itioa.  He  coosiden  mail  and  nature 
H  wwmiiilly  aibpled  to  each  other,  ta<\  the  iniDd 
If  nan  u  natnrnlly  the  mirnir  of  tho  Jkircel  and 
mMt  iBlcratiiig  prnpin-tiea  of  OBlure.  And  thus 
fca  P**ta  prumpled  by  thid  feeling  oT  pleasure, 
AMi  ■reompcnios  luin  through  the  wholo  course 
f  Mi  MdiImp,  coTiTcTMv  witli  gtmcral  nnturc,  witli 
flbdlcta  akin  tu  thuM,  whjcli,  tliroogh  Ubani'  and 
pigtfi  uf  (inia,  the  Man  of  science  baa  nu<od  up  in 
(baatf^  by  amTFraog  with  than  panicnlar  part* 
I  mtmn  ■hich  an  the  objecia  of  Ilia  atudiea.  The 
B««l«l^  bolh  of  till-  Toet  and  tho  Man  of  adenee 
k  flaaama  ;  but  the  knooledge  of  the  one  cleave* 
■  DB  u  a  tircnaary  part  of  our  eiiaUnce,  our 
■MubI  and  utuliRiahle  inheritance ;  the  other  i>  a 
HlSHMl  and  iuiliviihul  ncquialtlon,  slow  to  come 
$  m,  and  by  ui)  habitual  and  direct  sympatliy 
HnMdoit  u>  with  our  follDT-bcing&  The  Man  of 
^■ct  MBtu  tnilh  na  a  romoio  and  unknowu 
HWfaitot!  ha  eheriidiea  and  lovee  it  in  hia  auli- 
M>:  lh»  Puvtiungiiig  ■  long  in  which  all  hiiuuu 
Ulaft  Jttia  with  him,  rejoicca  in  tiie  pmcnco  at 
ndt  aa  tur  vitibie  friend  md  hourly  oompanioD. 
hatij  ia  tliD  breath  and  finer  ejiirit  of  all  know- 
(dgs;  In  b  llw  impaeaioned  eiprrvuon  whiirh  is 
B  lh>  stmiilmasce  of  all  Science.  Eniplialioilly 
IMgr  it  ba  anid  of  the  Poet,  aa  Shakspcorc  hath 
tUvttam,  'that  he  looka before  and  after.'  llo 
1  Ibt  nrk  I'f  dcrenoe  (or  human  naloro ;  an 
tfimUar  and  prFHnrrr,  canying  eiery  whcro 
■Wk  bim  relationship  and  loTC.  In  apilo  of  diffcr- 
W  of  «3  and  climate,  of  langnagu  and  mannen, 
If  bna  Mi'l  cnntoniB :  in  spite  of  tiling*  silently 
(aOB  aot  <J  mind,  and  Ihinga  TiolenUy  dMlroye<l ; 
Ihr  PWI  bind*  logMlisr  by  panton  and  knowledge 
iba  (Mt  mpiro  of  banian  aoclely,  as  it  ia  apread 


r   the 


jjQ,,  111,1  ,. 


r  all  t 


Tbe 


:  ■-■  um  every  where; 

'  I. How  whcrcaocver 
.  i.sJilion  in  which  to 
I  '■  ■  irv  is  thv  fim  and  last  of  all 
iiiimortal  as  the  heart  of  man. 
:   n  of  soence  shonld  eTcr  create 
.  -  Juljno,  direct  at  inditcci,  in  our 
io  the  trnpresaions  which  we  habit- 
bo  Poet  will  sleep  then  uotnore  ihso 
wiD  be  rady  to  follow  the  sicjn  of 
,  Dot  only  in  thou  general 
K,  but  he  nil]  be  at  hia  aide,  carrying 


the  midat  of  the  objecta  of  the  fclonce 
ilseir.  The  remoleet  discoveries  of  Uie  airmiet, 
the  Botauitt,  or  Mineralogisl,  will  be  as  proper 
objecta  of  the  Poet's  art  as  any  Dpoa  which  it  ran 
be  employed,  if  the  lime  should  ever  conie  whsn 
these  Ihingt  shall  be  famJUar  to  us,  and  the  relationa 
under  which  they  are  contemplated  by  the  followen 
of  ihew  respective  sciences  ahall  be  tnanifeslly  and 
palpably  material  to  ua  aa  enjoying  and  anfTcritig 
beings.  If  tliB  time  should  ever  eoine  when  what 
is  DOW  called  science,  thus  liuniliarind  to  moti, 
shall  be  rtady  to  put  on,  as  it  were,  a  form  of  flojt 
and  Uood,  iho  Poet  will  lend  bis  divine  spirit  to  M 
the  ttwnaGguraiioii,  and  will  woleoine  the  llrlng  thai 
prvdnced,  as  a  dear  and  gsuuine  iiunate  of  tlw 
honarbold  of  mm. — It  ia  not,  ilien,  to  be  nuppoMd  i 
that  any  one,  who  holds  that  Mihlime  notion  oC 
Poetry  which  I  hat-o  attcmplud  to  convey,  wllli 
break  in  upon  Iho  aanctily  and  tnith  of  hia  pie 
by  (ranaioi^-  and  accldontal  onuunentu, 
endeavour  to  excite  admiration  of  himaulf  by  artik* 
tbe  necesuty  of  whidi  must  mudtcstly  dvpcnil  upH 
the  assumed  meanncB  of  his  subjocL 

What  bss  been  Ihas  &r  sud  applies  Co  Poetry 
in  general ;  but  eapeelally  to  thoac  porta  of  eaia> 
pooidon  where  the  Poet  speaks  through  the  maulh* 
of  hi*  characters ;  and  upon  this  point  It  ^ipsaia 
to  anthorise  the  nnwlnsiun  that  there  are  ftv>i 
penons  of  good  sense,  who  would  not  aUow  that 
(he  dramatio  parts  of  cumpoaition  an  d«fMtiv«,  fai 

iportlbn  as  titey  deriatn  from  the  rati  bmguage 


of  n 


e  culiiurrd  by  a  diction 


Poet's  own,  eithor  peculiar  lu  bim  as  an  iniliridnal  J  / 
Poet  or  bclonj^g  siinjily  to  Porta  In  general  (  r 
tK>dy  of  men  who,  from  thn  drcumstauca  of  iJ 
compoailiDDa  being  in  metr^  it  ia  cipeewd  aSl  I 
employ  a  particular  Uuigoago. 

It  is  not,  then,  ui  the  dnmulli 
lion  thai  wc  look  for  thla  dininction  of  h 
bnt  still  it  may  be  proper  and  neat  nary  whara  ik 
Poet  speaks  to  ua  in  Ins  own  penon  aad  diataekr.l 
To  this  t  answer  by  referring  the  Bewla  Io  lh» 
description  before  given  of  a  PaeL  Aimag  lbs 
qiialitiea  there  enumerated  a*  principally  eondnciug 
to  form  a  Poet,  is  implied  nothing  differtlig  in  Unil 
tMm  other  moo,  but  only  in  dcgre*.  Tb*  sun  ol 
what  vm  »id  u,  that  tba  Poet  b  dutSj  iSa- 
liu^lihed  from  odier  men  by  a  gnMcr  (roro|ilhi— 
10  think  and  led  wiihout  Innwdbte  exlmi^  ^ 
eieilcmeDt,  and  a  greater  power 
such  ihougbi*  and  iMliaia  m 
in  thai  mamMT.  Bui  those  paatlons  and  Uioo^MI^ 
and  feelings  ara  th*  giaicnJ  pwlons  ai 
and  feeling)  of  mea.    And  nllh  wha 


IT)       IlB 


■  bspnani^M  it  k  i»-  ' 


«<a7  ^Bllput  of  the  pla 


^«.  ^  Pom  wb  Am  b*  ibi^cd  »>  nw  & 
Mnja?  hanME  *tei  i  niiMii_  hi*  <->'^'^  lor 
kB  ^*z  J-'-*—'--"  <:r  ibu  cl  bkb  bf  hiitttrlf. 
fo:  Fxa  oi  ax  wt-.3c  iar  Pocn  ■loot,  tnt  for 
Inn.      L'aifB  Acnf  xc  vt  irc  airockia  Cor  IfaU 


dcTimn,m>e  will  be  lort  G 
thocfaj  be  giTCB  to  ths  Ba 
win  be  eoontatialuiosd  bj 
I  andmrefwenfltegiimd 


fjeusrv  sticli  triatt  tKia  beeri&f  wbt  ■)■  do  n 
I  "  I  I  '.  the  r.v:  Ban  deMcad  fnun  it 
ic:-7>aipi  iwifta;  m-i,  m  order  la  (xeiie  nana 
rr^tiu^T.  he  mBK  «:[«««  himerif  u  cdier  mi 
ti;n«*  tiKEna^TB.  Taihk  il  nnTbe&dJed,  tit 
wh:ji  he  is  ccIt  Hbetiii;  &am  the  nal  bngna^ 
D(c  \r.  wiueh  ■sioimii  to  die  tttnc  AiivSi  coou 
k=^  afcciMdr  in  Ac  ifuit  of  Bieli  cdectkn,  b*  ■■ 
lii»"  vpca  mk  grsDDd,  mni  m  know  wh 
arc  U  cspcct  &>»i  him.  Itar  fedingi  an  the 
with  raped  to  BWtn ;  fr,  ■■  ii  maj-  be  proper  to 
RBiEJ  Ac  Re»3cr,  the  diaiiiRiaa  of  metre  ii 
ivcnlar  aa-l  Bniform,  and  not,  Uke  Aat  wbidi  L 
pr>ia«d  bj  sfaai  is  nsnallT  oBed  roEiic  DICTIO.1 
arLliran,  and  nibject  u  infinite  caprina  npn 
iiLL.;h  BO  calmlaiica  whaierer  can  be  made.  Ii 
ihi<  I  :ic  nsi-,  the  Seader  ia  utieilr  at  tbe  nxrcf  of 
tho  r.vt,  rt^pectin^  what  imageiy  or  diedoti  be 
I  03V  cfaowe  to  cofuierl  wicli  the  pantoo ;  »liiiiwa, 
m  the  uiiier,  the  metre  olw  vi  certein  law^  to  wbidi 
■he  Port  and  Reader  both  williugljr  anbrnit  becaon 


male  hj  tbem  with  Ibe  poBBian  but  soefa  aa  tbe 
nqu-omnglestimanjof  age*  has  shown  tohei^lrai 
ind  improTc  tbe  pkaaore  which  co-exiata  with  iL 
It  itill  Qow  be  pFoper  to  uwaer  aa  obnooa 
|ui.9:loii,  namely,  Wbv,  professiDg  these  iipimooa, 
invo  I  nrititn  in  totmpI     To  this,  in  addilioD  to 


eoloon  flf  atjia  in  wdo'  to 
iM  ^ifRipriata  Old,  and  «] 


in  a  mBH  mive  naked  and  ■ 
ecntiniwd  to  fiT«  |iliaiiii 
Bincntiai.  Now,  if  naked 
defcct,  tbe  bet  l^re  menl 


KB^k  aie  capable  «f  bS 
pnaent  daj ;  and,  wliat  I  w 
at  pr— nnt,  wai  to  jnafi^n^ 
undo'  tbe  iiiniiiaiiiai  gf  tU 

when  tbe  atjle  ia  inani  j,  an 


of  pleaanre  [    bat, 

the  mind ;  ideaa  and  feeling 

succeed  each  other  in  aociu 

irds,  however,  by  which  tl 


«-L^K..^-f" 
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I-  md  HDIuneols, 
■    1  .iikr  propanion  of 

eoBUn-Wd  Willi  ihcm,  may  bo  mdar«d  in 
ImI  Mtapwitton,  (Bpamalljr  in  rhjrrap,  than 
lOH^  nie  netn  of  ths  old  tndkdi  ii  very 
■  ]  7M  lba]t  oanttin  muy  puaagn  which 
1  llfaMiMe  dib  apinioi] ;  ■ail,  t  hope,  if  the 
Pocma  Iw  MtmciTdjr  pcmsed,  ritnikr 
in  thcnu.  Thi<  opinion 
by  4ppcallDg  to  the 
of  the  raliirtiin«  with 
I  re-pcrosal  of  the  diiircaiful 
lof  QutsK  Harlowe,or  the  GameMer  ;  while 
igs,  in  tha  moal  puthrtii:  sceDM, 
KIV  Ad  upon  Ua,  >fl  p&thotiei  iwyond  tho  bouniiB 
rl<«<iiTf  iin  tttcct  which,  in  *  much  grcUcr 
P«e  (bui  might  si  firat  be  im*^ed,  ia  to  be 
adbol  to  nuall,  but  eonliaiuJ  and  npilar  im- 
hM  ef  pkwunUa  BUTpntii  tram  the  Dunical 
HDCBDNit. — Qb  the  olfaor  hand  (what  it  muHl 
'dioaed  wni  nmch  mom  freqnoilly  h^ipen)  if 

•  P»«t^  word!  abonld  be  ioconmKnsanile  with 
B  faaUn,  ud  imdecpiats  to  ruH  the  Botder 
ft  biighi  of  dfdmblB  Mteitemciit,  Ihm,  (iml<tB 

•  Pert*!  dxnce  of  bis  metre  liu  bem  gronly 
of  plcamn>  wliich  the 

withmrtn 

fNMml,  uul  in  the  feeling,  whether  cheerAd 
Rtrfuieholy,  wbleii  ho  liu  been  beouMotncd  to 
WWtt  with  thai  putieolU'  moTement  of  meUv, 
■•  wlB  bo  found  soniething  which  will  greatly 
■Adbote  to  Imparl  panrinn  to  tlie  words,  atid 
•Act  ihi.'  emnplex  end  which  the  Poet  propoaes 

II  1  bail  tindcrtakon  a  stsTDUTtc  defence  of 

•  tkoory  hsre  nuintalned.  it  wonld  hare  been 
f  t^  ta  dorelopo  the  nnam  eunea  upon 
lUi  Mw  plounrerMnTed  tran  metiisal  language 


ptindpio  whidi    moat  bo  wfdl 
IbMO  who  bsii«  made  any  of  Bw  Arts 


llw  objact  of  aeomatB  rcflwtiiiu  ;  namely,  tho 
plHunro  wlueh  the  mind  dciixs  (rom  the  percap- 
tion  of  aJmlliMda  in  ^Mlmilitude.  Thia  piind^ 
ia  the  grcttt  apring  of  Iheactivity  of  onr  nunda, 
and  their  chief  feeder.  From  thia  principle  the 
direeiion  of  the  aoiuiJ  appetite,  and  all  ihepawioita 
oonnecicd  with  il,  laLe  thur  origin :  it  ia  ibe  life 
of  our  ordinary  ctmrerutioti ;  and  npoo  the 
accuracy  with  wiiich  cimiUtude  in  lUnmilinidii, 
and  dininulitude  in  aimiUtudc  atv  percetied, 
depend  our  tatte  and  our  mund  freUng*.  It 
would  not  bo  a  UHdeaa  cmploymeiit  to  apply  thia 
principle  to  the  eonaideiMJon  of  metre,  and  to 
ahow  that  metre  ia  benee  enabled  to  afford  mneh 
plc«nirc,  and  to  p<unt  oat 

pleaauro  ia  produecd.     But  my  limiti  will  not, 
permit  me  lo  enter  upon  tliis  aabject,! 
coDtanC  rayaelf  with  a  genenl  summary. 

I  have  aaid  that  poetry  a 
flaw  of  powHTfnl  feelings  :  it  Iftkca  ila  ori 
emotiom  recollected  in  traoguJIlitT  1  the 


4 


ia  coniempUted  tlli,  by  1 
trani^uiliity  gradually 
kindred  to  that  whi<^  waa  before  tha  aabjeel  of 
coutemplation,  ia  gradoally  praduoed,  and  do«* 
iiacif  wTtually  exiat  Is  tho  mind.  In  thia  mood 
■Dcceaaful  n>mpo«tiaa  gtoeMlly  beg^  and  hi  ■ 
moud  similar  to  thia  il  ia  carried  oo;  butChDanit- 
tioti,  of  whatever  kind,  and  in  wtiatoTcr  degree, 
from  varioui  eauaca,  lo  qoalifled  by  nriooa 
plcasnrea,  ao  that  in  daccibinf;  any  panioo*  what- 
tocTcr,  which  arc  volunlanly  daeribcd,  llw  mind 
will,  upon  the  whole,  bo  in  a  atale  of  oujoyniaDt. 
If  Kature  be  ihna  caotiom  lo  proorrra  in  a  aiaut 
of  CDjoyiuBnt  a  being  ao  employed,  the  Pom  ooj^l 
to  proBi  by  the  haaan  ht  Id  forth  10  him,  and  nogbt 
(Specially  to  (alia  ear*,  that,  whatever  jiaaaimia  b* 
commmuGBtas  to  hia  Keadw,  iboor  pwaiuMt  if 
Ida  Rntdar'a  mind  bo  aotmd  and  vigcwo«t  ibanld 

pleuure.  No*  the 
languaco,  ^*<  aenao  of  difflotdQr  oraraona,  aad  dn 
blind  BiBDciatim  of  plewttro  iriifadi  bw  been  fn> 
viuualy  recdvod  Ikom  work*  of  ritynwcr  metre  of 


Nacnbling  Ihat  «f  ml  Ubf  and  yet,  fat  lb»  air- 
MOUMtneo  of  inett«,d)fllsiBg  from  il  vi  widalj^^l 
theoe  ItupBtvepdUy  nuUw  ap  a  eonplei  IMittg  ef 
delight,  vdilch  is  of  ^  moat  impurtaat  nae  m 
lempeiing  clni  punliil  bdiag  alw^ja  fbond  tiitar> 
mingled  with  powatfid  Jeagiptinai  of  Ihe  dMiwr 
paaaioni,  TbiacAetioahing*  pndseed  in  potbaCio 
and  ImtMdoikad  poeti; I  wUKia  UghMr  ennpu- 
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(itioDs,  the  ease  ani  gmcptulneas  with  whicli  tli 
Pact  numngis  his  nambcrB  am  ihcmsehea  cor 
Iteeci^y  b  prindpnl  source  of  the  gratificHduii  i 
o  Reader.  All  tluit  il  is  nteamry  lo  say,  hoB 
ever,  upon  tlus  subject,  moj  be  effected  by  iffirB 
ing,  what  few  pcreona  will  deny,  tlint,  of  two 
itetcrip  lions,  cither  of  paesioi 
meters,  each  of  them  equntly  well  cxrmted,  the 
sue  in  prose  and  the  other  ui  veree,  the  it 
tie  read  a  hundred  litnes  where  tlio  prose  is  read 

Having  thus  explaiued  a  few  of  ray 
writing  in  verse,  luid  vHty  1  liavo  cboeeii  subjecls 
from  comman  life,  imd  endeavoured  to  bruig  niy 
language  near  to  tlio  real  langungo  of  men 

e  been  too  roinulo  in  pleading  my  own  ra: 
Iiave  at  the  same  lime  been  treating  a  subji 
general  iuteresl ;  and  for  this  reason  a  few  words 
aliall  be  added  willi  reference  solely  to  ihiaBj  par- 
ticular ponQB,  and  to  some  defects  whicli  will  pro- 
bably be  found  in  them.     I  am  sen^Uo  thi 

leiations  must  have  eometiinca  been  particular 
instead  of  genei'al,  and  that,  couscquendy,  ^viug 

llitnga  a  fiUse  importance,  I  may  have  : 

BB  written  upon  unwortliy  siibjecta  ;  but 

less  apprehennvo  on  this  account,  tiian  that  my 

language  may  frequently  have  suffered  trata  tho» 

arbitrary  eoonectiaus  of  feelings  and  ideas  with 

particular  words  and  phrases,  from  wliich  no  tnan 

can  nltOEelher  protect  himself.     Hence  1  !mve  uo 

d  uh      ha      n  some  instaneea,  feclmgs,  even  of  the 

cro  B,  niny  be  given  to  my  Readers  by  ex- 

prcB.    n  h  appeared  to  mo  tender  and  patbc- 

Su  h  Bul  y  Exprca&ions,  were  I  convinced  tlicy 

re    aul     a    present,  and  tlmt  they  must  neces- 

1  m       to  be  so,  I  would  willingly  tate  ail 

reasonable  pains  to  correct,     Dut  it  is  dangerous 

rmke  these  alterations  on  tile  simple  authority 
of  a  few  individuals,  or  even  of  certain  closees  of 

I ;  for  where  the  nnderBtanihng  of  an  Author 

Dt  convinced,  or  his  feelings  altered,  this  cannot 
be  done  without  great  injury  to  himself:  for  his 


n  feeluigH  oro  hia  stay  a 


ai>d,  if  1: 


;e,  he  may  bo  induced 
to  repeat  ttiis  act  tilt  his  mind  Bliall  lose  all  con- 
{idence  in  itself,  and  become  utterly  debilitated. 
To  tliia  it  may  bo  added,  that  the  critic  ought 
never  to  forget  timl  ho  ia  himself  exposed  to  tlie 
aaniB  errots  as  the  Poet,  and,  perhaps,  in  a  much 
greater  degree :  for  there  coo  be  no  presumption 
in  saying  of  most  readers,  that  it  is  not  probable 
they  will  he  so  well  acquainted  with  tlie  various 
stages  of  meaning  throngh  which  words  have 
passed,  or  «illi  tiie  fickienesB  or  stability  of  the 


relations  of  particular  ideas  to  each  other  i  in 
above  all,  since  the;  are  »  mach  Icn  intereslfd 
the  subject,  they  may  decide  lightly  and  arelid 
Long  aa  the  Reader  lioa  been  detained,  I  hef 
ho  will  permit  me  to  caution  hint  againM  >  bm 
of  falw  critidsm  which  has  been  applied  lo  PaeH 
in  which  the  langoage  closely  resemble*  that 
life  and  nature.  Such  verses  have  been  liiajupbr 
over  in  parodies,  of  which  Dr.  Jofanutu'i  tlanu 


ifair 


i 


lounediatcly  under  Ibcse  Hoes  let  in  [Jsea  a 
if  the  most  juEtly-admJred  stanzas  of  the  " 
« the  Wood." 

•  Th«e  pretty  Babes  iHIh  band  lo  kaai 


In  both  these  stanzas  the  words,  and  ibc  ctd 
of  the  worda,  in  no  respect  iiSta  tram  the  mo 
unimpassioned  conreratioii.  TIiltc  arc  wattt. 
both,  for  example, '  the  Strand,'  and  *  the  Ton 
conneeted  with  nono  but  the  most  ^■-■'■"  iAai 
yet  the  one  stanza  we  admit  as  aibiinfaliv  Mi  d 
odicr  OB  a  fair  eiomplo  of  the  suptrUtively  cu 
temptilplc.  Whi-uce  iirirfs  tliis  diflWivDcv  I  -V 
from  the  metre,  not  from  the  langnagp,  not  fw 
the  onler  of  the  Wi>nU ;  but  tlie  malttr  eipRsH 
in  Dr.  Johnson'n  stanza  ia  coatemp^lc.  H 
proper  method  of  treating  trivial  and  simple  m* 
to  which  Dr.  Johnson's  stanza  would  be  a  b 
parallelism,  is  noTIo  say,  tliis  is  a  bad  kind' 
poetry,  or,  this  is  not  poetry ;  but,  tlm  vtct 
souse  i  it  is  natbcr  imwwiijpg  in  iMi-lf,  Tuy  ^ 
had  to  ally  tiling  inte reBliai-  :  t^t;  inn^  vellte 

out  of  thoU);htf  nor  ran  ni-ite  thyij-hi  nrfetiiai 

in'  the  Reader,     This  is  tliei  only  sensible  mma 

ofdealing  witli  such  verses.     Why  tronblt  Jtll^ 

self   about  the  species   fill  yon   hare  preriaaij 

decided  upon    the    genus!      Why  t«l.o  jniw  n 

ivu  that  an  ape  is  not  a  Nen  loo,  whtn  ii  i' 

f-evideut  that  he  is  not  a  niant 

3iic  reqncat  I  must  make  of  my  reader,  nliKii 

that  in  judging  these  Poems  he  woald  iiaii 

by  his  own  f*!inga  genuinely,  and  not  by  refifclii" 

upon  what  will  probably  be  the  judgmeDt  of  sdm 

common  is  it  lo  hear  a  person  ay,  I  nij«lf 

1  object  to  tliia  style  of  eompneinm,  or  tto 

or  that  cicpKsrion,  hut,  to  snch  and  such  d»«s  ol 
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(v'ill  appear  mean  or  ludicrous  I  This  mode 
n,  so  destructive  of  all  sound  unadulterated 
,  is  almost  uniyersal :  let  the  Reader  then 
lependently,  by  his  own  feelings,  and,  if 
imself  affected,  let  him  not  suffer  such 
03  to  interfere  with  his  pleasure, 
uthor,  by  any  single  composition,  has  im- 
s  with  respect  for  his  talents,  it  is  useful 
er  this  as  affording  a  presumption,  that 
occasions  where  we  have  be^i  displeased, 
Tthelcss,  may  not  have  written   ill  or 

and  further,  to  give  him  so  much  credit 
tne  composition  as  may  induce  Us  to  rc- 
t  has  displeased  us,  with  more  care  than 

otherwise  have  bestowed  upon  it.  This 
jr  an  act  of  justice,  but,  in  our  decisions 
try  especially,  may  conduce,  in  a  high 

the  improvement  of  our  own  taste:  for  an 
aste  in  poetry,  and  in  all  tlie  other  arts, 
hua  Reynolds  has  observed,  is  an  acquired 
ich  can  only  be  produced  by  thought  and 
itinued  intercourse  with  the  best  models 
sition.    This  is  mentioned,  not  with  so 

a  purpose  as  to  prevent  the  most  inex- 

Reader  from  judging  for  himself,  (I 
eady  said  that  I  wish  him  to  judge 
If;)  but  merely  to  temper  the  rashness 
D,  and  to  suggest,  that,  if  Poetry  be  a 
1  which  much  time  has  not  been  bestowed, 
nent  may  be  erroneous;  and  that,  in 
is,  it  necessarily  will  be  so. 
;  would,  I  know,  have  so  effectoally  con- 
0  further  the  end  which  I  have  in  view, 
)  shown  of  what  kind  the  pleasure  is,  and 
pleasure  is  produced,  which  is  confessedly 

by  metrical  composition  essentially  dif- 
m  that  which  I  have  here  endeavoured 
nend :  for  the  Reader  will  say  that  he 
pleased  by  such  composition ;  and  what 

be  done  for  him !  The  power  of  any 
ited ;  and  he  will  suspect,  that,  if  it  be 
to  furnish  him  with  new  friends,  that 


can  be  only  upon  condition  of  his  abandoning  his 
old  firiends.  Besides,  as  I  have  said,  the  Reader 
18  himself  conscious  of  the  pleasure  which  he  has 
recdved  from  such  composition,  composition  to 
which  he  has  peculiarly  attached  the  endearing 
name  of  Poetry;  and  all  men  feel  an  habitual 
gratitude,  and  something  of  an  honourable  bigotry, 
for  the  objects  which  have  long  continued  to  please 
them :  we  not  only  wish  to  be  pleased,  but  to  be 
pleased  in  that  particular  way  in  which  we  have 
been  accustomed  to  be  pleased.  There  is  in  these 
feelings  enough  to  resist  a  host  of  arguments; 
and  I  should  be  the  less  able  to  combat  them 
successfully,  as  I  am  willing  to  allow,  that,  in  order 
entirely  to  enjoy  the  Poetry  which  I  am  recom- 
mending, it  would  be  necessary  to  give  up  much 
of  what  is  ordinarily  enjoyed*  But,  would  my 
limits  have  permitted  me  to  point  out  how  this 
pleasure  is  produced,  many  obstacles  might  have 
been  removed,  and  the  Reader  assisted  in  per- 
ceiving that  the  powers  of  language  are  not  so 
limited  as  he  may  suppose ;  and  that  it  is  possible 
for  poetry  to  give  other  enjoyments,  of  a  purer, 
more  lasting^  and  more  exquisite  nature.  This 
part  of  the  subject  hasnot  been  altogether  neglected, 
but  it  has  not  been  so  much  my  present  aim  t» 
prove,  that  the  interest  excited  by  some  other  kinds 
of  poetry  is  lees  vivid,  and  less  worthy  of  the  nobler 
powers  of  the  mind,  as  to  offer  reasons  for  pre* 
suming,  that  if  my  purpose  were  fhlfiUed,  a  species 
of  poetry  would  be  produced,  which  is  genuine 
poetry ;  in  its  nature  well  adapted  to  interest  man- 
kind permanently,  and  likewise  important  in  the 
multiidicity  and  quality  of  its  moral  rehktions. 

From  what  has  been  said,  and  from  a  perusal  of 
thif  Poems,  the  Reader  will  be  able  clearly  to  per- 
cdve  the  object  which  I  had  in  view:  he  will 
determine  how  far  it  has  been  attained ;  and,  what 
is  a  much  more  important  question,  whether  it  be 
worth  attaining:  and  upon  the  decinon  of  these 
two  questions  will  rest  my  daim  to  the  approbation 
of  the  Public 
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ij  whit  la  nnull;  ctllti  Pome  Duct 


Psitnirs,  M  I  hixe  no  right  to  expect  that 

BttandvD  pcniBAl,  withodt  which,  confincit,  ns  I 
have  be«n,  to  tho  murow  limits  of  a.  preface,  mj 
Jiing  cannot  tie  thoroughly  uncleretiMid,  I  un 
ions  lo  give  ui  exiwt  notioa  of  tho  sense  m 
which  the  phnse  poetic  diclioo  has  been  used  ;  mid 
for  this  purpose,  a  few  words  shall  here  bo  udded, 
cancemiug  the  origin  uidcbaracteriBlii^  of  the  phra- 
seology, which  I  have  condemned  under  that  nimic. 
The  earliest  poeta  of  oil  nations  genetuU/  wrete 
from  pDsaioiii  excited  by  real  eventH  ;  Ihey  wrote 
naturally,  and  u  men :  feeling  powerfully  as  they 
did,  their  Inn^uage  was  daiing,  and  flgurative.  Jn 
SQCceeding  ^mes,  Poets,  and  Men  ambitious  of  the 
fame  of  Poets,  percGiviog  the  influence  of  sach 
language,  and  desirous  of  producing  the  sama 
effect  withoat  beiiig  aaiaiated  by  the  saniD  passion, 
thenuelves  to  a  mechnnical  adoptiali  of  these 

with  propriety,  but  iniicli  mora  frequently  appliod 
them  to  feelings  and  tlioughta  with  which  they  had 
no  natural  connection  whataoever.  A  language 
was  thus  iuEcnsibly  produced,  difiering  materially 
from  tho  real  language  of  men  in  any  titvalUm. 
The  Reader  or  Hearer  of  this  distorted  language 
und  bimaelf  in.  a  perturbed  and  unasual  state  of 
ind  ;  when  aflbcted  by  tlie  genuine  language  of 
fsion  ho  hod  been  in  a  perturbed  and  annsual 
ite  of  mind  also;  in  l>oth  cases  ho  was  willing 
that  his  common  judgment  and  onderstunding 
should  bo  laid  asleep,  and  ho  had  no  instinctive 
and  infalliblo  perceptiun  of  the  Emo  to  make  liiiu 
rt'juct  the  false ;  tlic  one  served  as  a  passport  for 
the  other.  The  emotion  was  in  both  cases  delight- 
ful, sjid  uo  wonder  if  he  confounded  the  one  willi 
other,  and  believed  them  both  to  be  produced 
by  the  same,  or  similar  causes,  BeeideE,  the  Poet 
spake  to  bim  in  the  character  of  a  ruin  to  bo 
looked  np  to,  a  nun  of  genius  and  authority.  Thus, 
and  from  a  vaiiety  of  other  causes,  this  distorted 
Unguage  was  received  with  admiration  ;  and  Poets, 
,is  probable,wholiad  before  oonlenledtlieraselvea 
>r  tho  most  part  with  misapplying  only  c]cpre88ionB 
hich  at  fii'st  hail  been  dictated  by  real  pasaon. 


carried  toe  abase  still  further,  atul  iawM 
phrases  composed  apparwitly  in  thcqiiiiiaf  Aea 
^n3ltigumiTDlangaageofpa^an,yMalIiigahR 
thi>irowninTeTitioQ,)>ndchafBot^fledbyTatu»< 
grees  of  wanton  doviatian  from  good  *Bise  aod  am 
It  is  indeed  true,  tli&t  the  laagrai^  «(  I 
eorliest  Poeta  was  felt  la  difer  matataSy  bt 
ordmary  language,  bocanae  it  was  tho  blify 
extraordinary  occsfions;  bat  !t«M  tmUj^A 
by  men,  language  which  the  Fort  iMirit  h 
uttered  when  ho  had  been  aSktuA  ^  Aa«Mi 
which  he  described,  or  which  be  bkdIlMvtMH 
by  those  around  him.  To  this  Incgoige  it  M  p 
bablo  tbnt  metro  of  some  sort  or  other  was  m 
SDjioraddsd.  This  separated  the  gemihw  IsagM 
of  Poetry  still  further  from  comraoD  Ufe,  ta  tt 
whoerer  read  or  heard  Ihs  poena  of  ttieaa  alGi 
Foels  felt  himself  moved  in  a  wsyin  obkb  hfh 
not  bccu  acrastomed  !■)  be  mi)ved  in  riil  1; 
and  by  causes  manifestly  diiferent  fraia  llu 
which  acted  upon  him  in  real  hie.  Thii  « 
the  great  temptation  to  all  the  cormptian  wbi 
have  followed :  under  the  protection  of  tlua  ft" 
ing  succeeding  Poets  constructed  a  phnaeola 

tliB  gcUQinD  lanjpinge  of  poetry,  namely,  that  il  ■: 
not  heard  in  ordinary  convcrsatian ;  thai  it  ': 
unusual.  But  the  tirst  Poets,  aa  I  haTe  airj,!^ 
B.  kngnage  which,  though  mmaoal,  was  nill  it 
language  of  men.  Tliia  circmnstancc,  boti'i 
was  disregarded  by  their  .Buccissor« ;  ibey  fiiQ 
that  they  coald  please  by  CMOtc  means :  tlK>  b< 
came  proud  of  modes  of  expre^on  whicfa  ibi 
ihcmsclvDS  liad  invented,  and  which  were  Bller.- 
only  by  tltcmsclvL's.  In  process  of  time  mrir 
became  a  symbol  or  promise  of  this  BBUsal  lar 
guage,  and  whocvet  tool;  upon  him  to  wri"  " 
metre,  according  as  he  possessed  moreorkso 
tmo  poetic  genius,  intn>dDced  less  or  man  d  ll" 
adulterated  phraseology  into  Ma  rmifoeaa" 
and  tho  true  and  the  false  wen  iosepnl'; 
interwDTcn  tuiti],  the  taste  of  men  iKmmia?  ^ 
dually  perverted,  tliis  langu^B  was  twriifJ  » 
a   natural  language :    and   at  latgth,  by  tbc  u- 


SoMce  of  books  npon  n 
deCTM  mlly  become  to.  Abtue*  of  thia  kind 
««»  imp<w1«<l  from  odd  n&tion  to  another,  and 
^aOl  (1m  progrcM  uT  nJinemcDt  tliia  diction  beciune 
Uly  mure  uid  mors  cormpt,  tbnuting  ont  of 
li^t  tlie  i>liun  lianmmti«  of  tiuorc  by  a  motlvy 
rickt,  (jiuuDliicwca,  hieroglj-phiiv. 


ll  ■dqI'I  not  be  nniuCcrcstuig  to  point  out  th? 
MBM  oT  the  plesEDre  ^vva  l>y  this  oxlruTaguit 
md  Bbmrd  diclion.  It  depcnda  upon  >  groat 
yMittI  (d  nHiunt,  bat  upon  anno,  {«rluips,  more 
Ah  in  mflimic*  in  impreaaing  &  notion  of  the 
panliaritjr  and  exaltation  of  tlie  Poet'a  character, 
lad  b  SattRing  tbo  Kndcr*B  self-loie  hjt  bringing 
Ub  iMUEr  to  a  lyinpalhy  vith  tliU  character ;  an 
lAct  which  ia  accomphihcd  by  unwitling  ordiuar}- 
WbiM  of  tUnluDg.  and  thua  aaaialing  the  litader 
to  ^iproBcfa  to  that  perturbod  and  dizzy  itatc  of 
Mind  in  wliicli  if  liu  doM  not  find  bimaolf,  hu  ima- 
ffum  that  bo  is  lalted  of  apivaliiir  enjoyment 
vhicb  poMrj  am  anil  onght  to  bestow, 

n*  fsunct  quoted  from  Gray,  in  Uid  rrrfaor, 
«xc*T«  Um  Uoca  printed  io  lulies,  consists  of  Ettle 


;  of  the  - 


It  kind; 


Indocil,  if  one  may  bo  permillcd  to  aay  ao,  it  is 
too  comuiDO  in  the  beat  writers  both  ancient 
nwdenL    Peihaps  in  no  way,  by  poaitive  ex- 
da,  could  more  easily  bo  given  a  nation  of  wliat 
■an  by  llio  pbiasK  potHe  dictioH  than  by  re- 
lug  lA  a  comparisan  between   Iho  metrical 
'h  wo  have  of  poaragin  la  the  OLd 
Teibuncnl,  and  Ihoac  panics  as  tlivy 
■iJat  in  ow  nmimon  Translation.     See  Popo'a 
*  Maaaiah"  tliruo^out ;     Prior's  '  DH   swoetcr 
•Minik  adnm  my  Rowing  Ijinguc,'  ite,  iic.  '  Though 
1  ^aMik  with  Iho  tongues  of  men  and  of  angcli,' 
■t^  A&     lit  Corinthians,  chap.  siiL     By  way 
example,  take  iho  following  of  Dr 


—    -  1  ,h.  h.,_  ..A  d.. 

ion  th.  int.. 

CBMm  Oij  ■rtimr.  nul  «ich 

iotl.)rpc.w«»T 

cDudiBickm 

*a4»n»llcil.il.Boc,Br..B 

«iid.iipht. 

W  Di^bl. 

tlUW»aiiK.wfcu™int.(«B 

aaU«il>|loatlBa(l>»,lil» 

■nacil«ili.llua. 

From  this  hubbub  of  worda  pass  to  iho  oi^ginaL 
<  Go  to  the  Ant,  thou  Sluggard,  conudor  her  wsyi, 
and  bo  viae :  which  faaTing  no  guide,  oTcrsccz-,  or 
rnlor,  proTidoih  her  meat  in  the  aumtncr,  and 
galheretb  her  food  ui  the  harreat.  How  long 
wilt  lliou  sleep,  O  iilugganl  t  when  wilt  Uiou  arise 
out  of  thy  sleep  I  Yet  a  little  alecp,  a  little 
^lumber,  a  little  folding  of  the  hands  to  aleep.  So 
ehall  thy  poverty  eonie  as  one  that  travelleth,  and 
thy  wont  as  sn  anuedmao.'  Proverbs,  chiqi-vi. 

One  mora  iguotalion,  and  1  have  done,  tt  is 
Irom  Cowpa'a  Verecs  suppoeed  to  bo  writlMi  by 
Alt-uiudcr  Selkirk  :— 


M/  Priaali.  do  Ihay  sow  and  Ihan  •and 
A  wid)  tt  •  Umifhl  itttt  ns  P 
O  teU  me  1  jral  bava  a  frlAdi 


This  pasa^o  la  quoted  as  a: 
diH^ivut  styles  of  composilioii.  The  fint  four 
lines  are  paoriyexpreaBiBl:  somvCrith*  would  call 
the  langttBgo  proniiic ;  UiB  fact  is,  it  would  bo  bad 
pnso,  so  haul,  thai  it  ia  Karealy  w««Be  in  motre. 
Tlic  epithet  •  duireh^ng'  applied  to  a  boU,  and 
that  by  ao  chaste  a  writer  as  Cowjxir,  ia  an  inatanoa 
of  the  stnuigc  abnsM  which  PuMa  Iibtd  intmdneed  ' 
into  their  langna^,  till  they  and  their  Reader* 
take  thetD  as  matlarv  of  oourac,  it  ihay  do  nol 
Binghi  them  out  expnaaty  as  objeds  of  admimlgn. 
The  two  hnea  *  Ne'er  sighed  at  the  souDd,*  *«., 
are,  in  my  opinion,  an  inatanoo  of  llw  langnac*  <t 
passtiiQ  wivelod  Irum  its  proper  ubb,  and,  tram  tha 

metre,  applied  npon  an  occbmod  thai  docs  nn| 

jOBtify  such   violent   eipniaavnia;   and  I    ahoold 

eoudemo  the  psssan^,  though  porhapa  few  Iteoden 

will  agree  with  me,  ■■  viciooa  porlk  diction.     The 

last  stanza  ia  tfaroughost  adminhly  rj 

would  be  equally  guul  whether  ii 

except  that  theRrailerhaaani 

seeing  such  natont)  laogn^s  so 

with  nirtre.    The  b«Mity  of  th 

to  nmrlod*  witli  a  priaripla  which  oogfat  n 

)>e  tu»t  al^t  of,  and  which  ha*  been  ■ 
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pildo  in  >ll  I  bBTCSiid, — luundj',  that  in  work* 
0/  tinagiiiairon  and  tcatlmenl,  for  of  these  aa\y 
lutvo  I  been  trea^g,  in  proportion  as  idew  wid 
feeling*  are  yriuable,  whelhor  the  composition  bo 
ID  proae  or  in  vene,  tfaey  reqiure  and  exkct  una 


•nd  tlio  Bsnie  langoage.  Mem  is  bgt  adtrolii3fl 
to  caniKiBtiDn,  and  iha  plmaoologj  tar  •fax 
tfaat  paraport  ib  ni  nimai-y,  etrn  wbcn  it  taxj  1 
granful  at  all,  will  be  little  nhwd  b^  Oia  joj 
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WlTn  Iho  joiiDg  of  botll  Mxes,  Poetry  is,  like 
line,  a  paroion ;  but,  for  much  tbo  greater  part  of 
thou  who  h«™  been  protid  of  its  power  orer  their 
mtuda,  a  uecesniy  soon  arises  of  breaking  the 
plciudng  bondage ;  or  it  rclaXM  of  itself  i — the 
Ihougbla  bcuig  occupied  in  domestic  cares,  or  the 
Ijmo  engfoaeed  by  business.  Poetry  [lien  becomes 
only  an  occasional  recreation  ;  while  to  thoso  whose 
exl»t«ace  panes  away  in  ft  course  of  faahionablu 
jIprr^  it  is  a  species  of  luKuriuu*  amusemenL 
d)  IgMdIe  and  declining  age,  ft  scattered  nniuber 
of  Mdom  persons  resort  to  poetry,  as  to  religion, 
tbt  •  protection  against  Ilia  pressore  of  trivial  em- 
ploymenlB,  and  aa  a  consolation  for  the  nffictions 
of  life.    And,  lastly,  there  are  many,  who,  having 

I  foond  iDiaurc,  nfler  joulli  Mas  spnni,  to  eiiltiviilo 
general  literTiture  ;  in  which  poetry  has  continued 
to  be  comprehended  as  a  uttidy. 

I         loto  the  aboio  ckaa^a  the  Rs^dera  of  poetry 

i  may  he  divided  1  Critics  nbonnd  in  lliem  all ;  but 
from  IliD  lost  only  can  npiniona  bo  collected  of 
ahsoliito  value,  and  worthy  to  be  depended  upon, 
ns  prophetic  of  tlie  destiny  of  a  new  work.    The 

I  young,  who  in  notlnng  cnn  escape  delunou,  are 
c^pceislly  subject  to  it  in  their  intercourse  with 
Poetry.  The  cause,  not  so  obvious  as  the  fact  is 
unquestionable,  is  the  same  bb  tlint  from  which 
emmeoua  judgmtiits  in  this  art,  in  tlie  minds  of 
men  of  oil  ages,  chieily  proceed  ;  but  upoa  Youth 
it  operates  with  peculiar  force.  The  opprojiriatc 
business  of  poctrj',  (which,  novcrthelesfi,  if  genuine, 
is  as  permanent  aa  pore  science,)  her  approjiriole 
emploj-mcnl,  her  privilege  and  her  doty,  is  to  treat 
of  Ihings  not  as  Uicy  are,  but  as  they  apprar;  not 
as  they  ex.lat  in  themselves,  but  as  tliey  atem  to 
exist  to  Ihe  (m)E»,  and  to  tlio  poin'oiu.  What  a 
world  nf  delusion  does  (his  acknowledged  obh'gntion 
prepni'c  for  the  inespcrienced!  what  temptations 
to  go  nstray  ore  here  held  fortli  for  them  whoso 
thouglits  liavc  been  iililc  disciplined  by  the  mider- 


Btanding.  and  whose  feellnge  revolt  from  ibe  n 
of  resBOD ! — WhcD  a  JDveuile  TUader  ■■  ii ' 
height  of  his  rapture  with  mtae  ridonx  [a^ 
riiould  experience  tlirow  in  daobtE,iir  amm 
sense  suggest  Euspicions,  a  lurldng  conieima 
that  the  realities  of  the  Muse  ai«  bat  sbova.  ■ 
that  her  liveliest  excitements  are  lajaiil  lij  111 
sient  shocks  of  conflicting  feeling  and  lamm 
asecmhlages  of  contradictory  tliaaghta — is  *nt 
hand  to  justify  extravagance,  and  In  turt 
absurdity.  But,  it  may  be  aaked,  a«  dme  'Ham 
tire  unaToidable,  and,  no  dookl,  nniDcntly  as 
to  tlie  mind  as  a  prtMMsa,  what  good  can  b*  pit 
by  making  obscrvMiotis,  tbs  tendency  of  whiili 
to  diminish  the  confidence  oT  jaaih  in  in  ietbt 

nlle  pieasunal  Tlio  n:|.roacii  iniplii-J  in  t 
question  could  not  bo  warded  off,  if  YouiIj  »' 
incapable  of  being  delighted  wiiit  what  a  m 
excellent ;  or,  if  tbeso  crrora  always  lerroiiWcJ 
thenisslvea  in  due  senson.  But,  with  the  inaJMi' 
thougli  (heir  force  be  abatol,  they  continue  timo; 
life.  Moreover,  the  fire  of  youth  is  too  virafM 
an  element  to  be  Pitingui&hed  or  damped  fcy 
pliilosoplucal  remark  ;  and,  while  lhez%  is  do  di7 
ger  that  what  has  bc-cn  ™id  n-ill  be  iBJurron  r 
painful  (o  Ihc  ardent  and  the  confidajl,Tl  na 
prove  bencficinl  to  tliose  who,  being  cnlLosa*' 
are,  nt  the  same  time,  modest  and  ingenuous,  H 
iiitimation  may  unite  with  tlieir  own  miii^iin?  I 
rignlata  their  sensibilily,  and  to  bring  iii,s3a>f 

creet  and  sound  judgment. 

If  it  should  excite  wonder  that  men  of>l>iIi)J.  c 
later  life,  whose  understandings  have  bMarniJa'' 
acute  by  practice  in  oRkirs,  ahonld  be  so  nsl;  U> 
so  far  imposed  upon  when  they  happen  U  takir  q 
a  new  worh  in  verse,  this  appears  to  be  ibe  («» 
— tliat,  having  discontinued  tlunr  attention  tfi  pectii 
wlialever  pmgreBs  may  have  been  made  in  "th" 
departmcnla  of  knowk^lge,  they  have  iinl,  «  * 
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this  art,  advanced  in  tme  discernment  beyond  the 

age  of  youth.    If,  then,  a  new  poem  fall  in  their 

way,  whose  attractions  are  of  that  kind  which 

would  have  enraptured  them  during  the  heat  of 

youth,  the  judgment  not  being  improved  to  a 

degree  that   they  shall  be   disgusted,  they  are 

dazzled;  and  prize  and  cherish  the  faults  for 

having  had  power  to  make  the  present  time  vanisli 

before  them,  and  to  throw  the  mind  back,  as  by 

enehantment,  into  the  happiest  season  of  life.    As 

they  read,  powers  seem  to  be  revived,  passions  arc 

r^enerated,  and  pleasures  restored.    The  Book 

was  probably  taken  up  after  an  escape  from  the 

burden  of  business,  and  with  a  wish  to  forget  the 

world,  and  all  its  vexations  and  anxieties.    Having 

obtained  this  wish,  and  so  much  more,  it  is  natural 

that  they  should  make  report  as  they  have  felt. 

If  Men  of  mature  age,  through  want  of  practice, 

j    be  thus  easily  beguiled  into  admiration  of  absur- 

I    ditiei^  extravagances,  and  misplaced  ornaments, 

^Inlring  it  proper  that  their  understandings  sliould 

1    enjoy  a  holiday,  while  they  are  unbending  their 

minds  with  verse,  it  may  be  expected  that  such 

Beaders  will  resemble  their  former  selves  also  in 

■treogth  of  prejudice,  and  an  inaptitude  to  be 

moved  by  the  unostentatious  beauties  of  a  pure 

style.    In  the  higher  poetry,  an  enlightened  Critic 

diiefly  looks  for  a  reflection  of  the  wisdom  of  the 

heart    and    the    grandeur    of  the    imagination. 

Wherever  these  appear,  simplicity  accompanies 

them;    Magnificence   herself,   when    legitimate, 

dependixig  upon  a  simplicity  of  her  own,  to  regulate 

her  ornaments.    But  it  is  a  well-known  property 

of  human  nature,  that  our  estimates  are  ever 

governed  by  comparisons,  of  which  we  are  conscious 

with  various  degrees  of  distinctness.    Is  it  not, 

then,  inevitable  (confining  these  observations  to  the 

eflbcts  of  style  merely)  that  an  eye,  accustomed  to 

the  {faring  hues  of  diction  by  which  such  Readers 

are  caught  and  excited,  will  for  the  most  part  be 

xmther  repelled  than  attracted  by  an  original  Work, 

the  colouring  of  which  is  disposed  according  to  a 

pnre  and  refined  sdieme  of  harmony  1    It  is  in  the 

fine  arts  as  in  the  affairs  of  life,  no  man  can  serve 

(L  e.  obey  with  zeal  and  fidelity)  two  Masters. 

As  Poetry  is  most  just  to  its  own  divine  origin 
when  it  administers  the  comforts  and  breathes  the 
q;nrit  of  religion,  they  who  have  learned  to  perceive 
this  truth,  and  who  betake  themselves  to  reading 
Terse  for  sacred  purposes,  must  be  preserved  from 
nomerous  illusions  to  which  the  two  Gasscs  of 
Readers,  whom  we  have  been  considering,  are 
liable.  But,  as  the  mind  grows  serious  firom  the 
weight  of  life,  the  range  of  its  passions  is  contracted 


accordingly;  and  its  sympathies  become  so  ex- 
clusive, that  many  species  of  high  exceUence 
wholly  escape,  or  but  languidly  excite,  its  notice. 
Besides,  men  who  read  from  religious  or  moral 
inclinations,  even  when  the  subject  is  of  that  kind 
which  they  approve,  are  beset  with  misconceptions 
and  mistakes  peculiar  to  themselves.  Attaching 
so  much  importance  to  the  truths  which  interest 
them,  they  are  prone  to  over-rate  the  Authors  by 
whom  those  truths  are  expressed  and  enforced. 
They  come  prepared  to  impart  so  much  passion  to 
the  Poet's  language,  that  they  remain  unconscious 
how  littie,  in  fact,  they  receive  from  it.  And,  on 
tiie  other  hand,  religious  faith  is  to  him  who  holds 
it  so  momentous  a  thing,  and  error  i^pears  to  be 
attended  with  such  tremendous  consequences,  that, 
if  opinions  touching  upon  religion  occur  which  the 
Reader  condemns,  he  not  only  cannot  sympatliise 
with  them,  however  animated  the  expression,  but 
there  is,  for  the  most  part,  an  end  put  to  all  satis- 
faction and  enjoyment.  Love,  if  it  before  existed, 
is  converted  into  dislike;  and  the  heart  of  the 
Reader  is  set  against  the  Author  and  his  book. — 
To  these  excesses,  they,  who  from  their  professions 
ought  to  be  the  most  guarded  against  them,  are 
perhaps  the  most  liable ;  I  mean  those  sects  whose 
religion,  being  from  the  calculating  understanding, 
is  cold  and  formal  For  when  Christianity,  the 
religion  of  humility,  is  founded  upon  the  proudest 
faculty  of  our  nature,  what  can  be  expected  but 
contradictions  ?  Accordingly,  believers  of  this  cast 
are  at  one  time  contemptuous ;  at  another,  being 
troubled,  as  they  are  and  must  be,  with  inward 
misgivings,  they  are  jealous  and  suspicious ; — and 
at  all  seasons,  they  are  under  temptation  to  supply 
by  the  heat  with  which  they  defend  tiieir  tenets, 
the  animation  which  is  wanting  to  the  constitutiso 
of  the  religion  itself. 

Faith  was  given  to  man  that  his  affections, 
detached  from  the  treasures  of  time,  might  be 
inclined  to  settie  upon  those  of  eternity: — the 
elevation  of  his  nature,  which  this  habit  produces 
on  earth,  being  to  him  a  presumptive  evidence  of 
a  future  state  of  existence ;  and  giving  him  a  titie 
to  partake  of  its  holiness.  The  religious  man 
values  what  he  sees  chiefly  as  an  'imperfect 
shadowing  forth'  of  what  he  is  incapable  of  seeing. 
The  concerns  of  religion  refer  to  indefinite  objects, 
and  are  too  weighty  for  the  mind  to  support  tiicm 
without  relieving  itself  by  resting  a  great  part  of 
tiie  burthen  upon  words  and  symbols.  The  com- 
merce between  Man  and  his  Maker  cannot  be 
canned  on  but  by  a  process  where  much  is  repre- 
sented in  littie,  and  the  Infinite  Being  acconmio* 


ihiB  lAall  *v  nn  ft*  that  lamon  of 

L  .'t'  i  .TT^v  a=  be  c'  abvluie  value  1 
tT  .'Cv-v  ^oal  iri  i^hilcwphical ;  for 
«  ft5.vo.i»  u*  M  fnv  >nd  kinilty  m 

;  i'  i-^*i»-.T*V  iurmiiwni !  WTwrv 
1.1  ■»  ;.r  sNa:  l:J;a;-Ty  (VDi]Himre  of 
?.-  wi.~9>^««>  aa  ilMoHi !  For  & 
k';J:.^   :>a:   biU   tvca  tuu>red  Idio 

.r  iht:iv  ^i:l:Lt^  oj«bb>  of  anrnvr- 

^j1'.    ~Mlf   Ejx-c   :h<=i.  assonalf] 

..  tsr--  -^'  '■*  t:a«i'ItfcT  pf  it  !— 
,-  ii^i  :'■  -fv  *""-"* .  »h*\  twTcr  hinc^ 

1 .  »  . .    ■  ■  »  in  :bi  lort  nj«vf  of  thoir 

■  -^   i.Tr\-txVia  !.=■.!  ^TTtfHP.       For  to   I 

.  »«.;>*.■  -.Nis  to  Iv  unnii^i :  uid  ! 
kH>  ,i;rL*!«  .\i;  nhU-Ii  if  HiptVRrd  by  | 

.■■■-  s -.i.;*!*!:.!'?.-:  tu   {■W^'il  its  I 

,  -.■'. '      '•:   ;'J«  I'bn  uv  eoRt^urd  ' 

'.^. .  K'  '  *AUnl  vith  what  is  pml,  j 

i.i'iS  tn'.»Tf.vt  ;Tiiii;'3i'«,aiHl  I 

■  -:  »^^,^^„■!:l.l  ihoy  ;>>inTaliw  ! 


Tba  obHTvalioii*  r 

nwde  vilfaont  rehietaDce  ; 
thia  leeoDiit,  I  vould  iiiTite 
by  the  tcM  of  ooatpfcfacoiii 
number  of  judge*  who  tat 
npoD  be  ID  reklity  ■>  anud], 
rutial  Dotics  oiily,  or  nc^ 
tJDDed,  or  attentiai  wboll, 
merits— miut  hare  been  tb) 
(be  higher  deputmeula  of 
(be  other  hand,  iitimcroaB  p 
into  popolarity,  and  bars 
Bearecly  a  tnce  behind  th 
found,  that  whra  Authors  tb 
IhcnuelvTs  Into  gcDcinl  adn 
ihnr  ground,  errors  and  pn 


ti.'w  vbo  are  rODKioiuaf  thoi 
vonld  dcjibre  ;  if  they  wer 
pcranviDg  lliat  there  are  • 
it  ia  ordained  that  their  I 
irorld  an  cxialence  lite  ll 
o»ca  ita  bring  to  the  stmg 
lipmr  to  the  ctuaniee  whom 
cicnu  qnalit;,  ever  donned  t 
and  atill  trinmphing  over  it : 
of  its  dominion,  incapable  a 
Bad  coDclnBOD  of  Alexande 
three  were  no  man  worida  I 
Let  us  tate  ■  hastj-  mti 
liteimtnre  of  this  Conntry  f< 
the  last  tiro  centuries,  and  i 

n~ha  ia  there  that  now  i 
nf  l>nbarlai(  Yet  all  Eu 
with  ilia  praise  ;  he  was  ca: 
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known  befODd  the  liimta  of  the  Britiih  Isle*. 
And  iT  the  value  of  his  worlu  ia  to  be   eiti- 

B»ted  &om  the  Utetition  now  pMd  to  them  bj 
Mm  coQTttrymeii,  cempved  vith  th&t  which  they 
hMtow  on  thoM  o!  some  other  writan,  it  most 


pMticnkr,  been  Mb  irtmt  enemj :  while  its 
oppowli^  whether  in  the  ebqie  of  foil;  or  madntaa, 
hiw  bcai  Aiir  b«at  Mend.  Bat  he  wan  &  great 
power,  and  bean  a  high  name :  the  laurel  has 
been  awarded  to  him. 

A  dramatic  Author,  it  be  wiita  for  the  stage, 
Qltut  adapt  himself  to  the  taste  of  the  audience,  or 
the;  will  not  endure  him  ;  accordingly  the  mighty 
genina  of  Sbakspeare  was  listened  to.  The  people 
were  delighted  :  but  I  am  not  BuEciently  versed 
in  stage  antiqnitieH  to  detenmne  whether  they  did 
not  Sock  as  eagerly  to  the  representation  of  many 
pieces  of  contemporary  Anthors,  wholly  undeserv- 
ing to  appear  upon  the  same  boards.  Had  there 
been  a  foimal  contest  for  superiority  among 
dramatie  writers,  that  Shabspeare,  like  his  pre- 
decessors Sophocles  and  Euripides,  would  have 
often  beoi  subject  to  the  mortiScalion  of  seeing 
the  prize  adjadged  to  sorry  competitors,  becomes 
too  probable,  when  we  reflect  that  the  admirers  of 
Set  Je  and  Sliadwoll  were,  in  a  later  age,  as  nume- 
rons,  and  reckoned  as  respectable  in  point  of  talent, 
^  those  of  Diyden.  At  all  eroits,  that  Shale- 
■peare  stooped  to  accommodate  himself  to  the 
People,  is  snffidenlly  apparent ;  and  one  of  the 
most  striking  proofs  of  liis  shnost  omnipotent 
genius,  is,  that  he  could  turn  to  such  glorions 
purpose  those  materials  which  the  prepossesaions 
of  the  age  compelle<i  him  to  make  use  of.  Yet 
ercn  this  marvellous  skill  appears  not  to  have 
been  enoogli  to  prevent  his  rivals  from  bnving 
somo  advantage  over  him  in  public  estimation ; 
elfc  how  can  we  aocoont  for  passages  and  scenes 
that  exist  in  his  works,  unless  upon  a  suppoeitiDn 
that  some  of  tlio  grossest  of  them,  a  fact  which  in 
my  own  mind  I  have  no  doubt  of,  were  foisted  in  by 
tho  Playcn,  for  the  grstiiicatjon  of  the  many  ! 

But  that  his  Works,  whatever  nught  be  th^ 
reception  upon  the  stage,  made  but  litlle  impre«- 
■ion  upon  the  ruling  Intellects  of  the  time,  may 
be  iuferrcd  from  Uie  fact  that  Lord  Bacon,  in  bis 
multifarious  writings,  nowhere  either  cpiotes  or 
Allude*  to  him*. — His  dmnalic  excelleuce  enabled 


him  to  resume  pooaewnoa  of  the  stage  after  the 
'  BcstotMion  ;  but  Dryden  tells  ns  that  in  bis  time 
^  two  of  the  plays  of  Beanmont  and  Fletcher  were 
;  acted  for  one  of  Sbak^eaze's.  And  so  faint  and 
^  limited  was  the  perception  of  Itle  poetio  beauties  of 
his  dramas  in  the  lime  of  Pope,  that,  in  his  Edition 
of  the  Play^  with  ■  view  of  rendering  to  the  gme- 
ibI  reader  a  necessary  seTTioe,  he  printed  between 
I  mvected  eommas  thoea  poMUgea  which  he  thoti^t 

moat  worthy  of  notice. 
I      At  this  day,  the   French  Cridca  have  aliated 
nothing  of  their  averaioo  to  this  darling  of  onr 
Nation :    '  the   KnglHA,  with    their  bouflbn   de 

them  as  in  the  time  of  Voltaire.  Baron  Grimm  ii 
the  only  French  writer  who  seems  to  have  pmcMved 
.  his  infinite  superiority  to  the  Srst  names  of  the 
I  French  Theatre ;  an  advantage  which  the  Paiisiaa 
I  critic  owed  to  liia  German  blood  and  German 


education.     The  m 


well  acquainted  with  onr  language,  are  wholl]r 
incompetent  to  measure  the  proportiona  of  Sbak* 
speare.  The  Germans  only,  of  foreign  nations, 
are  approadung  towards  a  knowledge  and  feeling 
of  what  he  is.  In  some  respects  they  have  ao- 
I  quired  a  auparioriqr  over  the  fellow-countrymen  of 
I  the  Poet:  foramongna  it  iss  current,  I  mightsay, 
I  an  establidked  opinion,  that  Siakq>eaie  ia  justly 
pnised  when  be  is  pronounced  (o  be  'a  wild 
iiregolar  genius,  in  vdiom  great  faults  are  com- 
peusated  by  great  beauties.'  How  long  may  it 
be  before  this  misconception  puses  away,  and  it 
becomes  utuveisally  acknowledged  that  the  judg- 
ment of  Siakspeore  in  the  selection  of  bis  mate- 
rials, and  in  the  manner  in  which  he  has  made 
them,  beterogcneoos  as  they  often  are,  constitute 
a  unity  of  thdr  own,  and  contribute  all  to  ous 
great  end,  is  not  less  admirable  than  bia  imagi- 
nation, his  iuvenlion,  and  his  intuitive  knowledge 
of  human  Nature  ! 

There  is  extant  a  small  Volume  of  miscellaaeona 
poems,  in  which  Shakapearo  expresses  his  own 
feelings  in  his  own  person.  It  is  not  difficult  to 
conceive  that  the  Elditor,  George  Stecvens,  shoold 
have  been  insendble  to  the  besulica  of  one  portioa 
of  that  Volome,  the  Sonnets ;  though  in  no  part 
of  the  writings  of  this  Poet  is  found,  in  an  equal 
compass,  a  greater  number  of  eiquiate  feelings 
felidtously  expressed.    But,  from  regard  to  the 


•  Tb*  iMmed  HalrawU  (a  third  •UUso  of  whoi 


btan  dat*  lOl),  wilUnf  to  nfuls  the  a 


Bereisl  gnull  poema,  which,  though  on  their  first 
appesTBiice  IhejF  were  pnued  by  &  few  of  the 
judidauB,  were  afterwards  neglected  to  that  degree, 
that  Pope  m  his  foalh  could  borrow  from  them 
without  risk  of  ita  being  known.  Whether  these 
poems  are  at  this  day  justly  appreciated,  1  will 
not  uadertake  to  dedde :  nor  would  it  imply  a 
severe  reflection  npoa  the  mass  of  readers  to 
auppoM  the  eontnuy ;  seeing  that  a  man  of  the 
acknowledged  geniua  of  Voss,  the  Germoa  poet, 
could  suffer  their  qiiiit  to  eraporote ;  and  could 

lation  made  by  him  of  the  moat  popular  of  those 
pieces.  At  all  events,  it  is  certain  that  these  Poems 
of  l^ton  are  now  much  read,  and  loudly  prused  ; 
yet  were  they  little  heard  of  till  mora  than  I£0 
ytaxa  after  tbor  publication  ;  and  of  the  Sonnets, 
t  appears  bom  Boswell's  Life  of 
a  in  the  habit  of  thinking  and  speaking 
mptnously  M  Steerena  wrote  upon  those 
of  Shokspeore. 

About  the  time  when  the  Pindaric  odes  of 
Cowley  and  his  imitators,  and  the  productions  of 
s  of  curious  thinkers  whom  Dr.  Johnson 
has  strangely  styled  metaphyseal  Poets,  were  begin- 
t>  lose  something  of  that  extmvagant  admi- 
whicb  they  bad  excited,  the  Paradise  Lost 
made  its  appearaooe.  '  Fit  audience  find  though 
few,'  was  the  pelJtioo  addressed  by  the  Poet  to  his 
inspiring  Muse.  I  have  said  eleewhra«  that  be 
id  more  tbaa  ho  asked ;  this  I  believe  to  be 
1  bat  Dr.  Johnson  has  fallen  into  a  gnm 
ike  when  he  attempts  to  prove,  by  the  sale  of 


they  would  be  proud  of  prui 
number  of  purchasers,  per* 


Thodt 


id  did  n 


says  Dr.  Johtuon,  '  many  moi 
persoDB  in  the  habit  of  readin 
Eopplied  at  Rrst  the  Nation  i 
careless  must  a  writer  be  wb 
tion  in  the  &ee  of  to  many  < 
belie  it  [  'Aiming  to  my  owi 
folio  ot  Cowley,  aeventh  edi 
near  it  is  Flatman'a  Poans, 
WoUer,  fifth  editiim,  same  i 
Norris  of  Bemerlon  not  long 
through  nine  edili(»s.  W 
there  might  be  for  these  wa 
but  I  well  remember,  that,  t 
the  booksellers'  stalls  in  Li 
the  foliea  of  Cowley.  Tfaia 
disparagement  of  that  able 
man ;  but  merely  to  show — t 
i(  more  read,  it  waa 


did  not  U 


>t  the  li 


the  Paradise  Lost  were  print 
allowed  them  to  be  tali  at  i 
three-thousand  cofues  of  Ibe 
eleven  yean ;  and  the  ffotioi 
had  been  satisfied  from  16^ 
for^-one  yeara,  with  only 
Works  of  Siakspeara;  whit 
together  make  one-thousand  ( 
by  the  critic  to  prove  the  *  p< 
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neons*. — How  amusing  to  shape  to  one's  self 
such  a  critiqiie  as  a  Wit  of  Charles's  days,  or  a 
Lord  of  the  llisceUanies  or  trading  Journalist  of 
King  William's  time,  would  have  brought  forth,  if 
he  had  set  his  fiienlties  industriously  to  work  upon 
this  Poem,  erery  where  impregnated  with  oriffintil 
MLoellenoe. 

So  strange  indeed  axe  flie  obEqcofiea  of  admi- 
ration, that  they  whose  opinions  are  much  influ- 
enced by  aaihority  will  often  be  tempted  to  think 
that  there  are  no  fixed  principles  f  in  human 
nature  for  this  art  to  rest  upon.  I  have  been 
honoured  by  bemg  permitted  to  peruse  in  MS.  a 
tract  composed  between  the  period  of  the  Revolu- 
tion and  the  close  of  that  century.  It  is  the 
Work  of  an  English  Peer  of  high  accomplishments, 
its  object  to  form  the  character  and  direct  the 
stadies  of  his  son.  Perhaps  nowhere  docs  a  more 
beautiful  treatise  of  the  kind  exist  The  good 
sense  and  wisdom  of  the  thoughts,  the  delicacy 
of  the  feelings,  and  the  charm  of  the  style,  are, 
throughout,  equally  conspicuous.  Yet  tlie  Author, 
sdecting  among  tlie  Poets  of  his  own  country 
those  whom  he  deems  most  worthy  of  his  son's 
perusal,  particularises  only  Lord  Rochester,  Sir 
John  Denham,  and  Cowley.  Writing  about  the 
nme  time,  Shaftesbury,  an  author  at  present 
unjustly  depredated,  describes  the  English  Muses 
as  only  yet  lisping  in  their  cradles. 

The  arts  by  which  Pope,  soon  afterwards,  con- 
trived to  procure  to  himself  a  more  general  and 
a  higher  reputation  than  perhaps  any  English  Poet 
ever  attained  during  his  life-time,  are  known  to 
the  judicious.  And  as  well  known  is  it  to  them, 
that  the  undue  exertion  of  those  arts  is  the  cause 
why  Pope  has  for  some  time  held  a  rank  in  litera- 
ture, to  which,  if  he  had  not  been  seduced  by  an 
over-love  of  immediate  popularity,  and  had  con- 
fided more  in  his  native  genius,  he  never  could 
have  descended.  He  bewitched  the  nation  by  his 
melody,  and  dazzled  it  by  his  polished  style,  and 
I  was  himself  blinded  by  his  own  success.  Having 
wandered  from  humanity  in  his  Eclogues  witli 
boyish  inexperience,  the  praise,  which  these  com- 
positions obtained,  tempted  him  into  a  belief  that 


*  Hugfaot  It  expresB  upon  this  subject :  in  his  dedica. 
tbiiof  Spenserls  Works  to  I^rd  Somors,  he  writes  thus. 
'  It  was  jour  Lordship's  encounging  a  beautif  ol  Edition 
of  Fsiadise  Lost  that  first  brought  that  incomparable 
Fosm  to  be  generally  known  and  esteemed.* 

t  Thisoplnkm  seems  actually  to  have  been  entertained 
ftj  Adam  Boilth,  the  wont  critic,  David  Home  not  exoep- 
iai,  that  Seotland,  a  aofl  to  which  this  sort  of  weed  seems 


Nature  was  not  to  be  trusted,  at  least  in  pastoral 
Poetry.  To  prove  this  by  example,  he  put  his 
firiend  Gay  upon  writing  those  Eclogues  wliich 
their  author  intended  to  be  buriesque.  The  insti- 
gator of  the  work,  and  his  admirers,  could  perceive 
in  them  nothing  but  what  was  xidicnloaL  Never- 
thdesfl^  thougli  these  Poems  contain  some  detest- 
able passages,  the  effect,  as  Dr.  Johnson  well 
observes,  *  of  reality  and  truth  became  conspicuous 
even  when  the  intention  was  to  show  them  gro- 
velling and  d^;raded.'  The  Pastorals,  ludicrous 
to  such  as  prided  themselves  upon  their  refine- 
ment, in  spite  of  those  disgusting  passages,  *  became 
popular,  and  were  read  with  delight,  as  just 
representations  of  rural  manners  and  occupations.' 

Something  less  than  sixty  years  after  the  publi- 
cation of  the  Paradise  Lost  i^peared  Thomson's 
Winter ;  which  was  speedily  followed  by  his  other 
Seasons.  It  is  a  work  of  inspiration ;  much  of  it  is 
written  firom  himself,  and  nobly  firom  himself.  How 
was  it  received  f  <It  was  no  sooner  read,'  says  one 
of  lus  contemporary  biographers,  <  than  universally 
admired :  those  only  excepted  who  had  not  been 
used  to  feel,  or  to  look  forany  thing  in  poetry,  beyond 
a  point  of  satirical  or  epigrammatic  wit,  a  smart 
antithuU  richly  trimmed  with  rhyme,  or  the  softness 
of  an  cUgiac  complaint.  To  such  his  manly  classical 
spirit  could  not  readily  commend  itself ;  till,  after 
a  more  attentive  perusal,  they  had  got  tiie  better 
of  their  prejudices,  and  either  acquired  or  affected 
a  truer  taste.  A  few  others  stood  aloof,  merely 
because  they  had  long  before  fixed  the  articles  of 
their  poetical  creed,  and  resigned  themselves  to 
an  absolute  despair  of  ever  seeing  any  thing  new 
and  originaL  These  were  somewhat  mortified 
to  find  their  notions  disturbed  by  the  appearance 
of  a  poet,  who  seemed  to  owe  notiiing  but  to 
nature  and  his  own  genius.  But,  in  a  short  time, 
the  applause  became  unanimous ;  every  one  won- 
dering how  so  many  pictures,  and  pictures  so 
familiar,  should  have  moved  them  but  faintiy  to 
what  they  felt  in  his  descriptions.  His  digressions 
too,  the  overflowings  of  a  tender  benevolent  heart, 
charmed  the  reader  no  less ;  leaving  him  in  doubt, 
whether  he  should  more  admire  the  Poet  or  love 
the  Man.' 

This  case  appears  to  bear  strongly  against  us : — 
but  we  must  distinguish  between  wonder  and  Icgi-  I 
timate  admiration.  The  subject  of  the  work  is  i 
the  changes  produced  in  the  appearances  of 
nature  by  the  revolution  of  the  year :  and,  by 
undertaking  to  write  in  verse,  Thomson  pledged 
himself  to  treat  his  subject  as  became  a  Poet 
Now  it  is  remarkable  that,  excepting  the  noctuiw 
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Dsl  Rererie  of  lady  Wiachilsea,  and  a  pasatge  or 
two  in  Iha  Windsor  Forest  of  Pope,  Ibe  poetry  of  | 
Uie  period  int«rvonlnj{  between  the  publicatioa  of 
e  Paradise  Lost  and  the  Seasons  does  not  con- 
tsin  a  single  new  Image  of  external  nahire  ;  ainl 
aateely  preaeuts  a  familiar  one  IroiD  which  it  can 
e  inferred  that  tha  eye  of  the  ^t  had  been 
Btndily  fixed  upon  his  object,  macb  less  that  hia 
feelings  had  urged  him  to  work  epon  it  in  llie 
spirit  of  geDnine  imagination.  To  wliat  a  low 
state  knowledge  of  the  most  obvious  and  important 
pheDomena  liad  sunk,  is  evident  from  the  style 
□  wluch  Drydcn  has  eiecuted  a  deecnpUoQ  of 
Night  In  one  of  his  Tragediei,  and  Pope  liia 
tnmslAtion  of  the  colcbrateil  moonlight  scene  in 
the  Iliad.  A  blind  man,  in  the  habit  of  attendini; 
sconmtoly  la  deacripUons  casually  dropped  from 
the  lips  of  those  arouDd  him,  might  easily  d^ict 
tbc«o  appearances  with  more  tmlh.  Drydea's 
1  are  va^e,  bombastic,  and  senseleea* ;  tliose 
of  Pope,  tliough  he  liad  Homer  to  guide  hiro,  are 
Ihronghont  falBO  and  contradictory.  The  verses 
of  Dryden,  onca  highly  celebrated,  are  forgotten ; 
He  of  Pope  still  ret^  their  hold  upon  public 
timntion,-_iiBy,  there  is  not  a  passage  of  deacrip^ 
'0  poetry,  which  at  this  day  finds  so  many  and 
mdi  ardent  admirers.  Stnmgs  to  think  of  an 
iwriact,  M  may  have  been  du)  ease  with  thon. 
sands,  reciting  those  verses  nnder  the  cope  of  i 

least  disturbed  by  a  BuBpicioo  of  tlieir  olisurdify  ', 
— If  these  two  distinguished  wrilera  could  lisbitu- 
n)]y  think  that  the  visible  miivcrsc  was  of  so  little 
consequence  to  a  poet,  tiiat  it  was  scarcely  neces- 
sary for  him  to  cnst  his  eyes  upon  it,  no  may  be 
assured  that  those  paagagcs  of  the  elder  poets 
ch  faithfully  and  poetically  describe  the  phe- 
icna  of  nature,  were  not  at  that  time  holden  in 
much  estimation,  and  that  there  was  little  accurate 
'eution  paid  to  those  appearances. 
Wonder  is  the  natora!  piwluet  of  Ignorance  ; 
d  aa  the  soil  was  in  tack  good  Fondiltox  at  the 
nc  of  tlio  pubhcation  of  the  Seasons,  the  crop 
IS  doubtless  abundant.  Neither  individuals  nor 
iions  become  corrupt  alt  at  once,  nor  are  tliey 
enlightened  in  a  moment.     Thomson  was  au  in- 


spired poet,  hut  he  could  not  work  mincka ;  b 
caaes  where  the  art  of  seeing  had  in  seme  dtpta 
been  learned,  the  teacher  would  farlLcr  Ih*  [M- 
ficiMicy  of  hia  pupils,  but  he  could  do  little  man] 
though  so  far  does  vanity  asHSt  men  in  acta  d 
■elf-deceptiaa,  that  many  voold  often  laury  ibt) 
reeognisod  a  likeness  irhen  they  knew  noduBg  <1 
the  ori^nal.  Having  shown  that  modi  id  alM 
his  biographer  deemed  genuine  miTnii»tion  ^M 
in  fact  have  been  blind  vcmdernieDt — bow  it  tti 
rest  (o  be  accounted  for  I — Tbumsan  was  SaiUmM 
in  the  very  title  of  his  poem,  utiieh  aeefatd  ■ 
bring  it  home  to  the  prepared  sympathic*  cj  em] 
one  :  in  the  next  place,  notwithstanding  lu*  lu^ 
powers,  he  writes  a  vidons  style  ;  and  bis  &lB 
omamenta  are  exactly  of  thai  kind  wUdi  wndJ 
be  most  likely  to  strike  the  imdieceiiui^.  Bi 
likewise  abounds  wi^  sentimental  commcD-f'lscfl 
that,  fi'om  the  msjuier  in  which  they  aav  linju|ll 
forward,  bore  an  impoaing  air  of  noirdly.  Is  iq 
veil-used  copy  of  the  Seasans  the  book  p^atrntf 
opens  of  itself  with  tlie  rtispaody  on  lor*,  or  ntt 
one  of  the  stories  (perhaps  Damon  ami  MoMdmh 
these  sJso  are  prominent  in  ont  coUcctiiiiH  il 
Extracts,  and  are  the  parts  of  his  Wort:,  ^i^ 
after  all,  were  probably  moat  cfflcScM  in  Bra  i» 
comtnendii^  tlw  an^KV  to  gmenl  notie*  An 
refN^ing  pnUsM  niiudi  lie  hftd  reonTtd,aaf  ■Mb' 
inc  to  extol  him  to  tlie  hi<^est,  only  styln  hia  >■■ 

to  collect  any  unijupstionable  [irtKifii  that  th(  trot 
eliaracteristies  of  Thomson's  genius  as  an  imiP' 
luitivo  poet*  were  perceived,  till  the  elder  ffsrtte, 
almost  forty  yeara  after  the  publiratiDD  of  Ikt 
Seasons,  pointed  (hem  ont  by  a  nole  in  bia  Esn; 
on  the  Life  and  Writmgs  of  Pope.  In  the  Culle 
of  Indolence  (of  which  Gray  speaks  so  »M)i) 
tJicse  eliaracteristies  were  almost  aa  can^pflicalj 

diction  more  pure.  Yet  that  fine  poem  — 
neglected  on  its  appearance,  and  is  at  thi(  day  Ebr 
delight  only  of  a  few  1 

■ftlien  Thomson  died,  Collins  breathed  f  rfi  to 
regrets  in  an  Elegiac  Poem,  in  which  be  [«" 
uounces  a  poetical  Cdrse  upon  him  nha  AaiU 
regard  with  msenMbilily  tbe  place  who*  tta 
Poet's  remains  were  deposited.  The  Pdobi  <f 
himself  have  now  patted  llii'^p 


IKtflif  cKad; 
r  Annr  b«d. 
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immmerable  editions,  and  are  nmyenally  known ; 
liat  if,  when  Collins  died,  the  same  kind  of  impre- 
cation had  been  pronounced  by  a  surviving  admi- 
x«r,  mall  is  the  number  whom  it  would  not  have 
eomprehended.  The  notice  which  his  poems 
attained  during  his  life-time  was  so  small,  and  of 
coarse  the  sale  so  insignificant,  that  not  long 
before  his  death  he  deemed  it  right  to  repay  to 
tfie  bookseller  the  sum  which  he  had  advanced 
ibr  them,  and  threw  the  edition  into  tiie  fire. 

Next  in  importance  to  the  Seasons  of  Thomson, 
though  at  considerable  distance  from  that  work  in 
order  of  time,  come  the  Reliques  of  Andent 
Knglish  Poetry ;  collected,  new-modcUed,  and  in 
many  instances  (if  such  a  contradiction  in  terms 
may  be  used)  composed  by  the  Editor,  Dr.  Percy. 
Iliii  work  did  not  steal  mlentiy  into  the  world,  as 
is  evident  from  the  number  of  legendary  tales,  that 
appeared  not  long  after  its  publication  ;  and  had 
been  modelled,  as  the  authors  persuaded  them- 
adves,  after  the  old  Ballad.  The  Compilation  was 
however  ill  suited  to  the  then  existing  taste  of 
city  society;  and  Dr.  Johnson,  'inid  the  little 
aenate  to  which  ho  gave  hiws,  was  not  sparing  in 
Us  exertions  to  make  it  an  object  of  contempt  The 
critic  triumphed,  the  legendary  imitators  were  de- 
aenredly  disregarded,  and,  as  undeservedly,  their 
ill-imitated  models  sank,  in  this  country,  into 
temporary  neglect ;  while  BUrger,  and  other  able 
writers  of  Germany,  were  translating,  or  imitating 
these  Rdiques,  and  composing,  with  tho  aid  of 
inspiration  thence  derived,  poems  which  are  the 
d^^t  of  the  German  nation.  Dr.  Percy  was  so 
abashed  by  the  ridicule  flung  upon  his  labours  from 
the  ignorance  and  insensibility  of  the  persons  witii 
whom  he  lived,  that,  though  while  ho  was  writing 
mider  a  mask  he  had  not  wanted  resolution  to 
follow  his  genius  into  the  regions  of  true  simplicity 
and  genuine  pathos  (as  is  evinced  by  Uie  exquisite 
ballad  of  Sir  Cauline  and  by  many  other  pieces), 
yet  when  he  appeared  in  his  own  person  and 
character  as  a  poetical  writer,  he  adopted,  as  in  the 
tale  of  the  Hermit  of  Warkwortii,  a  diction  scarcely 
in  any  one  of  its  features  distinguishable  from  the 
vague,  the  gkMsy,  and  unfeeling  hmguage  of  his 
day.  I  mention  this  remarkable  fact*  with  regret. 


*  Shenitoo*^  in  his  Schooliniitron,  givei  a  BtOl  more 
rmarkable  initenoe  of  this  timidity.  On  its  first  sppear- 
aaoe^  (8oe  Disraeli's  8d  Series  of  the  CnriositiM  of  Liter»- 
tare)  the  Poem  was  acoompsnied  with  an  absurd  prose 
commentary,  showing,  as  indeed  some  inoongruoos  ezpres- 
tloos  In  the  text  imply,  that  the  whole  was  intended  for 
burlesqna.  In  subsequent  editions,  the  commentary  was 
dropped*  and  the  People  have  since  continued  to  read  in 


esteeming  the  genius  of  Dr.  Percy  in  this  kiAd  of 
writing  superior  to  that  of  any  other  man  by  whom 
in  modem  times  it  has  been  cultivated.  That  even 
BUrger  (to  whom  Klopstock  gave,  in  my  hearing, 
a  commendation  which  he  denied  to  Groethe  and 
Schiller,  pronouncing  him  to  be  a  genuine  poet,  and 
one  of  the  fen  among  the  Germans  idiose  works 
vronld  kst)  had  not  the  fine  sensibility  of  Percy, 
might  be  shown  from  many  passages,  in  which  he 
has  deserted  his  original  only  to  go  astray.  For 
example, 

Nowdaye  was  gone,  and  ni^t  wasoonu^ 
And  all  were  fkst  adeepe. 
All  save  the  Lady  Emoline» 
Who  sate  in  her  bowre  to  weepe : 

And  soone  she  heard  her  true  Love^  voice 
Low  whispering  at  the  walle, 
Awakeb  awake,  my  dear  Ladje, 
'Tl8lthytnie4ovecaU. 

Which  is  thus  tricked  out  and  dilated : 

Als  nnn  die  Nadit  Gebiig*  and  Thai 
Vermummt  in  Rabenschattcn, 
Und  Hochbuigs  Lampen  ttbefmll 
Schon  ausgeflimmert  batten, 
Und  alias  tief  entsohlafsn  war ; 
Doch  nor  das  Friulein  immerdar, 
VoU  Fieberangst,noch  waohta, 
Und  seinen  Ritter  daohte : 
Dahoroh  f  Bin  sQsssr  Liebeston 
Kam  leis*  empor  geflogen. 
«<Ho,  Tnidohen,ho  •  Da  bin  Ich  sebon ! 
Frischauf!  Dioh  angeiogen  1" 

But  from  humble  ballads  we  must  ascend  to 
heroics. 

All  hail,  Macphersonl  hail  to  thee.  Sire  of 
Oatian !  The  Phantom  was  begotten  by  the  snug 
embrace  of  an  impudent  Highlander  upon  a  cloud 
of  tradition — it  travelled  southward,  where  it  was 
greeted  with  acclamation,  and  the  thin  Conastenoe 
took  its  course  through  Europe,  upon  the  breath  of 
popular  apphkuse.  The  Editor  of  the  '^  Reliques" 
had  indirectiy  preferred  a  daim  to  the  praise  of 
invention,  by  not  concealing  that  his  supplementary 
labours  were  considerable  I  how  selfish  his  conduct, 
contrasted  with  that  of  the  disinterested  Gael,  who, 
like  Lear,  gives  his  kingdom  away,  and  is  content 
to  become  a  pensioner  upon  his  own  issue  for  a 
beggarly  pittance  I — Open  this  far-famed  Book ! — 
I  have  done  so  at  random,  and  the  beginning  of 
the  ^Epic  Poem  Temora,"  in  eight  Books,  presents 
itself.  <  The  blue  waves  of  UHin  roll  in  light.  Tho 
green  hills  are  covered  with  day.    Trees  sliake 


serioosness,  doing  for  the  Author  what  he  had  not  courage 
openly  to  venture  opon  for  himself. 
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TVa  grxn  bilk  with 
pbln.  Tbe  Uxo 
«Dam  of  ■  Mtram  b  llMn.  On  iu  buta  «tood 
Oibtw  of  Alh*.  Hi*  tpaw  «a)ip<irte  Ibe  lungj 
tb*  T«4  qrM  «f  hiB  tMtr  an  wul.  C^rouc  lua  on 
U*  Mol  with  all  hii  gbaadj'  wnoixlti.*  Pnaona 
nfiiiii  Miiliiiiii  ffim  i''*    VKiket-baak  of  (he  bfiml 

I(  U  b*  iiDl>oca(iiiii);, .  ,  t  uknowlodge  Ihtt  for 
dw  iiM*t  fart  it  in,  bi  upMli  iliieMfiectfuUj-  of 
Wnrta  chat  lia<n  rajoj^  tnr  %  lini);th  oT  time  ■ 
ni'lilf-apreul  Tf-;>u(atica,  vltlKiut  lU  tb«  mm  time 
{•mfncitig  Imilnftbl*  imufa  nf  thvir  uDwortiiineai, 
Im  ma  b>  tor^-HB  iqwa  thi*  ocnuiiun. — HsTisg 
iMd  the  gaol  tetOM  to  be  bam  tad  reaivd  in  > 
■DOMildMiiB  enaxBy,  from  tny  terj  childhood  I 
iMvaMtlteUMboadtbM  perrxln  tlia  Tbluinn 
iiinwmt  iipnn  Ihi  mirliTimilrTthr  tintnr  uf  fhiriiiti 
Fron  wbtt  I  M*  <rilh  mj  own  «j«b,  I  know  Ui*t 
Am  imatKT  «•■  tporicnis.  In  notme  every  tiling 
b  dktfaV^  TM  aotbin;  deBned  into  ^nalaW 
lalifandMt  rfoChBtia.  Id  U>ti<heni>u'«  vork,  it 
,    te  oMttr  A*  fvran*!  evn7  Uiing  (that  is  not 

I   ^nhn)  b  hi  lliU  nrMTili^iiiiil.  i l«tiiil,  iliiiln 

I   cMa^  iiiJMil,    jn  Boddng  ^Miufl     It  wilt 

■tBHyibxowfcMwtrtfM^^ohnitiitfdfiwlhingi. 

I    'h  aqr  Am  tka  tkancim  navsr  conhl  eiuel,  thai 


■  wbUi  MacT&ani  deSed; 
•hfm,  with  Ihra  EtHp*  of  Momn  befiirc  Im  ?v«, 
IB  euoU  talk  •■>  bBtliarl  j  el  his  Car-bonw  booo ; 
ear  nikT  jwlge  from  in 

Bins 

ilMi^  (Ir  ■  d*i|(«  to  be  m&d  aksg  iH  anboe.— 
Ur.  UilRta  La^  ^  aWribna  UM  Ae  fetioo 
'    irftMi  ULtf  li  I  UiMhtini  i»*MDdw  — tathje 


<  l^<jai  aO  (p»itn«;  Wl  I*  i>  (s  tiaii  af  matiBg 
,  panllcJ  r*— j»  M  to  oB  )<Mr  Ifaephnaa  to 
MnHut  for  his  •■■A'  ^  bit 't^*  and  btf  hs 
wrKtmed  hii  ujimM  by  ew*iHi>g  it  b  if  h» 
'  lltM^  that  eeoy  tfriUas  liiMlibiii  i  vm  a 
fmttitm  itt^aikm.  Il  li  «Mf:h  IkM  Ik  »«>. 
■Wkm  an  t(i%  mnarkaU*  far  Ito  btiag  PObUM*  w 
{HMibte  thai  itvjr  cdoM  arisa  in  M>«eBl  iiihiih 
•rithaal  nmmiiBinitien  briwtca  than.  No*  «■ 
thi'  TrandaUn  fi  Iha  RiUa,  and  Sbskspcan^ 
Mlhon.  and  ropa,  r<nM  not  bo  {nJtbted  to  Hac- 
rhrmini,  (I  fflllnw*  thai  h«  nnM  hare  o*id  hi*  fine 
feath«»  to  flwm  :  mil*«  wf  aw  jirqiareJ  gi»»ely 
to  »atat,  wMi  MkAub^  «f  SM^  *M  nanjr  of  the 


charanviit^  bcantiea  of  cor  moM  celatai 
P-l^'-b  PoclB  an  dfriTnl  from  the  aluuiit ! 
gallian ;  in  wUdi  raae  the  moitem  txaiuiLuar  v 
have  heen  bat  ^nn^  bask  to  OssaD  hia  cmii 
is  cuuiaMit  tiiat  Lueioii  Baonaparte,  wlio  a 
cenaun  Hilton  for  haTing  ■umunde'l  Saun  li 
intrmal  ivgionB  with  eoturtljr  and  n^  qteal 
■hooU  i>rDDOiuiee  the  modem  fTnlaii  tn  te 
glen;  of  Scotlaod ; — a  cwiintjy  that  hM  pM^q 
Diutbar,  a  Bodianai^  a  Thomson,  lad  ft  Bit 
These  opInioDB  are  of  ill  otava  for  iha  ^fea 
tioB  of  lum  who  has  pmi  than  to  iIh  •mcUi 
Yel,  much  aa  thme  pielm4e4  traHMi 
anliqnil;  bare  been  admirol,  lbej>  htm  I 
whoUir  uninSouitial  opon  the  DMatan  at 
Caanlrv.  No  Eoceee^nj  writer  appisn  tni 
enu;;ht  from  lliein  a  mj  of  usjiixBtiini ;  no  at 
in  ihe  leaal  didiiigui^lml,  has  rpnlimd  form 
lo  imitate  them— tntcrpt  the  btiv,  ChailcTtu^ 
their  fint  ^peannn.  Kc  ha«l  pereedT?d,  ft 
the  sofceailill  trials  which  he  tuoiB^  had  M 
in  litnary  tiag^,  bow  few  critira  were  abU 
■tistiagiudi  between  a  led  anocnt  medal  M 
eotml^vfeit  of  modem  manufiwture ;  ^wJ  l^ 
himsriT  to  the  work  of  fiUing  a  mi^uiDe  4 
Saxon  /^xsu,— ctHmterparts  of  those  of  Od 
aa  like  bit  as  one  of  hia  witty  aCara  is  lo  snail 
This  inopabiliq'  to  amalganiate  with  (he  fitoiC 
of  the  Island,  ii.  La  my  estimaticiD,  a  dedi 
proof  that  the  book  h 
dioaUI  require  any  other  ti 
be  a  forgery,  andadons  as  worthleae. — CouCn 
in  lliis  nspccl,  llie  effect  of  MacpberMn'c  pd 

so  modnt  in  their  pretetmocs  .' — 1  hare  aim 
Mated  bow  much  Gennany  is  indebted  U  t 
huler  work  ;  and  for  oar  own  coontry,  its  pod 
has  bem  absolutely  redeemed  by  it.  I  do  I 
think  lliat  there  is  bo  able  writer  in  vem  of  i 
preeent  day  nbo  would  not  be  proud  to  aeku 
Isd^  bia  nUigslioas  to  the  Ileliques  ;  I  lot 
thai  it  is  BO  with  my  frimdit;  bjkI,  for  mya 
I  am  bappj  in  Ihifl  occasiui  to  make  a  poll 
amwal  of  my  own. 

Dr.  Johnson,  mora  fartnnste  in  tus  cmtemi* 
te  kboius  of  Mai^beisoD  than  those  of  his  mod 
frieoi),  waa  eoUcitcd  not  long  after  to  fimi 
FliAns  biogra|)hical  and  crititsi  for  the  woi^ 
■m*  of  the  mom  eminent  Englisli  Poeta.  I 
buakseOen  took  aiion  themsdies  to  make  the  e 
kctioa ;  they  rcfeircd  prolably  to  the  most  potial 
nitccOatiies,  and,  anquesiioaahly,  to  their  boa 
ol  aeeoanls ;  and  decided  npoa  the  claim  of  aotbc 
to  b*  admitted  into  a  body  of  the  nu»t  emina 


APPENDIX,  PREFACES,  Ac: 


671 


from  the  familiarity  of  their  names  with  the 
readers  of  that  day,  and  by  the  profits,  which, 
from  the  sale  of  his  works,  each  had  brought  and 
was  bringing  to  the  Trade.  The  Editor  was 
allowed  a  limited  exercise  of  discretion,  and  the 
Authors  whom  he  recommended  are  scarcely  to 
be  mentioned  without  a  smile.  We  open  the 
volume  of  Prefatory  lives,  and  to  our  astonish- 
ment the  finA  name  we  find  is  that  of  Cowley ! — 
What  is  become  of  the  morning-star  of  F^ngl^li 
Poetry !  Where  is  the  bright  Elizabethan  con- 
stellation !  Or,  if  names  be  more  acceptable  than 
images,  where  is  the  ever-to-be-honoured  Chaucer  \ 
where  is  Spenser!  where  Sidney!  and,  lastly, 
wh»«  he,  whose  rights  as  a  poet,  contradistin- 
guished from  those  which  he  is  universally  allowed 
to  possess  as  a  dramatist,  we  have  vindicated^ — 
where  Shakspeare! — These,  and  a  multitude  of 
others  not  unworthy  to  be  placed  near  them, 
their  contemporaries  and  successors,  we  have  wit. 
Bat  in  their  stead,  we  have  (could  better  be 
expected  when  precedence  was  to  be  settled  by 
an  abstract  of  reputation  at  any  given  period 
made,  as  in  this  case  before  us!)  Rosoonmion, 
and  Stepney,  and  Phillips,  and  Walsh,  and  Smith, 
and  Duke,  andKing,  and  Spratt — Halifax,  Granville, 
Sheffield,  Congreve,  Broome,  and  other  reputed 
Magnates — metrical  writers  utteriy  worthless  and 
useless,  except  for  occasions  like  the  present, 
when  their  productions  are  referred  to  as  evidence 
what  a  small  quantity  of  brain  is  necessary  to 
procure  a  considerable  stock  of  admiration,  pro- 
vided the  aspirant  will  accommodate  himself  to  the 
likings  and  fSiwhions  of  his  day. 

As  I  do  not  mean  to  bring  down  this  retrospect 
to  our  own  times,  it  may  with  propriety  be  closed 
St  the  era  of  this  distinguished  event  From  the 
Uteratore  of  other  ages  and  countries,  proofs 
equally  cogent  might  have  been  adduced,  that 
the  opinions  announced  in  the  former  part  of  this 
Essay  are  founded  upon  truth.  It  was  not  an 
Agreeable  office,  nor  a  prudent  undertaking,  to 
iedare  them;  but  their  importance  seemed  to 
render  it  a  duty.  It  may  still  be  asked,  where 
lies  the  particular  relation  of  what  has  been  said 
U>  these  Volumes! — The  question  will  be  easily 
inswered  by  the  discerning  Reader  who  is  old 
snoogfa  to  remember  the  taste  that  prevailed  when 
lome  of  these  poems  were  first  published,  seventeen 
^*ears  ago ;  who  has  also  observed  to  what  degree 
the  poetry  of  this  Island  has  since  that  period 
l>een  coloured  by  them ;  and  who  is  further  aware 
if  the  unremitting  hostility  with  which,  upon  some 
principle  or  other,  they  have  each  and  all  been 


opposed.  A  sketch  of  my  own  notion  of  the 
constitution  of  Fame  has  been  given ;  and,  as  far 
as  concerns  myself,  I  have  cause  to  be  satisfied. 
The  love,  the  admiration,  the  indifference,  the 
slight,  the  aversion,  and  even  the  contempt,  with 
which  these  Poems  have  been  received,  knowing, 
as  I  do,  the  source  within  my  own  mini^  from 
which  they  have  proceeded,  and  the  la^urand 
pains,  which,  when  labour  and  pains  appeared 
needful,  have  been  bestowed  upon  them,  must  all, 
if  I  think  consistenUy,  be  received  as  pledges  and 
tokens,  bearing  the  same  general  impreasiom 
though  widely  different  in  value; — they  are  all 
proofs  that  for  the  present  time  I  have  not 
laboured  in  vain;  and  afford  assurances,  more 
or  less  authentic,  that  the  products  of  my  industry 
will  endure. 

If  there  be  one  conclusion  more  forcibly  pressed 
upon  us  than  another  by  the  review  which  has 
been  given  of  the  fortunes  and  fate  of  poetical 
Works,  it  is  this, — that  every  author,  as  far  as 
he  is  great  and  at  the  same  time  original,  has 
had  the  task  of  creating  the  taste  by  which  he  is 
to  be  enjoyed :  so  has  it  been,  so  will  it  continue 
to  be.  This  remark  was  long  since  made  to  me 
by  the  philosophical  Friend  for  the  separation  of 
whose  poems  from  my  own  I  have  previously 
expressed  my  regret.  The  predecessors  of  an 
original  Genius  of  a  high  order  will  have  smoothed 
the  way  for  all  that  he  has  in  conmion  with  them; 
— and  much  he  will  have  in  common ;  but,  for 
what  is  peculiariy  his  own,  he  will  be  called  upon 
to  clear  and  often  to  shape  his  own  road : — he 
will  be  m  the  condition  of  Hannibal  among  the  Alps. 

And  where  lies  the  real  difficulty  of  creating 
that  taste  by  which  a  truly  original  poet  is  to  be 
relished!  Is  it  in  breaking  the  bonds  of  custom, 
in  overcoming  tiie  prejudices  of  fidse  refinement, 
and  displacing  the  aversions  of  inexperience !  Or, 
if  he  labour  for  an  object  which  here  and  else- 
where I  have  proposed  to  myself,  does  it  consist 
in  divesting  the  reader  of  the  pride  that  induces 
him  to  dwell  upon  those  points  wherein  men  differ 
from  each  other,  to  the  exclusion  of  those  in  which 
all  men  are  alike,  or  the  same ;  and  in  making 
him  ashamed  of  the  vanity  that  renders  him 
insensible  of  the  impropriate  excellence  which 
civil  arrangements,  less  unjust  than  might  appear, 
and  Nature  illimitable  in  her  bounty,  have  con- 
ferred on  men  who  may  stand  below  him  in  the 
scale  of  society !  finally,  does  it  Ue  in  establishing 
that  dominion  over  the  spirits  of  readers  by  which 
they  are  to  be  humbled  and  humanised,  in  order 
that  they  may  be  purified  and  exalted  1 


'prentlence  of  £q>onlioiiB  at  once  injurioiu  wad 
discMditaUe,  beiog  no  olb^  thaa  that  ■dfidUKW 
irbich  is  the  child  of  apathy, — which,  as  Natitma 
dedine  id  prodnctiTe  and  ereatiTe  poorer,  mahca 
them  valne  themadrea  npon  a  jveanmed  refine- 
it  of  jud^ng.  Po*et^  of  kugaage  it  the 
primary  cause  of  the  arc  irtiidi  we  null*  of 
die  word,  Imagination ;  hot  the  woi^  Taale,  has 
been  etretehed  to  the  aense  which  it  iKara  in 
lern  Europe  by  habita  of  aelf-conc«t,  induing 
b  inverHOD  in  the  order  of  things  wberebj  a 
paHDiB  facnltj  ii  made  paramaant  among  the  (acui- 
ties conTenuit  Kith  the  fine  arts.  ProportioD  and 
oongrnity,  the  Teqnlmls  knowle^e  being  aoppoeed, 
are  subjects  upon  which  taste  may  he  trusted ;  it  is 
unpetent  to  this  office;— for  in  its  interooorM  with 
these  the  mind  ia  pturitv,  and  is  affected  punfollj 
IT  plcasuiably  as  by  an  iosfincL  Bat  the  profound 
and  the  exquinte  in  feeling,  the  lofty  and  nniTenal 
n  thought  and  imagination ;  or,  in  ordinal;  lan- 
guage, the  pathetic  and  the  sablime  j — are  nddier 
f  Ihem,  accurately  speaking,  ohjeeta  of  a  &eult]i 
which  conld  ever  withoat  a  nnking  in  the  E[urit 
of  NationB  have  been  deagnated  by  the  metaphor 
—Tatle.  And  why  I  Bocauae  without  the  exer- 
Soa  of  a  co-operatiDg  poaer  in  the  mind  of  the 
Header,  there  can  be  no  adequate  sympathy  with 
tither  of  theee  enjotiona :  without  thia  aonliuy 
impulse,  elevated  or  prc^oond  pasmon  cannot  edst. 
Pasdon,  it  mnst  be  obscrred,  is  derived  from  a 
word  which  signifies  mfftrlngj  but  the  eonnee- 
tion  which  sodbring  haa  with  effort,  with  exertion, 
and  action,  is  immediate  and  inseparable.  How 
I    ittrikingl)'  ia  this  property  of  human  nature  exhi- 


gemna  tlie  only  proof  i^  the 
ia  worttiy  to  be  done,  and 
heton :  Of  geoiua,in  the  fine 
aigD  iathe  widening  dte  »fibea 
fyt  the  deli^^  honoar,  m 
nature.  Genios  ia  the  hdn 
mcmt  into  the  inteUeotoal  m 
not  allowed,  it  is  the  ap^ 
objecta  on  iriiich  they  hMd  : 
deed,  or  the  toiployment  of  t 
aa  In  prodnoe  effbeta  hitbcTli 
idl  this  but  an  adTans^  or 
the  soul  of  the  poetl  la  it 
^  reader  can  make  fcogr 
aa  Indian  prince  «  gtoei 
palanquin,  and  borne  by  U 
invigorated  aod  in^iirited  b 
that  he  may  exert  himaelf ; 


dead  weight    Thai«to«   t« 

call  forth  and  beatow  powtr 

istheeSbct;  andtAerelisafl 

As  the  pathetic  parlidpati 

emotion  were  gennine^  all  v 
potent  knowledge  of  the  &e 
would  be  11 


found  paangea  of  that  wf 
which  ia  proved  by  edbeti 
vraiaL  But  there  are  emg 
that  are  simple  and  direct, 
complex  and  revolutionaty  S 
heart  yields  witbgmtleaeM ;  < 
it  struKclea  with  pride:  Oua» 


Idsparpose;  buttheyretain  their  shape  and  qualitj 
to  him  who  is  not  capable  of  exerting,  within  his 
own  mind,  a  corresponding  energy.  There  is  also 
a  meditative,  as  well  as  a  human,  pathos ;  an  en- 
thnsiastio,  as  well  as  an  ordinary,  sorrow;  a  sadness 
that  has  its  seat  in  the  depths  of  reason,  to  which 
the  mind  cannot  sink  gently  of  itself— but  to  which 
It  must  descendiby  treading  the  steps  of  thought. 
And  for  the  sublime,—if  we  consider  what  are  the 
cares  that  occupy  the  passing  day,  and  how  remote 
is  the  practice  and  theoourse  of  life  from  the  sources 
of  sublimity  in  the  soul  of  Man,  can  it  be  wondered 
that  there  is  little  existing  preparation  for  a  poet 
diarged  with  a  new  mission  to  extend  itskingdom, 
and  to  augment  and  spread  its  enjoyments  t 

Away,  then,  with  the  senseless  iteration  of  the 
word|K)pi(2ar,  applied  to  new  works  in  poetry,  ss 
if  there  were  no  test  of  excellence  in  this  first  of 
the  fine  arts  but  that  all  men  should  run  after  its 
pfododions,  as  if  urged  by  an  appetite,  or  con- 
•tndned  by  a  spell ! — The  qualities  of  writing  best 
fitted  for  eager  reception  arc  either  such  as  startle 
the  world  into  attention  by  their  audacity  and 
estraTaganoe ;  or  they  are  chiefly  of  a  superficial 
Idsd  lying  upon  the  surfaces  of  manners;  or 
•rising  out  of  a  selection  and  arrangement  of  ind- 
deBts»  by  which  the  mind  is  kept  upon  the  stretch 
of  cariosity  and  the  fancy  amused  without  the 
trouble  of  thought  But  in  every  thing  which  is 
to  tend  the  soul  into  herself,  to  be  admonished 
of  her  weakness,  or  to  be  made  conscious  of  her 
power ; — ^wherever  life  and  nature  are  described 
M  operated  upon  by  the  creative  or  abstracting 
irirtae  of  the  imagination;  wherever  the  insthic- 
tive  wisdom  of  antiquity  and  her  heroic  passions 
vnitiog^in  the  heart  of  the  poet,  with  the  meditative 
wisdom  of  later  ages,  have  produced  that  accord 
of  Boblimated  humanity,  which  is  at  once  a  history 
of  the  remote  past  and  a  prophetic  enunciation  of 
the  remotest  future^  there,  the  poet  must  reconcile 
himielf  for  a  season  to  few  and  scattered  hearers. 
—Grand  thou^^ts  (and  Shakspeare  must  often 
have  sieved  over  this  truth),  as  they  are  most 
natoxally  and  most  fitly  conceived  in  solitude,  so 
eu  thej  not  be  brought  forth  in  the  midst  of 
plaudits,  without  some  violation  of  their  sanctity. 
G«  to  a  silent  exhibition  of  the  productions  of  the 
Sster  Arty  and  be  convinced  that  the  qualities 
nhioh  dassle  at  first  sight,  and  kindle  the  admi- 
lation  of  the  multitude^  are  essentially  different 
from  those  by  which  permanent  influence  is 
sseored.  Let  us  not  shrink  from  following  up 
these  principles  as  far  as  they  will  carry  us,  and 
tonohide  with  observing^that  there  never  has 


been  a  period,  and  perhaps  never  will  be,  in  which 
vicious  poetry,  of  some  kind  or  other,  has  not 
excited  more  zealous  admiration,  and  been  far 
more  generally  read,  than  good ;  but  this  advan- 
tage attends  the  good,  that  the  ivdividualf  as  well 
as  the  species,  survives  firom  age  to  age  ;  whereas, 
of  the  depraved,  though  the  species  be  immortal, 
the  individual  quickly  periehet ;  the  object  of  pre- 
sent admiration  vanishes,  being  supplanted  by 
some  other  as  easily  produced  ;  which,  though  no 
better,  brings  with  it  at  least  the  irritation  of 
novelty^ — ^with  adaptation,  more  or  less  skilful,  to 
the  changing  humours  of  the  majority  of  those  who 
are  most  at  leisure  to  regard  poetical  works  when 
they  first  solicit  their  attention. 

Is  it  the  result  of  the  whole,  that,  in  the  opinion 
of  the  Writer,  the  judgment  of  the  People  is  not 
to  be  respected !  The  thought  is  most  injurious  ; 
and,  cculd  the  charge  be  brought  against  him,  he 
would  repel  it  with  indignation.  The  People  have 
already  been  justified,  and  their  eulogium  pro- 
nounced by  implication,  when  it  was  said,  above—- 
that,  of  good  poetry,  the  individual^  as  well  as  the 
species,  ettrvivet.  And  how  does  it  survive  but 
through  the  People !  What  preserves  it  but  their 
intellect  and  their  wisdom  ! 

'        Past  and  future,  are  the  wings 
On  whoM  support,  bannonioutly  conjoined. 
Moves  the  great  Spirit  of  human  knowledgo— — ' 

M8. 

The  voice  that  issues  from  this  Spirit,  is  that  Vox 
Populi  which  the  Deity  inspires.  Foolish  must  he 
be  who  can  mistake  for  this  a  local  acclamation,  or 
a  transitory  outcry — transitory  though  it  be  for 
years,  local  though  from  a  Nation.  Still  more 
lamentable  is  his  error  who  can  believe  that  there 
is  any  thing  of  divine  infallibility  in  the  clamour 
of  that  small  though  loud  portion  of  the  communityi 
ever  governed  by  factitious  influence,  which,  under 
the  name  of  the  Public,  passes  itself,  upon  the 
unthinking,  for  the  Peoplb.  Towards  the  Public, 
the  Writer  hopes  that  be  feels  as  much  deference 
as  it  is  entitled  to:  but  to  the  People,  philoso- 
phicaUy  characterised,  and  to  the  embodied  spirit 
of  thdr  knowledge,  so  far  as  it  exists  and  moves, 
at  the  present,  faithfully  supported  by  its  two  wings, 
the  past  and  the  future,  his  devout  respect,  his 
reverence,  is  due.  He  offers  it  willingly  and  readily ; 
and,  this  done,  takes  leave  of  his  Readers,  by 
assuring  them — that,  if  he  were  not  persuaded  that 
the  contents  of  these  Volumes,  and  the  Work  to 
which  they  are  subsidiary,  evince  something  of  the 
<  Vision  and  the  Faculty  divine ;'  and  that,  both  in 
words  and  things,  they  will  operate  in  their  degree, 
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to  extend  the  doninjn  of  ■enaibililj  tor  Uie  delight, 
Ihe  bocour,  and  llie  bonpfit  of  Iiumwi  naturs,  not- 
withstanding the  msDj  hnppj  hours  ttliicli  be  baa 
employed  in  their  eompoailion,  tod  the  manifold 
eomforte  nad  cojoymenl*  they  have  procnred  to 


he  would  not,  if  >  wish  ocmld  do  it,  mn  thi 
I  immeduibs  destniction  j — from  beconung 
moment,  to  the  wraU,  ■■  s  tfai^  ibMt  h 
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SIR   GEORGE   HOWLAND   BEAUMONT,   BART. 
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At  dear  Sir  Gsotae, 

Accept  my  thanki  for  t!ie  pcnoission  giren 
to  dedicate  thMC  Volumes  to  jou.  In  addi- 
I  to  &  lively  pleaeope  deriTsd  from  gonersl  con. 
mdentian«,  I  feel  a  partdculAi-  satisfaition  ;  for,  by 
iiucribing  theae  Pooms  vhh  yeur  Name,  I  Mem  to 
nyseir  ill  wnne  degree  to  repay,  by  an  appropmte 
hotionr,  (bt  greM  oUi^tioo  wtuoh  I  owe  to  one 
pan  at  the  Collection — aa  having  been  the  meana 
lit  fir^t  nmklnE  us  personally  Lnomi  to  oacli  otlicr. 
UpoH  mueh  of  tlio  remiiiuder,  alao,  you  hnvc  a 
peculiar  cLiim, — for  »oiac  of  tlie  beet  pieces  were 
composed  undor  l]io  shade  of  your  own  groves, 
upon  the  elnsaic  groond  of  Coleorfon ;  where  1 
Ills  «nimnt«d  by  the  recollection  of  those  illuBtri- 
us  I'oets  of  your  name  and  family,  who  were  boni 
]  that  neigbbourhood  ;  and,  ne  may  ba  B«ured, 
id  not  wander  n-ith  iudiifercnce  by  the  dashing 
trcam  of  Grace  Dieti,  and  amoog  tlie  rocks  that 
iiciKfy  l!ie  forest  of  Chamwood. — Nor  is  there 


any  one  to  whom  aaeb  paita  of  this  Colloclisa 
have  been  inepirtsi  or  coloured  by  the  XntxiSi 
Country  fmni  which  1  now  adJms  j«n,»qyl 
presented  with  more  propriety  tbca  (a  jvatujt 
to  whom  it  has  su^esled  so  lamaj  admiftWr  p 
tut«.  Early  in  life,  the  BOhlimity  and  bcanlf 
tl>i«  »^(ui  exdied  your  adnundoa;  Bdlkna 
that  yonan  bonnd  to  it  in  mind  bjm  itiU  tOafi 
ening  attachment. 

Wishintt  and  hoping   tJittt  tbi*  W'prt,  wirii  tl 

embcllielmienla  it  has  received  from  your  |pmri1 

may  survive  as  a  lasting  memorial  of  a  frifodihi 

which  I  reckon  among  (he  blnsing!  of  my  liJr. 

I  liavc  the  honour  to  be. 

My  dear  Sir  Georjf, 
Your*  moat  affectionately  and  OulWant. 
IVILIJAM  WOBDSWOBII 
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'he  powers  rcquiaile  for  the  production  of 
iry  are;  first,  those  of   ObservatioQ  and  Dc- 

Bcription,— I.  e.,  the  ability  to  observe  with  accuracy 

things  aa  they  arc  in  (hemselvea,  and  with  Rdeli^ 
0  deacribo  them,  unmoditied  hy  any  psasion  or 

feeling  existing  in  the   mind  of  the   deBoriher; 

whether  tlie  things  depicted  bo  actually  present 
ic  senses,  or  hare  a  place  only  in  the  memoiy. 


This  power,  thoogb  indlspenaabto  to  a  FoK  ■ 
one  whicli  he  employa  only  in  aubmiMai  t 
neeeeaity,  and  never  for  a  continuance  of  tias 
as  ita  exercise  supposes  all  the  hi^ier  qualiBE 
of  the  nund  to  be  pasiiTe,  and  in  a  stale  of  (oil 

•  Tbe  Btato of  iho  platn  hu.  (urniBf  U^  aaiUna 
Uioo  (□  be  repeated. 
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j«etioii  to  external  objects^  much  in  the  same 
way*  48  «  trftnslator  or  engraver  ought  to  be 
to  his  original.  2ndly,  Sensibility, — ^which,  the 
more  exquisite  it  is,  the  wider  wiU  be  the  range 
of  «  poef  s  perceptions ;  and  the  more  wiU  he  be 
incited  to  observe  objects,  both  as  they  exist  in 
themselves  and  as  re-acted  upon  by  his  own 
mind.  (The  distinction  between  poetic  and  human 
sensibility  has  been  marked  in  the  character  of 
the  Poet  delineated  in  the  ori^nal  preface.)  3dly, 
Reflection, — which  makes  the  Poet  acquainted 
with  the  value  of  actions,  images,  thoughts,  and 
feelings ;  and  assists  the  sensibility  in  perceiving 
th^  connection  with  each  other.  4thly,  Imagina- 
tion and  Fancy, —  to  modify,  to  create,  and  to 
associate.  5thly,  Invention,— by  which  characters 
are  composed  out  of  materials  supplied  by  ob- 
servation ;  whether  of  the  Poet's  own  heart  and 
mind«  or  of  -external  life  and  nature;  and 
such  inddents  and  situations  produced  as  are 
moat  impressive  to  the  imagination,  and  most 
fitted  to  do  justice  to  the  characters,  sentiments, 
and  passions,  which  the  Poet  undertakes  to 
illustrate.  And,  lastly,  Judgment^— to  decide 
now  and  where,  and  in  what  degree,  each  of 
these  fiiculties  ought  to  be  exerted ;  so  that  the 
leasshallnot  be  sacrificed  to  the  greater ;  nor  the 
greater,  slighting  the  less,  arrt^te,  to  its  own 
injozy,  more  than  its  due.  By  judgment,  also,  is 
determined  what  are  the  laws  and  appropriate 
graces  of  every  species  of  composition*. 

The  materials  of  Poetry,  by  these  powers  col- 
lected and  produced,  are  cast,  by  means  of  various 
moulds,  into  divers  forms.  The  moulds  may  be 
enmnerated,  and  the  forms  specified,  in  the  follow- 
ing order.  1st,  The  Narrative^ — including  the 
Epopoeia,  the  Historic  Poem,  the  Tale,  the  Ro- 
mance^ the  Mock-heroic,  and,  if  the  spirit  of 
Homer  will  tolerate  such  neighbourhood,  that  dear 
pToduction  of  our  days,  the  metrical  Novel  Of 
this  Class,  the  distinguishing  mark  is,  that  the 
Narrator,  however  liberally  his  speaking  agento  be 
introduoed,  is  himself  the  source  from  which  every 
thing  primarfly  flows.  Epic  Poets,  in  order  that 
their  mode  of  composition  may  accord  with  the 
elevation  of  their  subject,  represent  themselves  as 
mmging  from  the  inspiration  of  the  Muse, '  Arma 
virumque  camof  but  this  is  a  fiction,  in  modem 
times,  of  slight  value :  the  Iliad  or  the  Paradise 


*  Ai  MDsibHity  to  harmony  of  nomberBk  and  the  power 
of  producing  it»  are  invariably  attendants  upon  the  fiuml- 
ties  above  apeeifled,  nothing  has  been  said  upon  thoee 
reqolaitee. 


Lost  would  gain  littie  in  our  estimation  by  being 
chanted.  The  other  poets  who  belong  to  this  class 
are  commonly  content  to  tdL  their  tale ; — so  that 
of  the  whole  it  may  be  a£Srmed  that  tiiey  ndther 
require  nor  reject  the  accompaniment  of  muac. 

2ndly,  The  Dramatic,— conasting  of  Tragedy, 
Historic  Drama,  Comedy,  and  Masque,  in  which 
the  poet  does  not  appear  at  all  in  his  own  person, 
and  where  the  whole  action  is  carried  on  by  speech 
and  dialogue  of  the  agents ;  music  being  admitted 
only  incidentally  and  rarely.  The  Opera  may  be 
placed  here,  inasmuch  as  it  proceeds  by  dialogue ; 
though  depending,  to  the  degree  that  it  does,  upon 
music,  it  has  a  strong  claim  to  be  ranked  with 
the  lyricaL  The  characteristic  and  impassioned 
Epistie,  of  which  Ovid  and  Pope  have  given 
examples,  conndered  as  a  species  of  monodrama, 
may,  without  impropriety,  be  placed  in  this  class. 

Srdly,  The  Lyrical,— K»ntaining  the  Hymn,  the 
Ode,  the  Elegy,  the  Song,  and  the  Ballad ;  in  all 
which,  for  the  production  of  their  fvll  effect,  an 
accompaniment  of  mumc  is  indispensable. 

4thly,  The  Idylliumj — descriptive  chiefly  either 
of  the  processes  and  appearances  of  external 
nature,  as  the  Seasons  of  Thomson ;  or  of  cha- 
racters, manners,  and  sentiments,  as  are  Shen- 
stone's  Schoolmistress,  The  Cotter*s  Saturday 
Night  of  Bums,  The  Twa  Dogs  of  the  same 
Author;  or  of  these  in  conjunction  with  the 
appearances  of  Nature,  as  most  of  the  pieces  of 
Theocritus,  the  Allegro  and  Penseroso  of  Milton, 
Beattie's  Minstrel,  Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 
The  Epitaph,  the  Inscription,  the  Sonnet,  most  of 
the  episties  of  poeto  writing  in  their  own  persons, 
and  all  loco-descriptive  poetry,  belong  to  this  class. 

5thly,  Didactic, — the  principal  object  of  which 
is  direct  instruction ;  as  the  Poem  of  Lucretius, 
the  Georgics  of  Virgil,  The  Fleece  of  Dyer, 
Mason's  English  Garden,  &c. 

And,  lastiy,  philosophical  Satire,  like  that  of 
Horace  and  Juvenal;  personal  and  occasional 
Satire  rarely  comprehending  sufiident  of  the 
general  in  the  individual  to  be  dignified  with  the 
name  of  poetry. 

Out  of  the  three  last  has  been  consti*ucted 
a  composite  order,  of  which  Young's  Night 
Thoughts,  and  Cowper's  Task,  are  excellent 
examples. 

It  is  dedudble  from  the  above,  that  poems, 

apparentiy  miscellaneous,  may  with  propriety  be 

arranged  either  with  reference  to  the  powers  of 

mind  prtdommamit  in  the  production  of  them ;  or 

to  the  mould  in  which  they  are  cast ;  or,  lastiy, 

to  the  sabjecte  to  whidi  they  relate.    From  cadi 
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of  thtse  consiiliirations,  the  foUowuig  Poemo  bare 
been  divided  into  clumee ;  which.  Hoi  tho  work 
nay  more  obTiously  rotrespoiid  with  the  comse  or 
hunutn  life,  anil  for  the  sake  of  exhibiliog  in  it  tlie 
din«  requiutea  of  >  legitimate  whole,  a.  begimiing, 
&  middle,  and  ui  end,  have  heen  also  arranged,  as 
br  w  it  WIS  poituble,  Ofcordlng  to  an  onter  or 
time,  cammcDciDg  with  ChildliDod,  and  tenninat' 
ing  with  Did  Age,  Death,  and  Immorlalitj.  My 
guiding  wish  waa,  that  the  Email  piecM  of  which 
the^e  Tolnioce  conaat,  thoB  diacHmiiiated,  might 
bQ  regarded  midcr  a  two-fold  view ;  as  compofling 
an  entire  work  within  thomaelteB,  and  as  adjuncts 
to  the  philosophical  Poara,  "  The  Rednse."  This 
armngement  baa  loDg  presented  itself  liahiUially 
to  my  own  mind.  Nevertlieless,  I  should  hare 
preferred  to  Bcatter  the  coutents  of  these  vcJumes 
St  random,  if  I  had  been  persuaded  that,  hy  the 
plan  adapted,  any  thing  material  would  be  takoo 
from  (he  natural  effect  of  the  pieces,  individually, 
on  llie  mind  of  tlio  mii«fleeting  Render.  I  trost 
there  U  a  sufGdcnt  variety  in  each  elum  to  prevent 
this;  while,  for  him  who  reads  with  reflection, 
the  ornuigemcat  will  serve  as  a  comroenlary  unos- 
tentatiously directing  his  attention  to  my  purposes, 
both  particular  and  general.  But,  as  I  wish  to 
gnard  against  the  possibility  of  mialeading  by  this 
dawfleation,  it  is  proper  first  to  remind  tho  BeadoT, 
that  certain  poems  are  placed  according  to  tlio 


Aulhoi 


predominant  in  the  production  of  tlicm ;  predomi- 
nant, which  implies  tho  exertion  of  ether  focultioi 
in  less  degree.  Where  (hero  is  more  imagination 
than  fancy  in  a  poem,  it  is  placed  under  the  bead 
of  imagination,  and  rice  rerid.  Doth  the  above 
chiBses  might  without  impropriety  liavo  been 
enlarged  from  that  conssting  of  "  Poems  founded 
on  the  ASuctians;"  as  might  this  latter  from 
those,  and  from  the  class  "proceeding  from 
Sentiment  and  Reflection."  The  most  striking 
ciiaractcristica  of  each  piece,  mutual  illustmtioii, 
variety,  and  proportion,  have  governed  me 
throughout. 

Nqno  of  (lie  other  Clnssea,  except  those  of 
Fancy  and  Imagination,  require  any  pari  icular 
notice.  But  a  remark  of  general  appUcation  may 
be  made.  All  Poets,  except  the  dramatic,  have 
been  in  the  practice  of  feigning  that  their  worlds 
were  composed  to  the  music  of  the  harp  or  lyre : 
with  what  degree  of  afiectatian  this  has  been 
douQ  iu  modem  times,  I  leave  io  the  judiciona  to 
determine.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  not  been 
disposed  to  violate  probability  so  far,  or  to  make 
such  a  htrgc  dcumuJ  upon  the  Reader's  charity. 


Soms  of  these  pieces  are  essratiiilly  lyriol :  mJ, 
therefore,  cannot  have  their  due  fbrce  imhoDI  a 
sappueed  musical  secompaniment ;  but,  in  '""^i 
the  greatest  part,  as  a  Eabstitnto  for  Ihe  dwic 
lyro  or  nonaotic  harp,  I  reqiiire  nothing  man 
than  an  animated  or  impassioned  pwitatJai, 
adapted  to  the  sabjeet.  Poema,  howeva  hraablf 
in  Ihdr  kind,  if  lliey  bo  good  in  that  land,  camiui 
t«ul  themselves ;  the  law  of  long  sylhhle  toi 
abort  most  not  be  so  inflesible, — the  letter  cd 
metre  must  not  be  so  impas^ve  to  the  spirit  d 
vcTBificalJon,— as  to  deprive  die  Reader  vS  (I 
vohmtory  power  to  modulate,  in  laborUnUioii  In 
tho  senae,  the  moaic  of  the  poem;— in  the  aiat 
manner  as  his  mind  is  le^  at  liberty,  and  era 
summoned,  to  act  upon  its  thou^ts  ind  iia 
But,  thongh  the  aceompanimeat  of  i  nn 
instnnnent  be  frequently  dispensed  ai^  6k  me 
Poet  does  not  therefore  abandea  hia  ptnQjgB 
diatiDct  from  that  of  the  mere  Prasemu  ; 


Let  HE  come  now  to  the  coiiBideration  (4  tiM  mdi 
Fancy  and  Imn^ation,  as  employed  in  the  isbmA- 
cation  of  the  following  Pocma.  '  A  mani'  aqv  a 
intelligent  auUior,  ■  has  imaginalion  in  pn^Mrticn 
as  he  can  distinctly  copy  in  id«a  Sm  in^mssin  tt 
sense:  it  is  the  facolty  which  intaga  itHtbin  1h^ 

in  proportion  as  he  con  call  up,  ci>nnecl,  or  uat^ 
ciate,  at  pleasure,  those  internal  images  (^arrifiir 
is  to  cause  to  appear)  so  as  to  com[Jete  idol 
repreeentations  of  absent  objects.     Imtgioatioa  ii 
tho  power  of  depicting,  and  fancy  of  eraking  aad 
combiniag.     The  imagination  is  formed  hy  ptiioil 
observation ;    the  fancy   by  a  volonlaiy  adirity   . 
m  shitting  the  scenery  of  the  mind.    The  man 
accurate  tho  imagination,  the  more  safely  may  a 
painter,  or  a  poet,  umlertoko  a  delineation,  or  a  . 
description,  without  the  presence  of  the  obJMB 
to    be    characterised.     Tho    more    v«Blilo  the    I 
fancy,  tho  mora  original  and  striking  will  be  tlu 
decorations    produced.'— iJrifijA    Syi/myiM    Ji#- 
criminafal,  by  W.  Taylor. 

Is  not  this  as  if  a  man  should  undertake  to  sapplf 
an  accotmt  of  a  building,  and  be  so  intent  iipim 
what  ho  had  discovered  of  the  foundation,  at  lo 
eoiiclude  his  task  n-ilhiiut  onco  looking  Dp  at  Ihe 
superstructure!  Here,  aa  in  other  instanca 
throughout  the  volume,  the  judicious  AuiIux'b 
mind  is  enthralled  by  Etymology;  hetakoctipthf 
original  word  as  his  guide  and  escort,  and  too  lifted 
docs  notpcrceive  how  soou  he  becomes iUpriMnel, 
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without  liberty  to  tread  in  any  path  but  that  to 
irhich  it  confines  him.  It  is  not  easy  to  find  out 
how  imagination,  thus  expkuned,  differs  from 
distinct  remembrance  of  images ;  or  iancy  from 
qmck  and  vivid  recollection  of  them:  each  is 
nothiqg  more  than  a  mode  of  memory.  If  the  two 
words  bear  the  above  meaning,  and  no  other,  what 
term  is  left  to  designate  that  faculty  of  which  the 
Poet  is  '  all  compact ;'  he  whose  eye  glances  firom 
earth  to  heaven,  whose  spiritual  attributes  body 
forth  what  his  pen  is  prompt  in  turning  to  shape ; 
cr  what  is  left  to  characterise  Fancy,  as  insinuating 
heraelf  into  the  heart  of  objects  with  creative 
activity  I — ^Imagination,  in  the  sense  of  the  word 
as  giving  title  to  a  dass  of  the  following  Poems, 
has  no  reference  to  images  that  are  merely  a  faith- 
ful copy,  existing  in  the  mind,  of  absent  external 
objeets ;  but  is  a  word  of  higher  import,  denoting 
operations  of  the  mind  upon  those  objects,  and 
processes  of  creation  or  of  composition,  governed 
by  certain  fixed  laws.  I  proceed  to  illustrate  my 
TffAMiing  by  instances.  A  parrot  Jumga  from  the 
wires  of  his  cage  by  bis  beak  or  by  his  claws ;  or 
a  monkej  from  the  bough  of  a  tree  by  his  paws  or 
hb  tail  Each  creature  does  so  literally  and 
actoallj.  In  the  first  Eclogue  of  Virgil,  the  ehep- 
herdytlunldng  of  the  time  when  he  is  to  take  leave 
of  hb  farm,  thus  addresses  his  goats : — 

*Noa  ego  vos  poithao  viridl  projeotiu  In  antro 
DamoMi  pendere  procol  da  mpe  videbo.* 


'  half  way  down 


Hangs  one  who  gathers  samphire,' 

is  the  well-known  expresaon  of  Shakspeare,  de- 
lineating an  ordinary  image  upon  the  diflb  of 
Dover.  In  these  two  instances  is  a  slight  exer- 
tion of  the  faculty  which  I  denominate  imagination, 
in  the  use  of  one  word :  neither  the  goats  nor  the 
samphire-gatherer  do  literally  hang,  as  does  the 
parrot  or  the  monkey;  but,  presenting  to  the 
senses  something  of  such  an  appearance,  the  mind 
in  its  activity,  for  its  own  gratification,  contempUtes 
them  as  hanging. 

'  Ai  when  far  off  at  sea  a  fleet  descried 
Hang$  in  the  doods,  \xj  equinoctial  winds 
Cloae  safling  from  Bengala,  or  the  isles 
Of  Tcnate  or  Tldore^  whence  merchants  bring 
llieir  spicy  dmga ;  they  on  the  trading  flood 
Through  the  wide  Ethiopian  to  the  Cape 
Ply,  stemming  nightly  toward  the  Pole ;  so  ■esmid 
Dw  off  the  flying  Fiend.' 

Here  is  the  fbll  strength  of  the  imagination 
involved  in  the  word  Kangi,  and  exerted  upon  the 
whole  image:  Firsts  the  fleets  an  aggregate  of 


many  ships,  is  represented  as  one  mighty  person, 
whose  track,  we  know  and  feel,  is  upon  the  waters ; 
but,  taking  advantage  of  its  appearance  to  the 
senses,  the  Poet  dares  to  represent  it  as  hanging  in 
the  doudt,  both  for  the  gratification  of  the  mind  in 
contemplating  the  image  itself,  and  in  reference  to 
the  motion  and  appearance  of  the  sublime  objects 
to  which  it  is  compared. 

From  impresnons  of  sight  we  will  pass  to  those 
of  sound  ;  which,  as  they  must  necessarily  be  of  a 
less  definite  character,  shall  be  selected  from  these 
volumes: 

*  Over  his  own  sweet  Toice  the  Stock-dove  broods »-' 
of  the  same  bird, 

*  His  voice  was  MiW^  anumg  trees. 
Yet  to  be  oomeat  by  the  breeie  ;* 

•O.Cockoo!  shall  I  call  thee  SJnl, 
Or  but  a  wandering  Voice  9 ' 

The  stock-dove  is  said  to  coo,  a  sound  well 
imitating  the  note  of  the  bird  ;  but,  by  the  inter- 
vention of  the  metaphor  hroods,  the  affections  are 
called  in  by  the  imagination  to  assist  in  marking 
the  manner  in  which  the  bird  reiterates  and  pro- ' 
longs  her  soft  note,  as  if  herself  delighting  to  listen 
to  it,  and  partidpating  of  a  still  and  quiet  satisfac- 
tion, like  that  which  may  be  suppoeed  inseparable 
from  the  continuous  process  of  incubation.  *  His 
voice  was  buried  among  trees,'  a  meti^hor  express- 
ing the  love  of  ieclusion  by  which  this  Bird  is 
marked;  and  characterising  ita  note  as  not  par- 
taking of  the  shrill  and  the  piercing,  and  therefore 
more  easily  deadened  by  the  intervening  shade ; 
yet  a  note  so  peculiar  and  withal  so  pleasing,  that 
the  breeze,  gifted  with  that  love  of  the  sound  which 
the  Poet  feels,  penetrates  the  shades  in  which  it  is 
entombed,  and  conveys  it  to  the  ear  of  the  listener. 

'Shall  I  call theo  Bird, 
Or  but  a  wandering  Voice? 

This  eondse  interrogation  characterises  the 
seeming  ubiquity  of  the  voice  of  the  cuckoo,  and 
dispossesses  the  creature  almost  of  a  corporeal 
existence ;  the  Imagination  being  tempted  to  this 
exertion  of  her  power  by  a  consciousness  in  the 
memory  that  the  cuckoo  is  almost  perpetually 
heard  throughout  the  season  of  spring,  but  seldom 
becomes  an  object  of  ught 

Thus  iar  of  images  independent  of  each  other, 
and  immediately  endowed  by  the  mind  with  pro- 
perties that  do  not  inhere  in  them,  upon  an  indte- 
ment  from  properties  and  qualities  the  existence  of 
whidi  is  inherent  and  obvious.    These  processes  of 
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InufhuUiiin  m  nrriwi  nn  pidxr  by  cnnraTiDp: 
MiMitimiBl  i-r«|wrtje«  iip-m  ui  Dl>J<<iit,nr  kbitnding 
tma  it  ■nmc  uT  thuwi  vhioh  it  •ctumII}^  pogaxoct, 
Bid  dnu  fiwbUii^  it  ti>  nMKt  npon  din  mind  •hjch 
huh  imlMiiml  thp  pniccM,  Ukcy  ■  new  eiiMnM 
1  |iwa  bmi  &o  iRiaginMioD  kcting  Bpan 
ItidindaU  Itnaip  Id  ■  MnuldimtlaQ  of  rh*  mnio 
(kenltj  nnplDJ^  Upon  iniafiea  In  k  oonjuncllaii  hy 

oh  thev  moUfjr  uch  Dther.  Th»  lUadnT  hu 
ulRwly  hul  ■  line  inalHicc  btfnra  him  Ln  ihi  p«a- 
■•2B  ^Dolcd  ftnm  Vlr^,  irbiira  Iba  Kppuvntty 
periloui  ^tmlion  of  Ihc  eont,  hanging  upon  (be 
ihajxy  pradpl™,  U  contnutai]  with  that  of  Ibn 
■bephqrd  rontcmpbtlnf;  It  from  Ibc  ■Bclaaian  of 

cBTprn  In  whicli  lu>  Uh  iCrvtchod  M  n»o  and 
in  Kvurily.  Titlic  lh«c  hnaga  ■npuMfilj',  Miil 
bow  uiu>fr>ctin|t  the  [liclim  nini|«n<d  villi  that 
plodaced  bj  ihtii  being  tbu>  eomwclod  with,  and 

oaad  M,  (wirh  olhfir ! 


Pxt  bptnrtli  bM  tba  loud  wioil*  vbea  Ibef  nil. 
And  mrmth  tlM(itb«  If  It  msm  al  in.' 

In  tli»9P  imnp>c,  the  cnnftirinf,  tlie  dbstrsctinj, 
and  Iho  moJifjiug  poners  nf  the  Injagiiuition, 
imniodimcl)'  anil  mcdiatolj'  acting,  are  all  liroaght 
into  i'onjunrtioti.  Thu  none  is  endowed  with 
BoniPllting  of  tho  power  of  life  to  ftpproiimato  ic 
a  lite  eca-bcaat ;  and  Iho  sea-bnsl  stripped  of 
smc  or  its  vital  qualities  to  sssimilate  it  to  the 
tone  ;  which  inlfmipdiate  imago  19  tlius  trealed 
ir  the  purpose  of  bringing  the  original  imiige, 
that  of  the  atone,  to  a  nearer  resemblance  to 
Ihe  figoro  and  condition  of  tho  aged  Jinn  ;  who 
«  divealpd  of  so  much  of  the  indications  of  life 
Uid  motian  ai  to  bring  bim  to  Hip  point  where 
■ha  two  object*  unit*  and  coaleeee  in  juat  com- 
pariaon.  After  what  haa  been  said,  the  image  of 
the  clond  need  not  be  commented  npon. 

Thus  far  of  an  endowing  or  modifjing  power : 

but  tba  Imagination  also  abapcg  and  crrMa;  and 

■   how  t    By  innumerable  proctesPH  ;  and  m  none 

1   does  it  more  delight  than  in  that  nf  c-Misolidating 

1   numbere  inio  unitj'.  and  disaolring  and  sqiaraling 

nsily  into  nmnbcr,— altcnialionH  rrocecding  from, 


attd  goTemed  by,  a  s 
■oul  in  her  own  mighty  and  abnoet  £iine  pgi 
Recur  to  the  paaage  already  cited  bam  IQ 
Wbea  the  compact  Fleet,  aa  one  Peracm,  faaa] 
introduced  *  Sailing  &nm  Ben^^da.*  ■  ITk;,' 
Ibe  'merehanta,'  rcpnseotiDg  Ifae  flei?C  rati 
into  a  mul^iudc  of  ship*,  'ply'  ibrir  ni| 
towudi  the  extremities  of  the  eanb  ;  ■  So '  (n 
ring  to  the  word  <  A* '  in  the  commenccN 
'  anniied  tlic  flying  YvaA  ; '  tha  image  of 
imbinB  Ols  mnllitaA 
—the  ptnnt  bm  wluA 
■  So  TCcmed,'  and  to4 
H«mcd  t  To  tho  beavesdy  Muse  irtu)  HA. 
Ihe  poctn,  lo  the  eye  of  Uie  Poet's  jniiK^  . 
lo  that  of  tlin  Reader,  preaent  al  one  \am 
in  the  wide  Klhinpian,  and  tbe  next  in  iha  1 
tddca,  than  fini  brolum  in  upon,  of  the  iiJk 
regions  1 

■  Hoda  ma  Tbebta  moda  pooii  A.;lisiii.' 

Hear  ag^  this  mighty  Poet, — rpeakiDi;  ti 
Hemiah  going  forth  to  expel   from  heaioi' 

rebellions  angvls. 


the  retinUD  of  Saints,  and  the  PersoD  of 
M«iah  himself,  lost  inmost  and  mer^  la 
^lendotir  of  that  Indefinite  abstraction  ■ 
coming !' 

As  I  do  not  mpan  here  lo  treat  this  sob 
further  Ihau  to  throw  BOioe  light  upon  the  j 
sent  Vnlumea,  and  eepeaolly  upon  one  diiiniei 
them,  I  sliatl  ^re  myself  and  tlie  Itcsd«r 
trouble  of  coDudering  the  ItnaginatiuD  as  it  d 
witli  thoughts  and  iientjmfnts,  as  it  regulates 
eompo«tion   of    characten<,   and   deterraiua 

than  I  have  already  done  by  imphcation]  as  1 
power  whicli,  in  Ihe  language  of  one  of  mT  p 
estedned  Friends,  'draws  all  thiizgs  to  one;  wl 
makes  things  anunate  or  inanimate,  things  < 
their   atlributea,  subjerts  with  their  ■ 


^  colon 


B  affect 


gnuid  Blnre-botucs  of  cnlhusiaatjc  and  maJilal 
Imagination,  of  poeticil,  as  coDtiadistliigmri 
from  hunuui  and  dramatic  Imagination,  aie 
proplietio  and  lyrical  parts  of  the  Holy  SeripBE 
and  the  works  of  Milton  ;  to  which  I  eannat  fcrt 
to  add  those  of  Spenser,  I  select  these  wrihB 
preference  tu  ilinse  of  aneioDt  Greece  and  Bn 

«  Cliif I«  Lunb  upon  the  fenlns  of  HojMtt. 
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becftoae  the  anthropomorphitian  of  the  Pagan  reli- 
gkmsabjected  themindBof  the  greatest  poets  in  those 
ooimtries  too  much  to  the  bondage  of  definite  form; 
from  which  the  Hebrews  were  preserred  by  their 
abhorrence  of  idoUtry.  This  abhorrence  was  ahnost 
as  strong  in  oar  great  epic  Poet,  both  from  cir- 
enmstanoes  of  his  life,  and  from  the  constitution 
of  his  mind.  However  imbued  the  surface  might 
be  with  dassical  literature,  he  was  a  Hebrew  in 
aoul ;  and  all  things  tended  in  him  towards  the 
aoblime.  Spenser,  of  a  gentler  nature,  maintained 
his  freedom  by  aid  of  his  allegorical  spirit,  at  one 
time  inciting  him  to  create  persons  out  of  abstrac- 
tioos;  and,  at  another,  by  a  superior  efibrt  of  genius, 
to  giro  the  unirersality  and  permanence  of  abstrac- 
tions to  his  human  beings,  by  means  of  attributes 
and  emblems  that  belong  to  the  highest  moral 
truths  and  the  purest  sensations, — of  which  his 
ehancter  of  Una  is  a  glorious  example.  Of  the 
human  and  dramatic  Imagination  the  works  of 
Shakqpeare  are  an  inexhaustible  source. 

'  I  tax  not  yon,  ye  Elements,  with  unkindneM, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdoms,  call'd  you  Danghters ! ' 

And  if,  bearing  in  mind  the  many  Poets  distin- 
guished by  this  prime  quality,  whose  names  1 
omit  to  mention  ;  yet  justified  by  recollection 
of  the  insults  which  the  ignorant,  the  incapable, 
and  the  presumptuous,  have  heaped  upon  these 
and  my  other  writings,  I  may  be  permitted  to 
anticipate  the  judgment  of  posterity  upon  myself,  I 
shall  dedare  (censurable,  I  gnnt,  if  the  notoriety 
of  the  fact  above  stated  does  not  justify  me)  that  1 
have  given  in  these  unfavourable  times,  evidence 
of  exertions  of  this  faculty  upon  its  worthiest 
objects,  the  external  universe,  the  moral  and  reli- 
gioos  sentiments  of  Man,  his  natural  affections, 
and  his  acquired  pasuons ;  which  have  the  same 
ennobling  tendency  as  the  productions  of  men,  in 
this  land,  worthy  to  be  holden  in  undying  remem- 
branoe. 

To  the  mode  in  which  Fancy  has  already  been 
characterised  as  the  power  of  evoking  and  com- 
bming,  or,  as  my  friend  Mr.  Coleridge  has  styled 
it,  *the  aggregative  and  associative  power,'  my 
objection  is  only  that  the  definition  is  too  generaL 
To  aggregate  and  to  associate,  to  evoke  and  to 
oombine,  belong  as  well  to  the  Imagination  as 
to  the  Fancy ;  but  either  the  materials  evoked 
and  combined  are  different ;  or  they  are  brou^t 
together  under  a  different  law,  and  for  a  different 
pnrpoee.  Fancy  does  not  require  that  the  mate- 
lials  which  she  makes  use  of  should  be  susceptible 
of  diaiige  in  their  constitution,  frt>m  her  touch ; 


and,  where  they  admit  of  modification,  it  is 
enough  for  her  purpose  if  it  be  slight,  limited, 
and  evanescent  Directiy  the  reverse  of  these, 
are  the  desires  and  demands  of  the  Imagination. 
She  recoils  from  every  thing  but  the  plastic,  the 
pliant,  and  the  indefinite.  She  leaves  it  to  Fancy 
to  describe  Queen  Mab  as  coming, 

*  In  shape  no  hlgger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman.* 

Having  to  speak  of  stature,  she  does  not  tell 
you  that  her  gigantic  Angel  was  as  tall  as  Pom- 
pey's  Pillar ;  much  less  that  he  was  twelve  cubits, 
or  twelve  hundred  cubits  high ;  or  that  his  dimen- 
sions equalled  those  of  Teneriffe  or  Adas;— 
because  these,  and  if  they  were  a  million  times 
as  high  it  would  be  the  same,  are  bounded :  llie 
expression  is,  <His  stature  reached  the  sky!' 
the  illimitable  firmament! — When  tiie  Imagina- 
tion frames  a  comparison,  if  it  does  not  stiike 
on  the  first  presentation,  a  sense  of  the  truth  of 
the  likeness,  from  the  moment  that  it  is  perceived, 
grows — ^and  continues  to  grow — upon  the  mind; 
the  resemblance  depending  less  upon  outline  of 
form  and  feature,  than  upon  expression  and  effect ; 
less  upon  casual  and  outstanding,  than  upon  inhe- 
rent and  internal,  properties :  moreover,  the  images 
invariably  modify  each  other. — The  kiw  under 
which  the  processes  of  Fancy  are  carried  on  is 
as  capricious  as  the  accidents  of  things,  and  tlie 
effects  are  surprising,  playful,  ludicrous,  amusing, 
tender,  or  pathetic,  as  the  objects  happen  to  be  appo- 
sitely  produced  or  fortunately  combined.  Fancy 
depends  upon  the  rapidity  and  profusion  witJi 
which  sho  scatters  her  thoughts  and  images ;  trust- 
ing that  their  number,  and  the  felicity  with 
which  they  are  linked  together,  will  make  amends 
for  the  want  of  individual  value :  or  she  prides 
herself  upon  the  curious  subtilty  and  the  suc- 
cessful elaboration  with  which  sho  can  detect 
their  lurking  affinities.  If  she  can  win  you  over 
to  her  purpose,  and  impart  to  you  her  feelings, 
she  cares  not  how  unstable  or  transitory  may  be 
her  influence,  knowing  that  it  will  not  be  out  of 
her  power  to  resume  it  upon  an  apt  occasion. 
But  the  Imagination  is  conscious  of  an  indestruct- 
ible dominion ; — the  Soul  may  full  away  from  it, 
not  being  able  to  sustain  its  grandeur;  but,  if 
once  felt  and  acknowledged,  by  no  act  of  any 
other  faculty  of  the  mlud  can  it  be  relaxed,  im- 
paired, or  diminished. — Fancy  is  given  to  quicken 
and  to  beguile  the  temporal  part  of  our  nature. 
Imagination  to  incite  and  to  support  the  rtrmnli 
Yet  is  it  not  the  less  true  that  Fancy,  as  she  is  an 


«t^p«  drops  of  irater  as  If  vitli  \ 
•  Einli  L>J  )vfon  tremblnl  fruc 
and  Nanue  gircn  a  wconJ  groau.' 

FinallT,  1  will  refer  Ut  Cotlon's  "  Ode  apoa 
WiuUT,"  on  •dmimblc  compna  tion,  though  st&iaed 
inlh  some  p«vu1bnlia  of  the  agF  in  whirli  he 
lirci],  for  k  general  illofiratiaa  of  tlie  clumo 
reristin  of  Fancjr.  The  middle  put  of  this  odo 
<^aD[&inB  a  anat  tireXj  dipscnpdou  of  the  entrance 
of  Winter,  nilh  his  relinup,  u  'A  paL-aed  king,' 
uid  i~et  a  miiiuiy  monurli, — adwictng  for  oon^ 
quest  Willi  bi>  armv ;  the  ecveisl  bodied  of  nhich, 
uid  their  unu  Bud  equipments,  ure  described  oith 
a  rapidity  of  detail,  and  a  prufusiiin  of  fanciftd 
compamoat,  which  indicate  on  the  part  of  the 
pcwt  extreme  activity  of  intellect,  and  a  corre- 
(pondenl  hurry  of  delightful  feeling.  Winter 
retires  from  the  foe  into  his  rorlresti,  nbere 


The  wTrthr  ta  i 


When  I  rale  down  to  artite  tliis  Prefae^  it  w 
my  intention  to  bare  mode  it  more  onnprebmvP 
bnt,  Ihinldcg  thnt  I  ought  isthcr  to  i^>o)o«^  i 
detaiDing  the  reader  bo  long,  I  will  here  eonelild 
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Iif  the  present  Tolnmey  as  in  thoss  that  have  pre- 
ceded it,  the  reader  will  have  found  occadonally 
opinions  expressed  upon  the  course  of  public  affiurs, 
and  feelings  given  vent  to  as  national  interests  ex- 
cited them.  Since  nothing,  I  trust,  has  been 
uttered  but  in  the  spirit  of  reflective  patriotism, 
those  notices  are  left  to  produce  their  own  effect ; 
but,  among  the  many  objects  of  general  concern,  and 
the  changes  going  forward,  which  I  have  glanced 
at  in  verse^  are  some  especially  affecting  the  lower 
orders  of  society :  in  reference  to  these,  I  wish 
here  to  add  a  few  words  in  plain  prose. 

Were  I  conscious  of  being  able  to  do  justice  to 
tiiose  important  topics,  I  might  avail  myself  of 
the  periodical  press  for  offering  anonymously  my 
thoughts,  such  as  they  are,  to  the  worid ;  but  I 
feel  that,  in  procuring  attention,  they  may  derive 
some  advantage,  however  smaU,  from  my  name.  In 
addition  to  that  of  being  presented  in  a  less  fugitive 
shape.  It  b  also  not  impossible  that  the  state  of 
mind  which  some  of  the  foregoing  poems  may  have 
produced  in  the  reader,  will  dispose  him  to  receive 
more  readily  the  impression  which  I  desire  to 
make,  and  to  admit  the  conduaons  I  would  esta- 
blish. 

I.  The  first  thing  that  presses  upon  my  attention 
is  the  Poor-Law  Amendment  Act  I  am  aware  of 
the  magnitude  and  complexity  of  the  subject,  and 
the  unwearied  attention  which  it  has  received  from 
men  of  far  wider  experience  than  my  own ;  yet  I 
cannot  forbear  touching  upon  one  point  of  it,  and 
to  this  I  will  confine  myself,  though  not  insensible 
to  the  objection  which  may  reasonably  be  brought 
against  treating  a  portion  of  this,  or  any  other, 
great  scheme  of  civil  polity  separately  from  the 
whole.  The  point  to  which  I  wish  to  draw  the 
reader's  attention  is,  that  all  persons  who  cannot 
find  employment,  or  procure  wages  sufficient  to 
support  the  body  in  health  and  strength,  are 
entitled  to  a  maintenance  by  law. 

This  dictate  of  humanity  is  acknowledged  in  the 
Report  of  the  Commissioners:  but  is  there  not 
room  for  apprehension  that  some  of  the  regulations 
of  the  new  act  have  a  tendency  to  render  the  prin- 


ciple nugatory  by  difficulties  thrown  in  the  way  of 
applying  it!  If  this  be  so,  persons  will  not  be 
wanting  to  show  it,  by  examining  the  provisions  of 
the  act  in  detail, — ^an  attempt  which  would  be  quite 
out  of  place  here ;  but  it  will  not,  therefore,  be 
deemed  unbecoming  in  one  who  fears  that  the 
prudence  of  the  head  may,  in  framing  some  of 
those  provisions,  have  supplanted  the  wisdom  of 
the  heart,  to  enforce  a  principle  which  cannot 
be  violated  without  infringing  upon  one  of  the 
most  precious  rights  of  the  English  people,  and 
oppoang  one  of  the  most  sacred  claims  of  civilised 
humanity. 

There  can  be  no  greater  error,  in  this  depart- 
ment of  legislation,  than  the  belief  that  this  prin- 
ciple does  by  necessity  operate  for  the  degradation 
of  those  who  claim,  or  are  so  drcumstanced  as 
to  make  it  likely  they  may  claim,  through  laws 
founded  upon  it,  relief  or  assistance.  The  direct 
contrary  is  the  truth :  it  may  be  unanswerably 
maintained  that  its  tendency  is  to  raise,  not  to  de- 
press ;  by  stamping  a  value  upon  life,  which  can 
belong  to  it  only  where  the  laws  have  placed  men 
who  are  willing  to  work,  and  yet  cannot  find  em- 
ployment, above  the  necessity  of  looking  for  pro- 
tection against  hunger  and  other  natural  evils, 
either  to  individual  and  casual  charity,  to  despair 
and  death,  or  to  the  breach  of  law  by  theft,  or 
violence. 

And  here,  as  in  the  Report  of  the  Commissioners, 
the  fundamental  principle  has  been  recognised, 
I  am  not  at  issue  with  them  any  farther  than 
I  am  compelled  to  believe  that  their  'remedial 
measures '  obstruct  the  application  of  it  more  than 
the  interests  of  society  reqmre. 

And,  calling  to  mind  the  doctrines  of  political 
economy  which  are  now  prevalent,  I  cannot 
forbear  to  enforce  the  justice  of  the  principle,  and 
to  insist  upon  its  salutary  operation. 

And  first  for  its  justice :  If  self-preservation  be 
the  first  law  of  our  natore,  would  not  every  one 
in  a  state  of  nature  bo  morally  justified  in  taking 
to  himself  that  which  is  indispensable  to  such 
preservation,  where,  by  so  doing,  he  would  not 
rob   another   of  that   which  might  be  eqatdHy 


contend  for  the  duty  of  a,  chiutiaii  goTemnieiit, 
Btanding  in  loco  panntU  towudB  all  its  sabjectH, 
to  nuke  such  effectoal  proTuion,  that  no  one  dull 
bo  in  danger  of  peiiahing  either  tbrongh  the 
neglect  or  hanhneas  o(  its  legislation  1  Or,  wmt- 
ing  this,  is  it  not  indiBpatable  that  the  chum  of 
the  Btatfl  to  the  ■Uegiasce,  involves  the  protection, 
otthe  subjecti  And,  as  all  lights  in  one  party 
'impose  a  correlative  duty  upon  another,  it  follows 
that  the  right  of  the  state  to  require  the  serriccs 
its  members,  evoi  to  the  jeoparding  of  their 
lives  in  the  commou  defence,  eeUblisfaa*  a  tight 
in  the  people  (not  to  b«  gainsaid  by  ulihtariaus 
~  economiata)  to  poblic  sapport  whenj  Iroin  any 
cause,  they  may  be  unable  to  support  themselves. 
~iet  us  DOW  con«der  the  salutary  and  benign 
opemtion  of  this  principle.  Here  we  must  have 
recourse  to  elementary  feelings  of  human  nature, 
d  lo  trutlu  whidi  from  their  very  obviousness 
e  apt  to  be  alighted,  (ill  they  are  forced  upon 
r  notice  by  our  own  auiTcringa  or  those  of  oUiers. 
In  tlic  Foradiao  Lost,  &U](ou  represents  Adsm, 
afler  the  Fall,  as  exdunaing,  in  the  anguish  ot 


Under  iiow  many  various  pressu 
have  men  been  driven  tliua,  in  a  s 
upon  impiety,  (o  expoatulalo  witii 
under  few  so  aSlicUve  as  whi 
and  origin  of  earthly  existence  have 


betake  themselves,  without  ftAi 

Such  is  the  view  of  the  cm 

presrat  itadf  to  a  reflective  i 


with  this  view, 
prindple  have  promotsd  profi 
disposbins  the  revene  ot 
spreading  idleue«^  adSahnet 
for  theae  evils  have  ariaan,  m 
conaeqiwnBe  of  the  prindpl^ 
judgment  in  framing  lawn  ha 
above  all,  trtna  faults  in  the  mO 
the  law.  The  mischief  that  1 
a  hdgbt  from  granting  rdief  in 
vigilance  would  have  shown  thai 
or  in  bestowing  it  in  undue  mo 
by  no  tnily  enlightened  III  si  mil 

legislation. 

Let  us  racurtotttetniMnhk 
ness  that  it  preclude*. 

There  is  a  story  told,  by  a 
of  a  female  who,  by  a  snddcD 
calamity,  was  driven  out  of  Im 
afteh  looked  up  inctssantly  to  tl 
her  fellow-creatures  could  it 
relief.  Can  there  be  EnglisI 
good  end  in  view,  would,  opi 
their  broUier  Englishmoi  to  i 
looking  upwards  only ;  or  down 
after  it  sliall  contain  no  ^lot  a 
can  demand,  by  dvil  right,  wba 
they  are  entitled  to  I 

Suppose  the  objects  of  our  i 


hy  his  Title-gun,  maj'  bs  mule  thr  mcNDs  of  kcrp- 
ing  biiD  uid  ha  compuiiom  aliri.  Ai  nUcrKblo 
li  Out  o[  KnDe  nvago  Isluider,  who,  when  tlie 
luul  bu  crjuul  (a  jklTonl  biro  niiUiwuee,  walrhe* 
tat  rood  wLich  Ibe  wstm  may  ctM  up,  or  in  *a!n 
■BdiHToiir*  to  FxtnrI  it  frmn  tile  inviiilonlila 
deep.  Bal  iiFilliijr  of  livrar  m  in  >  ilsta  of  wretrh- 
•daoa  cotnpanlilo  to  Ihat,  which  ii  to  oftrn 
•tkiinral  in  dTiliKd  UKUsty :  mnldtuilea,  In  >ll 
«|a^  tuvo  IcuowD  it,  of  whom  nu;  bo  ■aid  : — 

*  llnniFl^A,  ni*F  » tb4piiin4  bAmn  ih*T  •bK'^t. 
Aad  a«r  4  Ihsawxt  Oibln  |>1nc4.  uid  nnim  (w-t.- 

JmII)'  mij^ht  I  bo  ■ecuiod  of  wuting  dmo 
b  Ml  umtUtNl-ror  all«iiipl  to  cxntp  thu  fep|- 
tagi  of  the  nader,  if  Kj-atemt  of  polilifol  rfoaamj, 
widdf  aiiiwid,  did  not  impugn  Iho  prindplF,  and 
If  Ibe  aafrKtiardi  a^nrt  lucb  eitmnitie«  wnv 
It  is  broadlj  ubetUmI  hy  many, 


Bveryn 


«ho« 


■11.1  wurk,  n> 


6cd,  thnru  ntlU  wonid  remain  a  ijueslioti,  nlnt 
Uod  of  work,  and  bow  tax  na,y  tha  hdnanr  be 
fitlbritl  Forifwdenlaiy  wDrkialiilie  exrbangcid 
far  tianiling ;  and  tome  ligbt  and  nic«  ex»n-Jw  iit 
■b*  llim«tS|  to  which  an  artisan  lum  been  acnw- 
taami  alt  Ina  life,  for  wtm  Inbour  uf  Iho  anns ; 
Um  t>Ml  oBuru  would  tum  to  titilo  anroimt,  and 
OOaadoo  wantd  bo  given  for  the  uniliinking  and 
lbs  anfrcUog  nQwarnntabl}'  to  rejirwwh  Ukho 
«ba  an  put  upon  «aoh  employmnil,  aa  Idle, 
firowanl,  >u4  onwonby  of  reliol,  eitb«<r  by  b» 
or  in  my  other  way  1  Were  tlii*  ttoti'mtiit 
Ctmot,  ttwrv  would  indord  be  an  iin>l  of  iho 
nfomfDC,  tlio  prindple  bcra  maiutaineil  would 
ba  BpvnvdBl.  But,  aliu  I  it  ii  far  ulliprwiar. 
That  piiDcipIo,  applioible  lo  the  bviwfll  of  all 
oooBlrio,  is  inrliHpenaiblo  for  EngluiJ,  n|>on  whteo 
maat  hmibw  are  porp^nal'y  dejirivvd  of  their 
tnpport  by  kliipwreck,  and  where  largo  mwws 
at  msi  an  >o  lialilo  to  be  thrown  out  of  their 
ordinaiy  maaM  of  gainitig  bread,  by  ohuign  in 
coBunvnial  intnrooune,  subject  m^Iy  or  aokily 
U  Uia  will  of  funngn  pow«n ;  by  npw  diKotvrin 
la  artt  and  muiuhctura ;  and  by  rMUna  btwa, 
la  eonfoRnily  witli  tlworias  uf  potiliiml  wonnniy, 
which,  wholbar  right  or  wroag  in  (ho  aininci, 
ha*i»  proved  a  •coufge  to  Ihu  of  tlluu>ail>b>,  by 
IIm  aloiiptiMB  with  whioh  tbi'y  haro  boon  rwrinl 
InloimeUcft 

Dot  it  [*  urgnl,— rofoM  altogether  compuUory 
nlli'  lo  Iba  alileJiodud,  and  ilie  unnibor  of  iIioh 
wIm  (tend  In  need  of  relief  will  atiwIOy  dlminidi 
a  taaTietlaa  of  an  abMlulo  noccai^  for 


greater  foretboiight,  and  tnore  pmdmt  < 
man's  canungfk  Undoubtedly  it  would,  but  ki  bIhi 
would  il,  and  in  a  mud]  greater  dogreis  if  Iho 
l^ialaUve  prorieicma  were  reEnined,  anil  (mrwhial 
roller  adminiitnvd  under  the  can  of  the  upper 
claeeet,  as  it  ou^tlo  be  For  ithaalavn  invor^ 
biy  ftnud,  that  wherever  llic  fumli  havo  iii«i 
raised  and  appUvd  nndn'  the  iHl|iFriiitFndmn)  of 
gentlemen  and  BiUuuitial  iimpriutont,  acting  in 
reMrie«,and  as  orenw-tr*,  pauperism  ha«  diminlnhrd 
accordingly.  Pnipir  ouo  in  tlial  qnarlor  would 
eObctoally  check  what  is  fult  in  aome  diatrieta  to 
be  one  of  tho  wont  orils  in  tho  poor  low  Bj-iiiienii 
rix.  tlio  rcadiitna  of  gmoll  and  nwdy  pmpricMn 
to  join  In  Impaling  rate*  lliat  wmingly  •objart 
them  10  sreM  haidahipa,  while,  in  hct,  thin  i*  clono 
with  a  mutoal  undentmidlng,  that  ihs  relief  radi 
ie  rady  lo  bMow  upon  bia  (till  poemr  neighbonra 
will  be  granted  to  liitnMlf,  nr  ble  relativB*^  aliould 
it  herea/ter  bo  applied  for. 

Hut  lot  lu  look  lo  luocT  nenttmenlH  of  a  nubler 
rpiality,  in  order  to  know  what  we  barv  lo  boilil 


and  tho  fatfigMl,  of  (Mr  uwillitigiim  to  ikciow 
their  subrfiAauw  Avm  a^ht  bnt  Ihrir  owa  buda 
or  bbonr,  or  lo  be  indebted  to  paroehfad  «Mlai>iii» 
for  tlie  attaiamant  of  any  object,  howcrcr  itntr  la 
them.  A  naewaaroportod, tlie oibor day, from* 
oornmtr'a  inqnoat,  of  a  pur  who,tIiiQa|b  tbe^ae* 
of  four  jvm,  had  wrieil  abosl  Ihrir  de*d  inlMit 
bum  huoOT  10  biMiaa,  and  f^nm  lodgfng  In  lading, 
aa  tbdr  necoalile*  inn  them,  nUtrn  than  aak 
thopartib  M  bear  the  aipraaa  of  iu  bilmnent: — 
tho  poor  mttirm  lirod  in  the  bop*  of  on*  day 
being  aUa  la  bnry  their  child  at  Utvir  own  coat. 
Il  must  tft**  bMQ  htarl-nniling  to  •*•  and  haar 
the  mutfuT,  whu  had  been  called  npm  to  umunt 
far  tliu  italo  in  which  ih*  body  waa  found,  imke 
this  dspoailion.  By  mOM,  judf^  ooldty,  if  iM 
hanbly,  this  conduct  might  bo  impoM  to  an 
anwamuitalile  pride,  aa  she  and  her  huiband  had, 
it  is  true,  been  oDee  in  praaperliy.  But  vuanphis 
wbero  Ihc  ijiiril  of  buIepmdeDee  worLa  ullh  cijnal 
■Irsngtfa,  lliongh  not  nilfa  Uko  nlMnibb  acnNU- 
isuiimetila,  an  fpr>inantty  to  bo  found  creu  yot 
among  the  humUawt  pnMUitiy  and  (iMchanifl*. 
Tliive  is  not,  thm,  Hiffldiint  tame  for  doobllnit 
lliat  a  liko  amw  of  Itonnur  may  be  reTlTnl  ainapg 
ttio  people,  and  Ihcir  aiujoat  baUla  of  lnde|*niliate< 
rcatortd,  without  ttvorting  to  tliaae  seivritieo  wlildl 
tliB  now  foor  Iji*  Ad  has  rattwdnnd. 

Rut  ervn  if  tlie  •oriboa  of  Ihiu^  only  am  to  be 
oxaoiinnl,  «•  han  a  right  to  enpeel  that  tan^tm 


I  wntohednesa.  He  wba  teeli  tbat  be  i 
I  by  bis  fallow-men  will  be  olinoBt  iiredalibl]'  diiToi 
I  to  oue  little  for  himself ;  will  lose  hli  Belf-respeet 
I  keeardingly,  and  with  that  km  what  rBmuni  to 
]    him  of  Tirtne  ! 

With  all  doa  deference  to  the  paiiieQlaF  eipe- 
rience,  luid  general  intelligence  of  the  indinilaala 
who  framed  the  Act,  and  of  those  who  in  and  on 
of  parliament  hare  approved  of  end  supported  it 
it  may  be  said,  thai  it  pFoeeede  too  much  upon  the  ' 
presumption  that  it  is  a  labonring  man's  own  fault 
if  he  be  not,  as  the  phrase  is,  befoidumd  with  the 
world.  Bat  the  moat  prndent  are  liable  to  be 
thrown  back  by  tickneas,  cottii^  them  off  from 
bboar,  and  caninDg  to  them  expense:  and  who 
but  has  observed  how  disbeas  creeps  upon  mnlU- 
tndMwithoutmiseoudiictof  thdrown;  andmerdy 
from  a  gradual  fall  in  the  price  of  labour,  irilhoat 
A  corrcepondent  oue  in  the  price  of  provinons ;  so 
that  men  who  tnay  have  ventured  upon  the  marriage 
le  with  a  fair  prospect  of  maintaining  thcdr 
famiiie«  in  comfort  and  b^ipinees,  see  them  reduced 

a  pittanee  which  no  effort  of  theira  a 
Let  it  bt  rememlMred,  also,  that  there  ai 

!i  whom  viciooa  haUla  of  expenta  an  ii«t  tlM 

Be  why  Ihey  do  not  store  up  Iheir  gains ;  but 

I   they  are  generous  and  Idnd-liearted,  and  laady  to 

lielp  their  kindred  and  friends;  moreDver,  they 

e  a  fkith  in  Providence  tbat  thoae  who  have 

3  prompt  to  aaaiBt  othen^  will  not  lie  left 

I   dealitute,  dioold  they  tbemsdves  come  to  need. 

By  acting  from  these  blended  fe^ngs,  manbeta 

I   bare  rendered  themselves  incapable  of  standing 


is  Iwtter  for  the  interesta  o[  h 
people  at  laige,  diat  ten  mideae 
of  the  tbnds  provided,  than  tb 
man,  tliroogfa  want  of  rdief,  A 
priadplee  cormpted,  or  his 
than  tbat  such  a  one  shotild  dl 
wrong,  or  be  cut  to  the  earth  t 
In  fiance,  the  KngllA  m^aii 
pcudsDoe  ia  revested ;  these, 
&Mi  ten  innooent  men  rfwm^d  be 
escape :  in  France,  there  is  ng 
for  the  poi^;  and  wo  may 
vahie  set  npon  human  life  in  d 
coontty,  by  mmdy  notidt^ 
which,  after  death,  the  body  is 
diou^idea  nlgar,  bnt  in  a 
prended  over  by  men  allowed 
art  and  in  phyacal  aoeoee, 
cmlightaned  in  tb«  wiwld.    I 

weed,  tnSnilely  more  re^iae 
remains  of  the  deceased;  andw 
is  it,  that  this  insensilnli^  aho 
civil  poli^  ia  so  bnsy  in  min 
oatantalionaly  earsfdl  to  gn 
propenmtieB,  whether  sociBl  « 
multitude  I  Iireligion  ia,  no  iix 
with  this  oflennve  disie^eet,  ^ 
the  dead  in  Fiance ;  but  it  ia  m 
the  slate  in  which  ao  many  of  t 
the  absraee  of  compulsory  povj 
so  humanely  established  by  db 
Sghia  of  abject  misery,  pe 
harden  the  heart  of  the  comnm 

of  history,  and  of  worta  of  I 
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M  power  to  nuava  u  nUcrl; 
nuDd,  UtD  Bye  ■hrinki  tmm 
oreldiBlneaB,   and    [»ty   and 
■b,  liko  any  olber  ijoaliljcs  that  ai 
o(  ilicir  nfttunl  aliment.     Let  iheie 

i>  tn  duly  wci^ud  by  tliMU  who  troM  to  llie 
D  Uui  an  incroaw  of  prima  chanty,  witli  all 
lli  •dvBolage*  at  anperiar  dtaerimiii&tioii,  ironld 
1  CMl^cnHIo  for  tho  abundoiuneat  of 
IliB  oiadom  of  irliicli  baa  been 
upon.  If  ow  duraHmging,  al«o,  would 
B  of  iDJusliee,  which  could  not  &il 
bo  minda  of  tlio  nrcll-dlEpoAed,  if  ihu 
twHan  of  snppartiug  tba  poor,  ■  bunlcu  of  which 
'a  adlkli  lutro  hitlicrta  by  comjinLiiou  burau  a 
auv,  iliuiild  Dov,  iiT  hcrcotW,  bo  tlirumi  ncla- 
aiv^y  upDo  tlie  beoovoleuL 

~\y  having  put  an  ond  lo  tho  Staro  Trade  and 
my,  the  Driliih  peoplo  kre  pxaliiKl  in  the 
«  of  bomanily  ;  and  they  caniiut  but  fi»l  so, 
U  dwjp  look  into  tfacDwelv^  and  duly  couaidcr 
iuion  to  God  and  tb«ir  faUoWHTnaturea. 
M  k  ttoble  advance  ;  but  a  retrogt«da 
nt  will  aaannedly  be  made,  if  eror  tha 
tt  lAieh  hai  been  hero  dtrfeDdcd,  abould 
b«  wlher  arovedly  aLandonisd  or  but  oetmably 

But  after  all,  thorc  may  be  a  little  roaoo  to 
•fpc«facnd  pcnnancDl  injury  frutn  any  CKperiment 
'hi  may  bo  triad.  On  the  one  ude  vill  be 
ttKUi  natun  riaog  up  in  her  own  defence,  and 
B  the  other  prudenttaJ  setliidmaB  acting  to  the 
mu  porpox^  from  a  coavictian  that,  witboat  a 
egn^laory  proiisiou  fur  the  cxigmciea  of  Iba 
kbooring  mullitade,  that  degree  of  ability  to  m- 
(okto  the  price  of  Ubour,  which  ia  indiipeonible 
tat  Um  (camnable  interest  of  arta  and  nuunilaO' 
Btra,  cannol,  in  Great  Itritain,  be  nphdd. 

II.  lDapoeoiorthorringDingDallection,iJIuuan 
la  tnada  lo  the  ttMo  of  tho  workmen  cungregatcd  in 
nHOUfteloriia.  In  order  lo  reliere  tuany  of  lbs 
vrib  to  which  tlial  cLua  of  sodctj  are  nibjecl  and 
to  ealabliab  a  belter  hannony  between  tbem  and 
mployera,  it  would  Lo  well  to  repeal  neh 
k»a  a*  pRnal  the  formation  of  jiuat^ock  rom- 
iki.  Then  aro,  no  doubt,  uuuiy  attd  grcM 
laclel  lo  tile  ronnation  udmlutary  working  of 
m  sodotlc^  iDhment  b  the  mind  of  those  whom 
they  would  obTiooaly  benefit.  Bal  iho  «amhin». 
aaalen  to  k*rp  down,  unjoMly,  Uiu  price 
r  wcmld  be  fairly  cheekwl  by  ilicm,  oa 
^■AHMhty  wore  praclinlilo ;  thry  would  cacourago 
^^^^^fa^tnaacucbaa  they  would  enatk  a  man  to 


ilraw  proBt  from  hia  saving!,  by  investing  thom  ic 
building*  or  machinery  for  proce—ce  of  manufaetore 
with  which  he  was  habitually  connected.  Ills  titllo 
capital  would  then  be  working  for  him  while  he  w: 
M  rest  nr  aaloep  ;  be  would  more  claaHy  peiteive 
tho  necesaily  of  capital  for  carrying  on  great 
works ;  he  would  better  \e»ra  lo  respect  Iho 
larger  portioai  of  it  in  the  bands  of  others ;  ho 
would  be  lea  tomptod  lo  join  in  unjuit  comUna- 
tione ;  and,  for  the  sake  of  his  own  property,  if 
not  for  higher  naeons,  he  wonld  bo  slon 
mote  to«l  disturboDCo,  or  endanger  pubUc  tnui- 
quillity ;  be  would,  at  Uoat,  be  loth  to  m 
way  hmeingig :  for  it  ia  not  to  be  denied  that 
■urh  societies  might  bo  nurarrieB  ot  opinion 
un&vourable  to  a  mixed  constitution  of  govoro- 
munt,  hke  iliat  of  Grcnt  Driiain.  The  detnocratlo 
and  reptdjlieaii  apirit  which  they  migbt  b«  apt  to 
foalor  would  not,  however,  be  dangeroas  in  iUelf, 
but  only  as  it  might  act  wiiliout  being  nifHciaitly 
cotmtcr^lanecd,  either  by  landed  proprictonhip, 
or  by  ■  Church  exieudiog  itaelf  so  aa  to  rmhnm 
an  cver.gro«iag  and  over-ehiCiiDg  population  of 
tUMhudci  aiid  artiaana.  Dot  if  the  tendencies  of 
aocb  Bodatiea  would  be  ti 
wbo  mlcht  belong  to  than,  rulers  and  legialstoia 
aboold  (ojoioo  in  the  result,  and  do  their  dniy  U 
the  atate  by  upholding  and  eiiending  the  hftneBoa 
of  that  Chiuiib  to  which  it  owee,  b  so  gn»t  i 
miaenr^  its  aafety,  its  proqmity,  and  ila  glory. 

Thi)^  b  tlie  lEmper  of  the  present  tlttun,  may 
bo  diHkull,  but  it  is  liucome  ttidisimaaLto,  « 
Urge  lowna  iu  great  numben  have  ipriiiig  up,  and 
other*  bavs  increased  tcntuid,  villi  little  or  u 
depeadBUoe  upon  the  gentry  and  the  laodnl  pre 
prfetoT*  ;  and  apart  frvm  those  miti);alul  teuilal 
inatitulioiia,  which,  till  of  late,  have  srtod  ao 
powerfully  upon  the  cumpodtion  of  llie  Hon 
Comraont.  Kow  it  may  be  affirmed  thai,  in  quar> 
tcra  where  there  ia  not  an  allaebtnml  t 
Cburch,  or  tho  landed  anstaecaey,  and  a  pride  ia 
•upponing  ibso^  (kr>  tb«  {eople  will  dislike 
botb,  and  ba  nady,  i^od  web  incitaDenia  aa  are 
popetuaBy  rawtntofe  to  Join  b  aCMnpia  to  one- 
ibrow  ibem.  Ibsn  ia  no  nonBal  ground  bciv  t 
ban  waol  U  due  attention  to  the  Hate  of  society 
in  largo  lowna  and  mamilaciuring  diairictjs  and 
lUae^hlof  these  obvious truthii,iiii 


ining  pewona  bi 


10  tcalouasalK 


piirtcn  kI  a  Rctam  SOI,  lbs  qualities  and  powHi 
■if  nhitih,  whether  dolnctive  or  eeoslndira, 
tlicy  wiinld  oibcrwiso  have  been  abaU  of;  and  «t« 
llw  Iramcrsor  that  IdU, e<n|nl  as  tbty  mlgfat  b«i 
by    |iarty   meutinesla   and   pnaonnl 


mlgfatbViHH 
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coulil  Dot  have  gone  to  Ear,  liad  not  tiiey  too  been 
[uDenubly  i^omiit  or  uc^ectM  of  the  buds 
trnilis  both  uf  bet  and  philonpby. 

But  lu  HaX  paw  ;  lod  let  no  oppancnt  of  the 
bill  be  tempird  to  complimeot  bis  vwd  foreaght, 
b;r  FxaggeiBlJDg  the  nuacbiofa  and  dangers  that 
hire  sprung  froin  it :  tct  not  tune  be  wasted  ia 
^rtA&eas  regrets  ;  and  let  those  party  distinctions 
iraiii£h  to  thoir  very  names  that  hare  Hcpaiated 
men  vbo,  vliatever  eoum  tbey  toay  havo  pur- 
•ned,  bare  erer  had  s  bond  of  union  in  the  «iah 
lo  save  the  limiled  mooarchy,  and  tliose  otber 
uutitntions  that  bare,  nnder  Providance,  ren- 
dered for  so  long  a  period  of  Ijioe  this  coontry  the 
happint  and  wortbiest  of  which  ibero  is  any  record 
of  eivil  society. 


III.  A  philosophic  mind  is  best  pleased  nhen 
tookin^  at  religion  in  its  apiritnal  bearing;  as  a 
goida  of  conduct,  a  aolace  under  iLffliclion,  and  a 
Bopport  amid  the  inatabilities  of  momd  life;  but 
llie  Church  haring  been  forcibly  bruuglic  by  poli- 
tical con^deralions  to  my  notice,  while  treat- 
ing of  the  labouring  chusca,  I  cannot  forbear 
saying  a  few  words  upon  tluit  momentous  topic. 

There  ia  a  loud  clamour  for  extensive  change  in 
that  department.  The  cLunoor  wonhl  be  entitled 
to  mora  raapect  if  ^y  who  are  the  mo*t  eager  to 
BwcU  it  with  thdr  roiccB  wcro  not  generally  the 
m()6t  iguomiU  of  tlie  real  state  of  tlie  Church,  and 
the  service  it  renders  to  the  community.  Stform 
is  the  word  cm[iloyed.  Lei  us  pause  and  consider 
what  sense  it  ia  apt  to  cany,  and  how  tilings  are 
confounded  by  a  !a^  use  of  it  The  great  religious 
Hefomifition,  in  the  siiteenth  century,  did  not 
profe»  lobe  a  new  construction,  but  a  resloratiDn 
i>f  sometltiog  fallen  into  decay,  or  put  out  of  sigbL 
That  rnmilL-u-  and  justifiDble  use  of  liie  word  seems 
to  bare  paved  the  way  for  fallncica  KJlh  respect  lo 
the  lenu  reform,  which  itisdiflicull  to  escape  icom. 
Were  wo  to  Epenk  of  improvement,  and  the  cor- 
rection of  abuses,  WG  should  run  leas  risk  of  being 
deceived  ourselves,  or  of  misleading  others.  We 
should  be  less  likely  lo  fall  blindly  into  the  belief, 
that  the  change  demanded  is  a  renewal  of  nonio- 
thing  that  has  e:iis1c<l  before,  and  thai,  tlierefore, 
we  hare  experieuce  on  our  side ;  nor  should  we 
be  ei^ually  tempted  to  beg  the  queslion,  that  the 
ehan^  for  which  we  are  eager  most  be  advan- 
tageous. From  generation  to  generation,  men  are 
the  dupea  of  words ;  and  it  is  painful  to  observe, 
that  so  many  of  our  species  arc  most  tenacious  of 
those  opinions  which  they  have  formed  with  the 
least  conaderation.    They  who  arc  the  readiest  lo 


loedille  with  public  aSaira,  » bcthcr  in  diorii  or 
state,  Sy  to  generalities,  that  they  may  b»  omJ  | 
from  the  trouble  of  Chinking  about  particnlars ;  isd 
thus  is  deputed  to  mechanical  instmmeiitality  te 
work  wbicb  rital  knowledge  only  can  do  well. 

"  Abolish  pluralities,  hav«  a  resident  innmilKBl 
in  erciy  patisb,"  is  a  Eavonrite  ci^- ;  bn^  nilhiial 
adrcrting  to  other  obsladea  in  tbc  way  of  (tat 
apedoos  achcme,  it  may  be  asked  what  beorfil 
woold  accrue  from  its  miiKtiniTUOt  •dap6ai  la 
eoonterbalaaoe  the  hann  it  would  iDtrodacc,  I7 
nearly  extdngoishing  the  order  of  curate^  iinlia 
the  rereDuea  of  the  church  ihoold  grow  wilfa  Ai 
population,  and  b«  gimtly  inerraaed  in  bbj 
thinly  peopled  districts,  especially  amon;  tte 
pariahes  of  (he  North. 

The  order  of  cuntea  ia  so  bcncfinat,  thai  ■■■' 
particular  notice  of  it  acems  to  be  re^atrvd  it  ths 
placD.  For  a  church  poor  as,  reUiiivly  u  tb 
numbers  of  people,  that  of  En^and  is,  and  fa- 
bably  will  oontinne  to  be,  it  is  no  Email  adnstag* 
to  hare  youthful  servants,  who  will  wort  npcn  tbf 
wages  of  hope  and  expectation.  Still  men  adraa- 
togeons  is  it  lo  Imre,  by  means  of  this  aider,  joaif 
men  scattered  over  the  country,  who  being  lam 
detached  from  the  tempond  coneena  of  (ha  baa- 
Sse,  have  more  leisure  for  improreiMait  and  tUiij, 
and  an  lea>  mbject  to  be  bfo^ttt  inia  ■  uhi 
collifflon  with  those  who  are  under  thoii"  EpirilaJ 
cruarjiousliip.  T\u:  cut&te,  if  he  reade  at  a  discio.i 
from  the  incumbent,  undertakca  tfae  teqoirii 
i-csponmbilities  of  a  temporal  kind,  in  that  toodifinl 
way  which  prevents  lum,  as  a  new-conur,  (m 
being  cliarged  with  selfishness  :  while  it  prrparM 
him  for  entering  upon  a  bcneGce  of  his  own,  wiii 
sometliing  of  a  suitable  cxpetieoec.  If  he  sbi>n!d 
act  unilcr  and  in  co-operation  with  a  nadm 
incumbent,  the  gain  is  mutual.  His  studio  nO  1 
probably  be  arai»tcd  ;  and  bis  training,  mara^  I 
hyasuperiorjwillnotbeliabletorelaiiaeinmilEen  ' 
of  IvrudcncG,  seemlineas,  or  in  any  of  the  higher  ' 
cares  of  his  functions  ;  and  by  way  of  tetaru  for  , 
tlicse  benehls  to  the  pupil,  it  will  oflen  h^ifca  ' 
tliat  the  zeal  of  a  middle-aged  or  declining  innmi-  ' 
bent  will  be  revived,  by  bein^  in  near  eomnnnutfi  | 
witii  (he  ardourof  youlii,  whenhisownelKirlBmai  . 
have  languished  through  a  meLandioly  oauiws- 
ness  that  they  have  not  produced  as  much  goal 
among  his  flock  as,  when  he  first  entered  opoo  the 
charge,  he  fondly  hoped. 

]jet  one  remark,  and  that  not  the  Itast  iii> 
portant,  be  added.  A  curate,  enteijng  for  Ihe 
first  time  upon  bis  office,  comes  frran  college  after  1 
a  course  of  expense,  and  with  such  incipcnmce  ii  I 
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the  use  of  money,  diat,  in  his  new  ritoation,  he  is 
^t  to  fall  unawares  into  peconiary  difficulties.  If 
tins  happens  to  him,  much  more  likely  is  it  to 
happen  to  the  youthful  incumhent ;  whose  relations, 
to  his  parishioners  and  to  society,  are  more  com- 
plicated; and,  his  income  being  larger  and  indepen- 
dent of  another,  a  costlier  style  of  living  is  required 
of  him  by  public  opinion.  If  embarrassment  should 
ensoe^  and  with  that  unavoidably  some  loss  of 
Teipectability,  his  future  usefulness  will  be  propor- 
tionably  impaired :  not  so  with  the  curate,  for  he 
can  easily  remove  and  start  afresh  with  a  stock  of 
expeiienceandanunblemishedreputation;  whereas 
the  early  indiscretions  of  an  incumbent  being  rarely 
forgotten,  may  be  impediments  to  the  efficacy  of 
his  ministry  for  the  remiunder  of  his  life.  The 
same  observations  would  apply  with  equal  force  to 
doctrine.  A  young  minister  is  liable  to  errors, 
from  his  notions  being  either  too  lax  or  overstrained. 
In  both  cases  it  would  prove  injuiioos  that  the 
error  should  be  remembered,  after  study  and  re- 
flection, with  advancing  years,  shall  have  brought 
him  to  a  clearer  discernment  of  the  truth,  and 
better  judgment  in  the  application  of  it 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that,  among  the  regu- 
lations of  ecclesiastical  polity,  none  at  first  view 
are  more  attractive  than  that  which  prescribes  for 
every  parish  a  resident  incumbent  How  agreeable 
to  picture  to  one's  self,  as  has  been  done  by  poets 
and  romance-writers,  from  Chaucer  down  to 
Goldsmith,  a  man  devoted  to  his  ministerial  office, 
witii  not  a  wish  or  a  thought  ranging  beyond  the 
circuit  of  its  cares !  Nor  is  it  in  poetry  and  fiction 
only  that  such  characters  are  found;  they  are 
scattered,  it  is  hoped  not  sparingly,  over  real  life, 
especially  in  sequestered  and  rural  districts,  whero 
there  is  but  small  influx  of  new  inhabitants,  and 
littie  change  of  occupation.  The  spirit  of  the 
Groepd,  imaided  by  acquisitions  of  profane  learning 
and  experience  in  the  world, — ^that  spirit,  and  the 
obligations  of  the  sacred  office  may,  in  such  situa- 
tions, suffice  to  effect  most  of  what  is  needfuL 
But  for  the  complex  state  of  society  that  prevails 
in  England,  much  more  is  required,  both  in  large 
towns,  and  in  many  extensive  districts  of  the 
country.  A  minister  there  should  not  only  be 
irreproadiable  in  manners  and  morals,  but  accom- 
plished in  learning,  as  far  as  is  possible  without 
sacrifice  of  the  least  of  his  pastoral  duties.  As 
necessary,  perhaps  more  so,  is  it  that  he  should  be 
a  citizen  as  well  as  a  scholar ;  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  the  structure  of  society,  and  the  constitution 
of  civil  government,  and  able  to  reason  upon  both 
with  the  most  expert ;  all  ultimately  in  order  to 


support  the  truths  o(  Christianity,  and  to  difiUse 
its  blessings. 

A  young  man  coming  fresh  from  the  place  of 
his  education,  cannot  have  brought  with  him  these 
accomplishments ;  and  if  the  scheme  of  equalising 
church  incomes,  which  many  advisers  are  much 
bent  upon,  be  realised,  so  that  there  should  be 
litUe  or  no  secular  inducement  for  a  deigyman  to 
desire  a  removal  from  the  spot  where  he  may 
chance  to  have  been  first  set  down ;  surely  not 
only  opportunities  for  obtaining  the  requinte  qua- 
lifications would  be  diminished,  but  the  motives 
for  dearing  to  obtain  them  would  be  proportionably 
weakened.  And  yet  these  qualifications  are  indis- 
pensable for  the  difihsion  of  that  knowledge,  by 
which  alone  the  political  philosophy  of  the  New 
Testament  can  be  rightiy  expounded,  and  its 
precepts  adequately  enforced.  In  these  times, 
when  the  press  is  daily  exercising  so  great  a  power 
over  the  minds  of  the  people,  for  wrong  or  for 
right  as  may  happen,  that  preacher  ranks  among 
the  first  of  benefactors  who,  without  stooping  to 
the  direct  treatment  of  current  politics  and  passing 
events,  can  furnish  infallible  guidance  through  the 
delusions  that  surround  them ;  and  who,  appealing 
to  the  sanctions  of  Scripture,  may  place  the  grounds 
of  its  injunctions  in  so  clear  a  light,  that  disafflec- 
tion  shaU  oease  to  be  cultivated  as  a  hmdable 
propensity,  and  loyalty  cleansed  from  the  dishonour 
of  a  blind  and  prostrate  obedience. 

It  is  not,  however,  in  regard  to  civic  duties 
alone,  that  this  knowledge  in  a  minister  of  the 
Groepel  is  important ;  it  is  still  more  so  for  softening 
and  subduing  private  and  personal  discontents. 
In  all  places,  and  at  all  times,  men  have  gra- 
tuitously troubled  themselves,  because  their  sur- 
vey  of  the  dispensations  of  Providence  has  been 
partial  and  narrow ;  but  now  that  readers  are  so 
greatiy  multiplied,  men  judge  as  they  are  taught, 
and  repinings  are  engendered  every  where,  by 
imputations  being  cast  upon  the  government ;  and 
axe  prolonged  or  aggravated  by  being  ascribed  to 
misconduct  or  injustice  in  rulers,  when  the  indi- 
vidual himself  only  is  in  fault  If  a  Christian 
pastor  be  competent  to  deal  with  these  humours, 
as  they  may  be  dealt  with,  and  by  no  members  of 
society  so  successfully,  both  from  more  fluent 
and  more  &vourable  opportunities  of  intercourse, 
and  by  aid  of  the  authority  with  which  he  speaks  ; 
he  will  be  a  teacher  of  moderation,  a  diq>enser  of 
the  wisdom  that  blunts  approaching  distress  by 
submission  to  6od*s  will,  and  lightens,  by  patience, 
grievances  which  cannot  be  removed. 

We  live  in  times  when  nothing,  of  public  good 


earth ;  and  die  idatioiia  ot  impnra  and  conflicting 
things  to  Mtdi  other  must  be  midenlood,  or  we 
shall  be  perpetniUjgi^  wTinig,!n  all  bat  goodoGn 


relax  tbiongh  freqaeot  diaapptnntmsnt.  How 
deaiiuljle,  then,  i«  It,  that  *  minitteT  of  the  Goopel 
ahould  be  vened  in  the  knowledg*  of  existing  facta, 
ajid  be  accuEtomed  to  a  vide  rvige  of  40<da]  ex- 
perience I  Nor  ia  it  lew  demrahle  for  the  parpoHO 
of  counteitaUiidng  and  tonpering  in  hie  own 
mind  that  ambition  with  which  apiritoal  power  ia 
aa  apt  to  be  tainted  as  any  other  apedea  of  power 
which  men  coTet  or  poneot. 

It  muBt  be  obTiooa  that  tbe  aeope  of  the  azga- 
meet  is  to  diacourage  an  attempt  wfaidi  would 
introdnce  into  the  Church  of  Enghmd  an  equality 
of  income,  and  atation,  apMi  the  model  of  that  of 
Scotland.  The  aatmder  part  of  the  Scottish  iwtion 
know  what  good  tbdraaceslon  derived  from  th^ 
ehorch,  and  feel  how  deeply  the  tiling  generation 
ia  indebted  to  it.  They  rapect  and  loie  il,  as  ac- 
commodated in  ao  great  a  meaaure  to  a  eompan- 
tively  poor  conntiy,  throng  the  liu-  greater 
portion  of  which  prarails  a  nniformity  of  employ- 
ment ;  bat  the  acknowledged  defidency  of  theo- 
logical leandng  among  the  oleigy  of  that  church  ia 
easily  aceoonted  for  by  thil  veiy  eqoali^.  What 
else  may  be  wanting  there,  it  would  be  nnplcaeant 
to  inquire,  and  might  prove  iDTidiona  to  detennine : 
one  thing,  howBTer,  is  clear ;  that  in  all  eounlriea 
the  temporalities  of  the  Chnrch  Eatahlishment 
ahonld  beur  an  analogy  to  the  state  of  society, 
otherwise  tt  cannot  diffuse  ila  infloonce  thiangh 
the  whole  eommumty.    In  a  comitry  ao  rich  and 


he  ia  both  led  and  »»»iip>lt» 
Smptorea.  He  beoooiaB  maze 
of  their  tralh.  Dentiim  growi 
might  bepn  in  tanpural  cooa 
(■a  in  k  majority  of  instancea  « 


the  leasona  of  which  he  ia  to  te 
nduch  he  is  to  inenleate.  Not 
here  repeated 


qaently  made,  rii.  that  tlM 
cleig7,aBd  bringing  thoir  ii 
to  a  levd,  woold  not  cwue  t 


of  their  at 

Stted  for  their  ataticn,  aod 

discharge  ita  dutki, 

Timonary  uottoM  have  in  ■ 
npon  the  sabjeet  of  beat  provi 
notions  which  have  been  anc) 
good  men,  with  a  view  to  the  i 
order,  and  e^ei^y  caoght  at  an 
dengniog,  for  its  degntdatiaii  i 
Some  are  beguiled  by  what  thi 
tytoK,  not  seeing  (what  etam 
the  voy  thrediold)  that  tber 
need  of  rdigioDB  inatnictian 


thaw 


t,and 


peetcd  to  make  any  aacrifieea 
it  Will  tbe  liDaifiaii^  the  • 
pisTed,  take  fraa  the  nuana  ol 
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woM.  it  be  to  expect  that  a  knot  of  bo>-s  should 
draw  upon  the  pittance  of  their  pocket-money  to 
build  sdiools,  or  out  of  the  abundiuice  of  their  dis* 
cretion  be  able  to  select  fit  masters  to  teach  and 
keep  them  in  order !  Some,  who  clearly  perceire 
the  incompetence  and  folly  of  such  a  scheme  for 
the  agricultural  part  of  the  people,  nevertheless 
think  it  feasible  in  large  tfmiis,  where  the  rich 
might  subscribe  for  the  religious  instruction  of  the 
poor.  Alas !  they  know  little  of  the  thick  dark- 
ness that  spreads  over  the  streets  and  alley's  of  our 
large  towns.  The  parish  of  Lambeth,  a  few  years 
since,  contained  not  more  than  one  church  and  three 
or  four  small  proprietary  chapels,  while  dissenting 
chapels,  of  every  d^iomination  were  still  more  scan> 
tily  found  there ;  yet  the  inhabitants  of  the  parish 
amounted  at  that  time  to  upwards  of  50,000.  Were 
the  parish  church  and  the  chapels  of  the  Establisli- 
ment  existing  there,  an  impediment  to  the  spread 
of  the  Gospel  among  that  mass  of  people  t  Who 
shall  dare  to  say  so  I  But  if  any  one,  in  the  face 
of  the  fact  which  has  just  been  stated,  and  in  op- 
position to  authentic  reports  to  the  same  effect 
from  various  other  quarters,  should  still  contend, 
ftat  a  voluntary  system  is  sufficient  for  the  spread 
and  maintenance  of  religion,  we  would  ask,  what 
kind  of  religion !  wherein  would  it  differ,  among 
the  many,  from  deplorable  fanaticism  I 

For  the  preservation  of  the  Church  Establish- 
ment, all  men,  whether  they  belong  to  it  or  not, 
could  they  perceive  their  true  interest,  would  be 
strenuous :  but  how  inadequate  are  its  provisions 
for  the  needs  of  the  country !  and  how  much  is  it 
to  be  regretted  that,  while  its  zealous  friends  ;^'ield 
to  alarms  on  account  of  the  hostility  of  dissent, 
they  should  so  much  over-rate  the  danger  to  be 
apprehended  from  that  quarter,  and  almost  over- 
look the  fact  tliat  hundreds  of  thousands  of  our 
fdlow-countrymen,  though  formally  and  nominally 
of  the  Church  of  England,  never  enter  her  places 
of  worship,  neither  have  they  communication  with 
her  ministers!  This  deplorable  state  of  things 
was  partly  produced  by  a  decay  of  zeal  among  the 
ridi  and  influential,  and  partly  by  a  want  of  due 
expansive  power  in  the  constitution  of  the  Estab- 
lishment as  regulated  by  htw.  Private  benefacton, 
in  their  efforti  to  build  and  endow  chorches,  have 
been  frnstrated,  or  too  much  impeded  by  legal 
obstacles :  these,  where  they  are  unreaaonal>l«  or 
nnfitled  for  the  ti^le•^,  ouglit  to  btr  remov«r4| ;  and, 
keeping  dear  of  intoleraoee  and  iojuaiioe,  meaiui 
Aoold  be  used  to  render  thte  prtmeoat  and  pow<frs 
«f  iho  cfaareb  tnauuKtntin/Uf  with  the  wauu  fjf  a 
dhifting  and  niB-lncreawng  yoyuUtOua. 


This  cannot  be  effected,  unless  the  Kii(r*lAh 
Government  vindicate  the  truth,  that,  as  her 
church  exijtto  for  the  benefit  of  all  (thou;;h  not  in 
equal  dc;nx^c),  whether  of  her  communion  or  not, 
all  should  bo  made  to  contribute  to  its  mipi>ort. 
If  this  ground  be  abandtniod,  cnuno  will  bo  given  to 
fear  that  a  moral  wound  may  bo  inflicted  upon 
the  heart  of  the  EnglitUi  people,  for  which  a  reme<ly 
cannot  be  speedily  provided  by  the  utmost  efforts 
which  tlie  members  of  the  Church  will  tlicmselvct 
bo  able  to  make. 

But  let  tlie  friends  of  tlio  church  be  of  good 
courage.  Powers  are  at  work,  by  which,  under 
Divine  Providence,  she  may  be  strengthened  and 
the  sphere  of  her  usefulness  extondcfl ;  not  by 
alterations  in  her  Liturgy,  accommodated  to  this 
or  that  demand  of  finical  taste,  nor  by  cutting  off 
tliis  or  that  from  her  articles  or  Canons,  to  which 
the  scrupulous  or  the  ovenn'cening  may  object. 
Covert  schism,  and  open  nonconformity,  would 
survive  after  alterations,  however  promising  in 
the  eyes  of  those  whose  subtilty  had  been  exercised 
in  making  them.  Latitudinarianism  is  the  par- 
helion of  liberty  of  conscience,  and  will  ever 
successfully  lay  ckiim  to  a  divide<l  worsliip. 
Among  Presb^ierians,  Socinians,  Baptists,  and 
Independents,  tliere  will  always  be  found  numbers 
who  will  tire  of  their  several  creeds,  and  some 
will  come  over  to  the  Church.  Conventicles  may 
disappear,  congregations  in  each  denomination 
may  fall  into  decay  or  be  bn>ken  up,  but  the  con- 
quests which  the  National  Church  ought  chiefly  to 
aim  at,  lie  among  the  thousands  and  tens  of  thou- 
sands of  the  unliappy  outcasts  who  gniw  up  with 
no  religion  at  all.  Tlio  warts  ttf  thrwe  cannot 
but  lie f'-elingly  reni«iiil»r.red.  Whatever  may  \m 
the  disposition  of  the  new  const!  tu«nirie«i  under 
the  reformofl  pariiament,  and  the  course  which 
the  men  of  their  choice  may  lie  inclinfnl  or  com* 
pelled  to  follow,  it  may  be  confidently  )uf\nt\  tliat 
individuals  acting  in  their  private  nafiacities,  will 
endeavour  to  make  up  for  the  d«'ficienci^s  of  tlw 
legiHlature.  Is  it  too  much  to  exj^ect  that  prt>» 
prict/jrs  rif  large  estates,  wh^.TC  the  inhaliitantu 
arc  with<^iut  religious  instruction,  or  where  it  is 
sparingly  supplied,  will  deem  it  tlu^r  duty  to  take 
fjart  in  thb  good  work  ;  and  that  thriving  maiiif« 
factnreni  and  DMrchanta  will,  in  their  Mrvf^al 
n«4ghbrnirhoods,  lie  sensibU*  of  the  lik«  '4iligati<m, 
and  act  upon  it  with  g^'mrou*  rivalry  T 

More^/ver,  th**  f'/me  of  ptiMic  tfinnfm  Is  rm\M\y 
tncwiiiing :  and  nfmm  may  l^^id  i/#  it,  wh#>  arc  n*ft 
im  liaf/py  an  to  l/e  nyt^\*A  by  a  h\yi\^'T  rwrtiv**; 
Mif^feiaJly  they  who  tU'rirf  hir^  inetmt^n  ffifo 

T  T 
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lny-impropriiilions,  iii  (racta  of  comifry  "hero 
midislera  ore  few  mid  tneogrply  provided  for. 
A  claim  elill  stronger  may  be  ackaowledged  liy 
UioBe  who,  round  their  eupcrb  habitatioas,  or  else- 
&lk  over  vast  estales  wliich  were  lanshcd 
ir  ancestors  by  royal  larouritiBm  or  pui^ 
eliased  M  iaBigiiificiuit  prices  after  churcli-spo- 
;  sacli  proprietors,  though  not  caneoience- 
striokon  (there  is  no  call  for  tJiat)  may  be 
prompted  to  make  n  return  for  nhieh  their  tenantry 
and  depenilenta  vUI  learn  to  blvss  tlieir  nanieti. 

trma  tbcee  several  sources,  co-operating  witli  a 
uv/^considGred  chango  in  the  distribution  of  eome 
parts  of  tJiB  property  at  preeeut  possessed  by  the 
a  change  scrupulously  founded  upon  due 
respect  to  law  and  justice,  will,  we  trust,  bring 
about  50  mucli  of  what  her  friends  desire,  tliat  the 
Bt  may  be  eolnily  wailed  for,  with  dumkfaliieBB 
for  what  shall  hare  been  oblajned. 

it  be  thought  unbeeoming  in  a  laynmo, 
to  have  treated  At  length  a  subject  icith  whioh  the 
clergy  are  more  intimately  conversant.  All  mny, 
without  impropriety,  speak  of  wliat  deeply  coneema 
n  apology  be  offered  for  going  over 
gmond  wbich  has  been  trad  before  so  ably  and  bo 
often  :  withoot  pretending,  however,  to  any  thing 


of  n 


eitbei 


y  have  been  oifered  to  view,whith  will  BBVe 

iter  from  tiie  'iniputatioQ  of  having  little  W 

commend  his  labour,  but  goodness  of  inlentiun. 

It  was  with  refcrcuee  to  thoughts  and   feeli: 

expressed  in  verge,  (Imt  1  entered  upon  the  abi 

noiices,  and  with  verse   I   ivnil  conclude.      1 

passage  is  extmcted  from  my  MSS.  wHtlcn  abi 

thirty  years  ago:    it  turns  upon  the  individ 

ignily  which  humbleness  of  social  condition  docs 

it  preclude,  but  frequently  promotes.     It  he 

direct  bearing  upon  elubs   fur   tlic  dixcussion  of 

public  aifnirs,  nor  npon  political  or  trade-unions 

bat  if  a  single  workman — who,  being  a  member  i 

of  those  cluba,  mns  the  risk  of  beeomi[ig  a 

agitator,  or  who,  beiug  carolled  in  a  uuion,  mui 

be  left  wilhoul  a  will  of  his  owji,  and  tlierefore 

slave — should  read   these   lines,  snd   be  loache 

by   them,    1    should    indeed    rejoice,    and    Uttle 

woiitd   I   care  for  losing  credit  as   a   poet  with 

inlemperatecHties,  who  think  differently  from  me 

n  political  philosophy  or  public  measures,  if  the 


Bober-niiuded  admit  tliat,  in  gcncnl 
affecdons  have  been  moved,  and  my 
exercised,  under  and  for  the  guidance 


Ifl  wi>rbhtpperv  from  iim  Bt 


Dal  boldljr  wllh  sutmUDIi*!  thiniti-'inlnitb 


9l  by  boobif  ^md  books,  th 
DaCaimsv.buldellgtal, 


WbcnkaooMta  Indt  m 


ADDITIONAL  POEMS. 


GtoiDxNO,  Terilj  thy  Paodl'i  iklll 

H&th  hePBportr*jedwithNature'B^i(ippiestgI«e 
I    The  fur  Hjirlyiuioo  cuuclisdon  Lnlmoe-Ull; 

And  Diui  gsliiig  ou  tb«  Sliophord's  lOKt 
I    ]nropture,— jetBuaijendinghereiQbreee, 
:    A*  nut  UDCODBcious  with  whit  j'OKerthe  thrill 
Of  her  most  tiiujd  touch  hia  sloep  would  ohaie. 
And,  with  hjB  Ble«p,  that  bcjiut;  nlm  uid  itill. 
O  mk;  this  Rurk  bare  round  JtaliBbretrMt 
Hera  iu  n  mou a tciin- Bard's  secure  Etbo'tc, 
One  to  whom,  y«ta  Sthool-hi.j,  Cyn  thin  showed 
AfttoaofloTs  which  ]iB  in  loTd  would  greet, 
Filed,  by  her  euiile,  upun  aocie  rockj  wat ; 
Or  lured  along  when  gnen-wood  pithe  he  trod. 


Who  but  ii  pleased  to  wAlob  the  moon  on  hii;h 
Tr»Telling  wlierBibefromliinetotiinocQjljruuJa 
Her  head,  nod  nuthiug  loth  her  Majeety 
Jtenotiocei.tillnmong  thewnttered  clorida 
Dns  with  itiViadllne  edge  declarea  that  BouB 
Wi1lTBappc4r  Wore  lUe upliflBd oya 

I    A  Form  u  bright,  m  beaatiful  a  lao'dll, 

I    To  glide  in  open  i^roapect  through  clear  «liy. 

;  Pity  that  eiichnrftaiiie  e"cr  should  p^D^'o 
Kaliaiii  tUoiBHio,  tliat  yuneecmingi-paco 
Of  (ky,  »hould  be  in  trutli  tU«  Bteadr>iBt  face 

i    Of  >  cloud  flat  and  denM,  through  which  muit 

(By  transit  not  unlike  mkn'i  frequent  doom) 
The  wanderer  lo«t  in  mora  determined  gloom  1 


Whkbb  liea  the  truth!  hal  Han,  in  wiadom'i 

A  pitiable  doom;  far  reapits  brief 

laheuuuTbtefMl.  u^'Moth  little  heed 
God'a  bouniy,  Sdnii  fi>ri.'ii(ti  ii;  or  indeed, 
Miiat  Man,  niUi  I.iWiir  born,  awake  to  sorrow 
When  flowera  rejoice  and  Ijarki  with  rival  ipeed 
Spring  from  their  neat*  to  bid  the  Sun  good 


They  mount  for  lapture  *a  their  longa 
Warbled  in  bearing  lioth  oFcarth  aud  eky, 


A  happier,  brighter,  purer  Heaven  than  tbeii 


BOOKI  A 

DiECOUnaB  waa  deamod  Man'an'jLlc-t  utlribute, 
And  wriltCD  words  the  glory  vrhU  band 
Then  foil rjwfd  Prin  ting  with  enlarged  command 
For  tb  01 1  gilt— dominion  vaat  and  abaolute 
For  Kiiiea'iing  truth,  and  ninkinglove  expand. 
Now  pro«  and  Terse  ruiik  into  disrepute 
Muat  lacquey  adumh  Art  that  beat  can  ault 
The  tMte  ofihii  oi)CB-iulelic<:tual  Land. 
A  bouknard  moTement  ■imt]'  bavt  we  here, 
Froinnunhood— batktovhildhoad    fortheage— 
Ba-cktowordBCBverned  life's  fint  ni-ila  L-aTvcr, 
Aiaunt  this  vile  abuse  of  pictured  page  I 
Must  eyea  be  all  in  all,  the  tongue  and  ear 
Nothing  ?    Heaven  keep  ua  from  a  lower  stage  I 


Thk  unremitting  voice  of  nightly  stream! 
That  waste  10  oE^  we  tbink,  it«  tuucful  powera^ 
If  neither  soothing  to  the  worm  that  gleanu 
Through  dewy  gnsa,  nor  amall  birda  huahed  in 

Nor  unto  silent  leaves  and  drowsy  flowers, — 

That  viiiL-L>ufijii|ircteLdiLg  harmony 

tFor  who  what  is  shall  toeaaure  by  what  leetna 

To  be,  ur  not  to  be. 

Or  tax  high  Heaven  with  prodigality  I) 

Uuce  not  a  bi^nling  iiillu«^Qi:e  that  oan  creep 

Inlo  Iho  bumau  breast,  and  mil  with  sleep 

To  rvpilalfl  tljB  moUon  of  our  dreams 

Pur  liiidly  issupB— M  thr.iuiii  every  elime 

^ViiB  fvlt  ijcar  uiuroiuring  brooks  in  earliwt  time ; 

As  at  lb  is  day,  the  ruiteat  swains  who  dweU 

Where  torrent*  ruor.  or  hi^ar  the  tinkling  knell 

Of  water-break*,  with  grateful  heart  could  tell. 


en 


ADDITIONAL  POEMS. 


1  KVOW  Ml  aged  Uu  Doattruood  to  d*r«U 
In  k  )u^  boiuw  of  pnhlle  chuitj, 
Vhtn  he  ubiiiu,  u  ID  &  (Miouoi'g  hU, 
With  nuBiben  Dear,  »iu  I  no  ooiataii]r. 

VliMi  hn  coulil  rrtep  about,  at  will,  tliaugh  poor 
And  fomd  to  lito  cin  alma,  Ihii  old  Mhn  bd 
A  Bodhnaat.  oiio  that  to  hia  ooU^c  door 
Cuna  not,  bat  b  a  laoo  partook  lili  braad. 

Than,  at  tin  r<>ut  of  one  particuiar  tree. 
An  MKJ  *a>t  tbii  noni-out  labourer  found 
WblU  Robia  paukod  tba  cmmbc  upon  bia  knM 
Laid  on*  bj  ous,  or  acattered  on  the  grouDd. 

Dav  IntarenuTM  wu  tJi*in,  day  iftcr  day  ; 
WbM  ligai  of  mutaal  gladaea  when  tlivjr  met ' 
Think  of  their  comoioii  peiwe,  their  simple  plaj. 
lie  pkrliog  nunceDt  aod  ila  fond  regret 

Uaothi  paawd  in  lave  that  failed  not  to  fuIEI, 
ta  tpila  lit  Htuon'B  change,  its  Dim  demand, 
Bj  flattAODg  piniona  here  and  bnaf  bill ; 
Tb«n  by  cnresMi  &oui  a  tremulooi  hand. 

Tbiu  in  the  eboaan  ipot  a  tie  lo  strong- 

Wm  formed  between  the  solitary  pair, 

Hut  irhrn  hij  fate  had  baneo!  bim  mid  a  throng 

Tfaa  CaptiTB  abimued  all  wnvetio  proSared  there. 

Wife,  children,  Itindrcd,  Ihoy  were  dead  and  gone ; 
But,  ifno  evil  hap  his  wishes  eroascd. 
One  living  8taj  wu  left,  nnd  on  that  one 
Some  recompeoie  for  all  that  ho  had  Icmt, 

0  that  the  good  olil  Mim  hsd  power  to  prove, 
Bj  meaaage  scot  through  air  or  visilile  token, 
That  etiU  be  tovea  the  Bird,  and  atill  must  love  ; 
Thatfrieod.4!iip1»£tatliaugb[c1]ovF8bipiB  broken! 


I  ArrtCROHs  loae  their  objocta  :  Tmiebiingti 
N'o  RUCGCssoiB ;  and,  lodged  in  memory. 
If  love  exist  no  longer,  it  miut  die, — 
Wanticig  accustomed  food  most  paaa  froia  at 
Or  iMTGr  hope  to  reaoh  a  seoood  birth. 
Thia  nd  belief  the  bapfHeet  that  is  left 
To  thoOHKida,  abare  not  thoD  ;  howc'er  beral 
doomed,  or  nt^^ected,  fear  not  such  a  dmilh 
ThoB^  poor  and  destitote  of  fricnda  thou  ■ 
Perhapa  the  sole  mrviror  of  thy  nice. 
One  to  whom  Ueuveo  aasigna  that  monrufBl 
The  utmoat  aolitude  of  age  to  (oca. 
Still  ahall  be  left  some  oomer  of  the  baart 
Where  Love  for  living  Thing  eau  find  «  plM 


How  beanliful  the  Queen  of  Nigbt,  on  high 
Her  wiij  punuing  among  scattered  dooils. 
When,  ever  and  anon,  her  head  abe  shroud 
Hiddeu  from  view  in  dense  obaourit;. 
But  look,  and  to  the  watdiful  eye 
A  brighteliiDg  edge  will  indicnle  tbat  aoiai 
We  shall  behold  the  atruggltng  Koon 
Break  fbrtb,— ^un  to  walk  the  dear  blued 


War  aboiild  wo  weep  ot  moam,— Angctie  b 

For  Bucb  tbon  wert  are  from  our  sigbt  lemoi 
Buly,  and  aver  dutiful — beloved 
From  day  to  Jay  with  never-ceasing  jov, 
And  IjopEB  oa  desr  aa  could  the  hei.rt  omplo; 
In  aught  to  earth  pertaining  !     Death  haspr. 
His  migiit,  nor  less  ha  mercy,  u  behoved— 
Death  eoQseioui  that  be  only  could  deatioy 
The  bodily  frame.     That  beauty  is  laid  low 
To  moulder  in  a  &r-off  field  of  Borne ; 
But  Heaven  is  now,  bleat  Child,  tby  Spirit's  ho 
When  sucb  cboioa  eonununion  which  we  kno 
le  felt,  tby  Roman-burial  place  will  be 
SuTfly  a  Bwcet  remembrancer  of  Tbee. 
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Forth  from  a  Jutting  ridge,  around  whose  baso.  112 

For  what  contend  the  wise  ?— fur  nothing  less,  384 

Four  fiery  steeds  Impatient  of  the  rein,  208 

From  Bolton's  old  monastic  tower,  293 

From  early  youth  I  ploughed  the  restless  main,  351 

From  false  assumption  rose,  and,  fondly  hailed,  319 

From  Little  down  to  Least,  in  due  degree,  330 

From  low  to  high  doth  dissolution  climb, 332 

From  Rite  and  Ordinance  abused  they  fled,  329 

From  Stirling  Castle  we  had  seen,  225 

From  the  liaptlsmal  hour,  through  weal  and  woe,  331 

From  the  dark  chambers  of  dejection  freed,  204 

From  the  flerce  aspect  of  this  River,  throwing,  257 

From  the  Pier's  head,  musing,  and  with  increase,  968 

From  this  deep  chasm,  where  quivering  sunbeams  play,  288 

Frowns  are  on  every  Muse's  face,  123 

Furl  we  the  sails,  and  pass  with  tardy  ottn,  320 

Genius  of  Raphael !  If  thy  wings,  180 

Glad  sight  I  wherever  new  with  old,  124 

Glide  gently,  thus  for  ever  glkle,  6 

Glory  to  God  I  and  to  the  Power  who  came.  331 

Go  back  to  antique  ages,  if  thine  fyes,  242 

Go.  faithful  Portrait !  and  where  long  hath  knelt,  213 

Grant,  that  by  this  unsparing  hurricane,  3S3 

Great  men  have  been  among  us ;  hands  that  penned,  238 
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Let  OS  quit  the  leafy  arbour,  63 

Lie  here,  without  a  record  of  thy  worth,  3G9 

Life  with  yon  Lambs,  lilce  day.  is  Jost  begun,  814 

Like  a  shipwreck'd  Sailor  tost,  378 

Liftt,  the  winds  of  March  are  blowing,  379 

Liat^'twas  the  Cuckoo.— O  with  what  delight,  276 

List,  ye  wlio  pass  by  Lyulph's  Tower,  S58 

Lo !  in  the  bumhig  west,  the  craggy  nape,  867 

Lone  Flower  hemmed  in  with  snows,  and  white  as  they,  906 

Long  favoured  England !  be  not  thou  misled,  387 

Long  has  the  dew  been  dried  on  tree  and  lawn,  S75 

Lonsdale !  it  were  unworthy  of  a  Guest,  358 

Look  at  the  fate  of  summer  flowers,  78 

Look  now  on  that  Adventurer  who  hath  paid,  846 

Lord  of  the  rale !  astounding  Flood.  238 

Loud  is  the  Yale !  the  Voice  is  up,  436 

Loving  she  is,  and  tractable,  though  wild,  55 

Lo  I  where  she  stands  fixed  in  a  sainMIke  trance,  815 

Lo  1  where  the  Moon  along  the  sky,  369 

Lowther  1  in  thy  msjestic  Pile  are  seen,  358 

Lulled  by  the  sound  of  pastoral  bells,  866 

Lyre  1  though  such  power  do  in  thy  magio  live,  147 

Man's  life  is  like  a  Sparrow,  mighty  King,  315 
Mark  how  the  feathered  tenants  of  the  flood,  169 
Mark  the  concentred  hazels  that  enclose,  805 
Meek  Virgin  Mother,  more  benign,  850 
Men  of  the  Western  World !  in  Fate's  dark  book,  387 
Men,  who  have  ceased  to  reverence,  soon  defy,  385 
3Iercy  and  Love  have  met  thee  on  thy  road,  313 
Methinksthat  I  could  trip  o'er  heaviest  8011,985 
Methinks  that  to  some  vacant  hermitage,  316 
Methinks  'twere  no  unprecedented  feat,  890 
Methought  I  saw  the  footsteps  of  a  throne,  809 
*Mid  crowded  obelisks  and  urns,  880 
Mid-noon  is  past ;— upon  the  sultry  mead,  890 
Milton  !  thou  shouldst  be  living  at  this  hour,  838 
Mine  ear  has  rung,  my  spirit  rank  subdued,  333 
MUerritntts  t  and  neither  name  nor  date,  813 
Monastic  domes !  following  my  downward  way,  SK 
Most  sweet  it  is  with  unuplifted  eyes,  360 
Mother  I  whose  virgin  bosom  was  unorost,  383 
Motions  and  Means,  on  land  and  sea  at  war,  3S7 
My  frame  hath  often  trembled  with  delight,  889 
My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold,  64 

NHy ,  Traveller !  rest    This  lonely  Yew-trve  sCanda,  14 

Near  Anio's  stream,  I  spied  a  gentle  Dove,  875 

Never  enlivened  with  the  liveliest  ray,  198 

Next  morning  Troilns  began  to  dear,  488 

No  fiction  was  it  of  the  antique  age,  868 

No  more :  the  end  is  sadden  and  abmpt,  341 

No  mortal  ofeject  did  these  eyes  behold,  801 

No  record  tells  of  lance  opposed  to  lance,  891 

Nor  scorn  the  aid  which  Fancy  oft  doth  lend,  315 

Nor  shall  the  eternal  roll  of  praise  i^eot,  387 

Nor  wanU  the  cause  the  panio-striking  aid,  314 

Not  a  breath  of  air,  148 

Not  envying  Latian  shades— if  yet  they  throw.  888 
Not  hurled  precipitous  from  steep  to  steep,  891 
Not  in  the  lucid  intervals  of  life,  343 
Not  in  the  mines  beyond  the  western  main,  3B0 
Not,  like  his  great  Compeers,  ind^nantly,  857 
Not  Love,  not  War,  nor  the  tnmnltooiis  swell,  805 
Not  'mid  the  world's  vain  objects  that  enslave,  848 
Not  sedentary  all :  there  are  who  roam  316 
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Not  seldom,  clad  in  radiant  Teet,  414 

Not  so  that  Pair  whose  youthful  spirits  dance^  888 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert  heard,  819 

Not  to  the  olouds,  not  to  the  cliff,  he  flew,  354 

Not  to  the  object  specially  designed,  389 

Not  utterly  unworthy  to  endure^  383 

Not  without  heavy  grief  of  heart  did  He,  431 

Now  that  all  hearts  are  glad,  all  faces  bright,  848 

Now  that  the  farewell  tear  is  dried.  861 

Now  we  are  tired  of  boisterous  Joy.  827 

Now  when  the  primrose  makes  a  splendid  show,  307 

Nuns  fret  not  at  their  convent's  narrow  room,  197 

Oak  of  Ononlca !    Tne  of  holler  power,  845 

O  blithe  New-oomer !    I  have  heard,  141 

O  dearer  far  than  light  and  life  are  dear,  80 

O'er  the  wide  earth,  on  mountain  and  on  plain.  943 

O'erweening  Statesmen  have  full  long  relied.  846 

O  Flower  of  all  that  springs  from  gentle  blood,  431 

Of  mortal  parents  is  the  Hero  bom.  243 

O  for  a  dirge  I    But  w by  oomphtln,  437 

O,  for  a  kindling  touch  from  that  pure  flame,  850 

O  for  the  help  of  Angels  to  complete,  856 

O  Frimd  1  I  know  not  which  way  I  must  look,  838 

Oft  have  I  caught,  upon  a  fitful  breeae,  354 

Oft  have  I  seen,  ere  Time  had  ploughed  my  cheek,  801 

Oft  I  had  heard  of  Lucy  Gray,  57 

Oft  is  the  medal  faithful  to  its  trust,  411 

O  gentle  Sleep  1  do  they  belong  to  thee.  199 

O  happy  time  of  j'outhful  lovers  (thus,  88 

Oh  Life!  without  thy  chequered  scene,  858 

Oh  I  pleasant  exercise  of  hope  and  Joy,  161 

Oh  what  a  Wreck !  how  changed  in  mien  and  speech,  215 

Oh !  what 's  the  matter  7  what 's  the  matter,  408 

O  Lord,  our  Lord  1  how  wondrously  (quoth  she),  416 

O  mountain  Stream !  the  Shepherd  and  his  Cot,  288 

Once  did  She  hold  the  gorgeous  east  in  fee,  837 

Once  I  could  hail  (howe'er  serene  the  sky),  399 

Onoe  in  a  lonely  hamlet  I  sojourned,  87 

Onoe  more  the  Church  is  seised  with  sudden  fear,  381 

Onoe  on  the  top  of  Tynwald's  formal  mound,  353 

One  might  believe  that  natural  miseries,  839 

One  morning  (raw  it  was  and  wet,  86 

One  who  was  sufi'ering  tumult  in  his  soul,  906 

On  his  morning  rounds  the  Master,  369 

O  Nightingale  I  thou  surely  art,  143 

On,  loitering  Muse— the  swift  Stream  chides  na— on» 

O  now  that  the  genius  of  Bewick  wore  mine,  498 

On  to  lona !— What  can  she  afford,  356 

Open  yoor  gates,  ye  everlasting  Piles,  333 

O  there  Is  blessing  in  this  gsntla  breeae,  445 

O  thon  who  movest  onward  with  a  mind,  430 

O  thou !  whose  fancies  from  afar  are  brought,  68 

Onr  bodny  life,  some  plead,  that  life  the  shrine,  390 

Our  walk  was  far  among  the  aaolent  trees,  1 10 

OntstreCcbing  flame-ward  his  upbraided  hand,  384 

Pansies,  lilies,  kingcups^  daisies,  119 
Part  fenced  by  man,  part  by  a  rugged  staept  316 
Pastor  and  Patriot  f— at  whose  bidding  rise,  349 
Patriots  hiformed  with  Apostolio  light,  389 
Pause,  courteous  Spirit  I— Balbi  supplicates,  438 
Pause,  Traveller  1  whosoe'er  thou  be,  414 
Pelton  and  Ossa  fionrish  side  by  side,  196 
People !  your  chatass  are  severing  link  by  link,  .186 
Perhaps  some  needful  service  of  the  State,  430 
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There !  said  a  Stripling,  pointing  wftli  meet  pride,  356 
There's  George  Fisher,  Charles  Fleming,  and  Reginald 

Shore.  6() 
There's  more  in  words  than  I  can  teach,  104 
There  'a  not  a  nook  within  this  solemn  Pass,  337 
There  *s  something  in  a  flying  hoi-se,  184 
There  was  a  Boy ;  ye  knew  him  well,  ye  cliffs,  141 
There  was  a  roaring  in  the  wind  all  night,  151 
There  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove,  and  stream,  441 
The  Roman  Consul  doomed  his  sons  to  die,  389 
The  Sabbath  bells  renew  the  inviting  peal,  331 
The  saintly  Youth  has  ceased  to  rule,  discrowned,  324 
These  times  strike  monied  worldlings  with  dismay,  839 
These  Tourists,  Heaven  preserve  us !  needs  must  live,  HH 
The  Shcep.boy  whistled  loud,  and  lo !  435 
The  Shepherd,  looking  eastward,  softly  said,  206 
—  The  sky  is  overcast,  141 

The  soaring  lark  is  bleet  as  proud,  395 
Tlie  Spirit  of  Antiquity— enshrined,  255 
The  stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature's  hand,  207 
The  struggling  Rill  Insensibly  is  grown,  287 
The  sun  has  long  been  set,  345 
The  sun  is  couched,  the  sea.fowl  gone  to  rest,  343 
The  Sun,  that  seemed  so  mildly  to  retire,  342 
Tlie  sylvan  slopes  with  corn-clad  fields.  375 
The  (ears  of  man  In  various  measure  gush,  324 
The  Troop  will  be  impatient ;  let  us  hie,  24 
The  lurbaned  Race  are  poured  in  thickening  swarms,  818 
The  valley  rings  with  mirth  and  j.')y,  59 
The  Vested  Priest  before  the  Altar  stands,  331 
The  Virgin  Mountain,  wearing  like  a  Queen,  336 
The  Voice  of  Song  from  distant  lands  shall  call.  237 
The  wind  la  now  thy  organist ;— a  clank,  337 
The  woman-hearted  Confessor  prepares,  317 
The  world  forsaken,  all  its  busy  caree,  277 
The  world  is  too  much  with  us;  late  and  soon,  203 
They  called  Thee  Merry  England,  In  old  time,  348 
They  dreamt  not  of  a  perishable  home,  334 
The  Young-ones  gathered  in  from  hill  and  dale,  330 
They  seek,  are  sought ;  to  daily  battle  led,  246 
They— who  have  seen  the  noble  Roman's  scorn,  275 
This  Height  a  ministering  Angel  might  select.  17U 
This  Land  of  Rainbows  (spanning  glens  whose  walls,  337 
TliisLawn,  a  carpet  all  alive,  3/6 
This  Spot— at  once  unfolding  sight  so  fair,  389 
Those  breathing  Tokens  of  your  kind  regard,  .^t86 
Those  had  given  earliest  notice,  as  the  lark,  321 
Those  old  crodulities,  to  nature  dear,  274 
Those  silver  clouds  collected  round  the  son,  170 
ThoM  words  were  uttered  as  In  pensive  mo<»d,  205 
Though  I  beheld  at  first  with  blank  surprise,  215 
Thuugh  Joy  attend  Thee  orient  at  the  birth,  340 
Though  many  suns  have  risen  and  set,  382 
Though  narrow  be  that  old  Man's  cares,  and  near,  MS 
Tho'  searching  damps  and  many  an  envious  flaw,  268 
Though  the  bold  wings  of  Poesy  affoot.  210 
Though  the  torrents  from  their  fountains,  125 
Though  to  give  timely  warning  and  deter,  390 
Thou  look'st  upon  me,  and  dost  fondly  think,  349 
Tliou  sacred  Pile  I  whose  turreU  rise,  281 
Threats  come  which  no  submission  may  assuage,  329 
Three  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower,  144 
Through  shattered  galleries,  *inid  roofless  balls,  211 
Thus  all  things  lead  to  Charity,  secured,  338 
Thus  Is  the  storm  abated  by  the  oraft,  321 
Thy  f onotkms  ars  ethsrcal«  181 


'TIS  eight  o'clock,— a  dear  March  night,  91 

'TIS  gone— with  oM  belief  and  dream,  174 

Tis  He  whose  yester-evening's  high  disdain,  215 

Tis  not  for  the  unfeeling,  the  falsely  reflned,  427 

'Tis  said,  fantastic  ocean  doth  enfold,  255 

'TIS  said,  that  some  have  died  for  love,  79 

'TIS  said  that  to  the  brow  of  yon  fair  hUl,  813 

'TIS  spent— this  burning  day  of  June,  131 

To  a  good  Man  of  most  dear  memory,  438 

To  appease  the  Gods ;  or  public  thanks  to  yield,  965 

To  barren  heath,  bleak  moor,  and  quaking  fen,  831 

To  kneeling  Worshippers,  no  earthly  floor,  331 

Too  frail  to  keep  the  lofty  vow,  219 

To  public  notice,  with  reluctance  strong,  4.17 

Toussalnt,  the  most  unhappy  man  of  men.  237 

Tradition,  be  thou  mute  I    Oblivion,  throw,  338 

Tranquillity  f  the  sovereign  aim  wert  thou,  357 

Troubled  long  with  warring  notions,  414 

True  Is  It  that  Ambrosio  Salinero,  431 
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